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About the book: Your Whisper in the Dark
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Kenzie Zahn is starting over as a single man. Left with few immediate options, he accepts a friend’s invitation to visit and house sit. It’s the perfect opportunity for Kenzie to put a little space between the past and present while figuring out the best path for his future.  

Mason Hall enjoys the carefree single life. He works hard, plays a little harder, and doesn’t think much about settling down. The right man will come along – or not – and he’s content to wait. A night out to enjoy a little dancing leads to a hook-up with Kenzie, the kind of man Mason has only ever fantasized about. Mason can’t let him get away. 

Kenzie’s smitten. Mason is irresistible, but home is a thousand miles away and a long-distance romance isn’t workable. A strange twist of identity brings a linked past to light. Kenzie and Mason are brought to the realization that even when Fate arranges a man’s destiny, he still has to take a leap of faith or lose out on love.
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What they said about Your Whisper in the Dark
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“4 HEARTS!...Ms. Kendricks has written a moving story...I really loved all the characters...I really enjoyed this novella!”—Teresa T., The Romance Studio
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Praise for the writing of KC Kendricks

KC Kendricks never disappoints!"—Fallen Angel Reviews

"..beautifully moving in all the right places...KC Kendricks gives us a well-crafted tale"- The Romance Studio

"Good to the last word...."- Sensual Reads

..."Seriously entertaining and totally engaging..."- Joyfully Reviewed

"...solidly written contemporary romance..."-Jessewave
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CHAPTER 1
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If there’s one thing I’ve learned about life, it’s the old saying “nothing lasts forever” is often true. Those words had been beaten into me lately, repeatedly, and I was tired of having it happen. No matter which way I turned, the road seemed blocked. Everything I reached for to use as an anchor slipped through my fingers. I’d had arrived at the point I was damned tired of being the whipping boy for the universe.

I’d given seventeen years of my life to a faithless man and I still couldn’t believe he’d... What had he done? Cheated on me? It went far beyond that.

In some regards, his fall from my good graces had been my fault. I’d insisted our relationship remain “open” to prevent either of us from feeling trapped. I knew what I had in Dennis, and he knew me equally well.

In all the years we’d been together, I’d only stepped out twice. Not a bad average for seventeen years. Dennis was a little freer with it, as I’d expected he would be, but he’d only tricked with strange a handful of times—that I knew about. A fuck was just a fuck. Feel good sex to put a nice glow in a man’s belly. Dennis and I were in love. Partners.

What bullshit.

Now I had everything packed and ready to go to the storage bin, except my clothes and my computer equipment. They were going with me to a friend’s place for a couple of months. I flopped down on the sofa where I’d slept the last few weeks. Dennis had absconded with the bedroom set, but I didn’t care. The less I had to store while I rented a room from a lady friend, the better.

Whining and feeling sorry for myself after the event wasn’t getting my life back on track. It was time to take a step back and think—if I could remember how to engage my brain in a positive way. I wasn’t the first fellow to kick a lover out of his life, and I wouldn’t be the last. Hell, I might even have to do it again some day. It was time for some perspective.

I knew who could help me regain my focus. Noel was the one friend who understood me better than I did myself. Besides, I owed him a phone call so I could grovel and beg his forgiveness for missing his birthday. He answered almost immediately, and I almost wept to hear his voice.

“Kenzie! How the heck are you, boy?”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m still well hung, and don’t call me ‘boy,’ old man. Happy belated birthday, Noel. How’s it feel to be forty-three?”

“Wonderful!” His easy laughter sounded in my ear. “You always told me finding the right person would change my life, and you were right. Tyler’s great. How’s Dennis?”

Lying to Noel wasn’t an option. He was my oldest and dearest friend. He’d taken me under his wing when I’d arrived at Evergreen Springs Orphanage and helped me find my way in life. Noel was only seven years older than I was, but he was best friend, brother, and father all rolled into one kind, compassionate and loving package.

“Dennis is history. I gave him the boot. He’s gone.”

The silence on the other end of the connection was, as they say, deafening. I could imagine the stunned look on Noel’s face. Hadn’t I always assured him Dennis and I would be together for life?

I’d held Noel’s hand and listened to his fears before he moved in with Tyler. He’d come back to town to get his personal belongings, without Tyler, and wasn’t sure he should return to Marionville. Scared he’d fallen in love too fast, he feared falling out of love just as quickly. It all seemed too perfect and he knew nothing in life ever was. The last thing he wanted to do was hurt Tyler—ever. And yet he’d had this overwhelming sense some greater power had worked its magic to send him to his lover and he shouldn’t squander such an opportunity.

He talked, and I listened to the picture he painted and I’d known Noel wanted this fellow in ways he’d never wanted anyone before. He wanted my assurances, and I almost wept to realize he needed me to say it was okay for him to go and leave me behind. I’d used glowing words when I spoke of how wonderful it was to have a life partner. Now everything I’d told him about my life with Dennis sounded hollow.

“I’m sorry, Kenzie. I wish I weren’t so far away. I knew since you hadn’t called you were dealing with something. I wanted to give you the space you needed, but I should’ve called you. Are you okay?”

That was Noel. He knew when I had a problem I turned inward to figure it out, and he stepped back and didn’t pressure me.

“Yeah, more or less. Mostly more. But, hey, big guy, let’s get to the important stuff. What did Tyler give you for your birthday, and don’t say a blowjob. That goes without saying.”

Noel snorted in my ear. “Then I won’t tell you his technique is out of this world. Actually, he popped for a cruise.”

“No shit. You’re a lucky man. What’s the plan? Where’s the boat going?”

“I am fortunate. We’re going to rent a car and drive to the Baltimore harbor so we can see the mountains and stop at the Falling Waters house, then it’s nine nights onboard the ship. I have the itinerary in my desk, but it’s the usual Caribbean ports. After the cruise, we’ll fly home from Baltimore.”

“Sounds like a lot of fun.” I sighed. I’d always wanted to go on a cruise, but my home state doesn’t have a seaport. I guessed Noel and Tyler could drive to Baltimore in a day, even with a stop to tour the Frank Lloyd Wright masterpiece.

I smiled to myself. Being a Coloradoan, I’d crossed the Great Divide a few times, but never the Eastern Continental Divide. I wondered if the ancient splendor of those far off eastern mountains could compare to the Rockies.

Noel was quiet for a moment, then he spoke. “Kenzie, what happened?”

The caring note in his voice spoke volumes, and I suddenly realized that if I told him, maybe some of the anger I’d heaped on myself would fade. That’s what a true friend could do for a man.

“It’s a long story. I need to talk to a friend, Noel. Really talk.”

“I’m right here. Shoot.”

I laid it all on him. How trusting and stupid I’d been. How, when I took the blinders off and looked back, Dennis had been unhappy for a long time. Our sex life had chilled, and the time he was willing to spend doing the little things with me had shrunk to bare minutes a day.

All the classic signs were there and I’d ignored them until the night I found Dennis sobbing in the guest room. He confessed all. He’d turned a trick and fallen in love with the guy. Dennis had been ready to tell me he was moving out to be with this fellow when the other man abruptly left town.

Dennis begged me to forgive him, and I said I did, but that was a lie. I simply didn’t care. I’d stopped loving him a long time before, but didn’t want to admit it to myself. I’d been willing to live the lie for whatever stability our relationship could give me. I’d cheated myself and that was worse than anything Dennis had done to me. I invited him to leave the condo, of which he was half-owner, and watched him leave without regret. Now the place had sold, and I had to move.

Que sera sera.

But the anger at myself lingered, and I had asked myself a lot of hard questions, but never whether or not I’d done the right thing by ending the relationship.

“There it is in a nutshell, sweet cheeks.”

“Jesus, Kenzie.” With the sensitive mics in cell phones these days, I heard him suck in a deep breath. “Listen, hon. Our home is your home if you want to come for a while. You’d be doing us a favor, actually. You can house-sit the farm while we’re on the cruise.”

It tempted me beyond imagination. Seeing Noel would be the best gift I could give myself right now.

“Aren’t you afraid I’ll steal Tyler away from you? I’m younger and prettier.”

He chuckled, and my eyes flooded at the familiar sound. I needed my friend to give me a hug, shake me, smack my butt, and order me to get my head out of my ass.

“Ty will appreciate your attributes, I’m sure. I’ll even let you give him one kiss, but that’s it.”

“You’re way too good to me, Noel Springs.”

“I always have been and I always will be. Get your ass here, pronto. We leave for Baltimore in thirteen days. If you come now, we’ll have lots of time to laze around and drink copious amounts of coffee and booze. Just like old times.”

We talked a few particulars, namely did the farm have a good Internet connection. I needed to keep my customers happy or I wouldn’t get paid. My clients depended on me to keep their websites up and running. I could have hopped up and down with glee when Noel said they had four cell towers surrounding the farm and could snag an amazing Wi-Fi connection. We said our goodbyes, and I got busy packing my computer equipment. The decision to go to Marionville made, I saw no reason to dawdle. If I left this afternoon and didn’t run into bad weather, I’d be there tomorrow.

All I had to do was drop what clothes I wouldn’t pack at my friend’s house, tell her to keep this month’s room rent, beg her to meet the movers when they needed into the condo to pick up my furniture and deliver it to the storage place, and tell her I’d be back in about a month.

I was going on a road trip.

*          *          *
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It surprised me to discover Noel didn’t lock the farmhouse. I strolled through the kitchen door and found a note addressed to me on the old oak table. I was to help myself to anything in the fridge and pantry, the guest room was the first door on the left upstairs, and P.S., the big black and white animals on the other side of the back fence were cows.

“Ha, ha, Noel. Smart ass,” I muttered to the silent house. I paused, suddenly aware of the lack of noise.

It was so quiet. I listened and heard...nothing. I could almost feel my blood pressure sliding down into the normal range. Unloading the trunk of the car could wait. One of those fancy single k-cup coffee brewers sat in a place of honor on the counter, so I grabbed a pre-measured filter pack out of the carousel. In mere seconds, I held a steaming mug up to my nose and breathed in the bitter aroma of good dark roast. Not even the January chill could stop me from taking my coffee cup outside to the back porch. Far off in the distance, a cowbell dinged. I plopped my butt down on the frigid wooden steps, in the sunshine, and closed my eyes.

The air surrounding me was cold, crisp and clean. No car engines revving or horns blaring, and no exhaust fumes. Not one person shouting in anger or frustration could be heard. No planes descending to a busy airport. It was quiet. If not for the row of solar collectors along the back fence, I could easily imagine being in this same spot a hundred years ago.

I about jumped out of my skin when my cell phone vibrated in my pocket. I checked the display, impressed at the strength of the signal.

“Noel, hi. I’m at the farm, and I love the place already. The reception here is great.”

“I told you Tyler had Wi-Fi towers on the land. It’s a very lucrative deal.”

I suddenly understood. Noel’s partner leased the land to the cell companies for the four towers. I’d wondered how anyone could make a living as a mechanic in the middle of nowhere, but with a couple of grand extra a month from leases, it was easy.

“So, when are you coming home? I can’t wait to meet Tyler.”

“Well, how would you like to meet us in Marionville tonight for dinner? There’s also a club here you’ll like—Frolic. We’ll go dancing, unless you’re tired from all the driving.”

“Lots of cruising at this Frolic?”

“Yep. You can find
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