
	Rose and Matt’s scorching connection is hotter than either of their own erotic novels, but Matt is gay and Rose is a woman... isn’t she?

	 

	 

	Matt greatly admires Rose, the top male/male erotic writer in America. Just as Matt and Rose start to develop genuine feelings for each other via frequent emails and online chats, Rose sells her latest book to a big Hollywood movie studio. Matt is as ecstatic as she is, but also increasingly shocked and bewildered by his developing feelings for this woman he has never met, because he is gay.

	Rose too, has sexual fantasies about the hot new writer who writes for the same publishing company. Only problem is, Matt is gay, but then again, so is Rose whose real name is Thomas!

	Sternly warned by her publisher not to reveal her true identity to the man she is falling hard and fast for, Rose and Matt both ponder what seems like an improbable romance... or is it true love?

	Will their dreams be fulfilled or shattered when they finally meet at a romance writers’ conference in Honolulu at the exotic, mysterious and utterly romantic BLACK POINT...

	 

	 

	This book was formerly published and has been re-released.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Black Point

	Copyright © 2017 A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1453-5

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Black Point

	Black Point Book 1

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	A.J. Llewellyn and D.J. Manly

	 



Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Can I come out now?”

	“I thought you were out.” Sandra Evans chuckled.

	“Very funny,” Thomas growled. “You know what I mean.”

	“You’re a bestselling author, Tom. Why would you want to screw it all up?”

	“Because I’m feeding a prejudice, helping to support the myth that men have no emotions.”

	“Don’t be ridiculous. No one said men don’t have any emotions. They said men can’t write romance.”

	“Yes, apparently all men are capable of writing is porn.”

	His publisher laughed.

	“It’s not funny.”

	“Look, Thomas. Some people think that way, that’s all. “

	“That’s why writers like me should reveal themselves.”

	“You into exhibitionism now? Hey, how about something like that in your next book? A male stripper who—”

	“Sandra, focus. I’m dead serious about this. Why can’t I just come out and say my name is Thomas Carter?”

	“Because your fans think you’re Rose Carter.”

	“What in the hell difference does it make? My writing isn’t going to change.”

	He could hear Sandra sigh on the other end of the phone. “Thomas, why this sudden interest in coming out as a man? Could it have something to do with Matt Malone?”

	Matt Malone. Had it been that noticeable? “Well, he’s out, he’s a man and he’s a writer in the same genre as I am. He even declared that he was gay the other night on my Yahoo group.”

	“My God, you’ve got a thing for Matt Malone!” She was howling with laughter.

	“I do not.”

	“You’re always flirting with him online. I’ve noticed that lately and he’s flirting back.”

	“I do not flirt with Matt Malone. And Malone flirts with all the ladies. You’re losing focus again, Sandra. My point is, he’s a guy and he’s accepted in this genre.”

	“Yes, but he only has two books out and you have over fifty. You started a few years back when all the writers were female, or at least, appeared to be. You’re a top selling author, Thomas. A veteran. He’s a virgin.”

	“I bet he’s not a virgin,” Thomas murmured.

	“You know what I mean. We can’t do anything to jeopardize your sales. I was talking to Matt the other day. He admires you.”

	“Yeah? What did he say about me?”

	“He said, ‘It’s too bad Rose is female, she’d be perfect for me.’”

	“That was low. He didn’t say that.”

	Sandra was laughing again. “No, he didn’t say that. It’s a joke. He didn’t say anything about you being a woman.”

	“Ahem, Sandra, I’m not a woman.”

	“I know that. He said you were his mentor. One of the reasons he had the courage to write was because of you. Not to mention that he jerks off to your books.”

	“I’m hanging up now.”

	She laughed again.

	“Maybe we can just tell Matt I’m a guy?”

	“We don’t tell anyone. Matt could let it slip by accident. Now, get off this trip and get to work. I need those edits from you pronto.”

	“Yeah, yeah, you’ll have the edits.”

	“And I expect you to be at the promo thing tonight. Your fans miss you.”

	“I’ll be there. Haven’t I shown up to most of them?”

	“Except when you have some boyfriend problem.”

	“No worries. I’m temporarily boyfriendless, and you better hope I find a new one soon. My inspiration for those hot male-male sex scenes is quickly drying up.”

	“Try the personals. Hire a male hooker.”

	“You paying?”

	“I will, if it means you’ll give me three more books before the holidays.”

	“Classy.”

	“Hang up, Rose.”

	Thomas sighed.

	“Oh, I have another idea—pick up one of Matt’s books. You might find some inspiration there.”

	“I’ve read both of them.”

	“Pretty good, eh? You better go out to a gay bar, pick up some inspiration and then get your sweet ass back to the computer. And I’ve seen it. It’s very, very nice.”

	“My computer?”

	“No, your ass.”

	Thomas shook his head. “Good thing I love you.”

	“I love you, too, Rosie girl. Now write.”

	Thomas put down the phone.

	Matt Malone was a brand new writer on the net. Sandra had accepted his first book two months ago. Since then, he had come out with a sequel, both complete with intriguing plots, gorgeous men and hotter than hot sex. Thomas had been intrigued by him almost immediately.

	He was sociable, seemed anxious to get his name out there, and full of compliments for Thomas’ writing. Experiencing a dry spell both in and out of bed, Thomas took the time to read Matt’s work. He was impressed. His words jumped right out at him and held him captive, touching his very soul. It was as if Matt was speaking directly to him. Thomas took the time to drop him an email telling him how much he’d enjoyed the books. Matt wrote back almost immediately.

	 

	Rose,

	My God, I’m speechless. Thanks so much. Coming from you, it means everything. I will keep this email for the rest of my life.

	Matt

	 

	Thomas had no idea what Matt looked like, but he’d had some fantasies about that. He knew very little about him at all except that he lived at what seemed like the other end of the universe and he was gay. Somewhere he’d mentioned being in his early thirties, which was just perfect. He also mentioned that he didn’t have a boyfriend, but that didn’t make a hell of a lot of difference anyway since Matt thought he was some woman named Rose.

	Thomas sat down at the computer and tried to write, but was distracted. He checked the clock. It was almost eight o’clock and their chat was at nine. He didn’t have time to go out. Maybe later he’d hit the bars. It was Saturday night, after all.

	Thomas got up and went to his closet. He took out a pair of black leather pants and a white silk shirt. He glanced at himself in the mirror. For a guy who had just turned thirty, he looked pretty damn good. Six foot two, slim and muscular, he put a lot of effort into staying in shape, especially since he spent so much time sitting in front of his computer.

	His dark hair was layered back a bit and he’d finally got that shadow thing going on his jaw. Light blue eyes contrasted nicely with the thick chestnut colored hair. Men told him he was hot. He smiled at his reflection for a moment.

	“Well, Matt, wonder what you would think if you could see Rosie now.” He laughed at his little joke and shook his head. What in hell was this obsession he’d developed with Matt Malone anyway?

	It made no sense. They weren’t going to meet. And there wasn’t even a possibility that Matt would ever imagine something happening between them because of his stupid masquerade. Oh well. He dumped the clothes on the bed and went back to his computer. He brought up Matt’s latest book, Falcon’s Fire. He scrolled down to the scene where one of the characters, a former next door neighbor who’d been enamored with the other guy for what seemed like eternity, finally get it on. And boy, do they get it on! Thomas smiled. He wondered if Matt worked from real life experiences like he did. If so, wow! Matt Malone would be one hot lover in bed.

	Thomas snaked his hand down inside of his jeans and leaned back, reading the words out loud as he lightly stroked his cock.

	 

	Bertrand’s hand moved up over the naked flesh of Samuel’s sculptured abs.

	Samuel lifted his head and met his gaze. He went to say something, but no words were audible. They were completely alone out here now. Both Danny and Keith had gone to the ABC Store on Kalakaua Avenue to pick up more beer.

	It was just the two of them alone with the late summer surf as witness. Bertrand reached up with his hand and touched Samuel’s hair. “I have to kiss you,” he said.

	“It isn’t right. You’re here with Keith and I’m with Danny now.”

	“I didn’t say it was right, goddamnit,” Bertrand growled, curling his fingers around Samuel’s hair, “I said I have to.” He pulled Samuel forward and captured his mouth with his. At the same time, he fiddled with the zipper on Samuel’s jean shorts, managing to take his cock out.

	Samuel moaned into Bertrand’s mouth as the kiss deepened. Bertrand had Samuel’s cock in his hand and was gently caressing it. It was sending shivers up Samuel’s spine.

	“Lay back,” Bertrand coaxed, putting his hand on his chest.

	“Bert,” he protested weakly, his lips touring his, “we shouldn’t. We...”

	“You want to, don’t you?” Bertrand asked him softly, pressing him down against the wooden deck.

	Want to? Of course he wanted to.

	Bertrand hovered over him, still fondling his cock. Samuel met those blue eyes and any fight he might have mustered left him. “Bertrand,” he whispered, “all those years, I dreamt of holding you and now—”

	“Shush.” His mouth came down on his, hard, demanding, the passion threatening to drown them both as Samuel came in Bertrand’s hand.

	“Oh no,” Samuel groaned. “I’m sorry, I...”

	Bert smiled at him, straddling his hips now. “Come inside with me.” He dipped his dark head down and lapped one nipple, then the other.

	“We can’t. They’ll be back and—”

	“They just left.” Bertrand jumped to his feet and reached out his hand. “Come. I know a secret place.”

	Samuel still resisted. “A secret place.” He tried to act casual, but the fire ignited in the pit of his belly, reflected in his eyes.

	“I’ve been saving it for you. I’ve never taken anybody there. Black Point... the most beautiful place in the world for the most beautiful man I know... come, baby...”

	 

	Thomas was coming all right. Damn that was nice. And what followed that scene was one of the hottest sex scenes he’d ever read. Forbidden, juicy, and—

	The phone rang. Thomas groaned as he picked up the receiver. It was Brian, one of his casuals. He’d stopped seeing him a while back. He got too clingy.

	“Going out tonight, Tommy?”

	He hated it when people called him Tommy. “Naw,” he lied. “I don’t think so.”

	“I’ll be at the Stud Bar tonight. Come over later, baby. Drop by.”

	“Yeah, maybe.” Make a mental note. Be anywhere later but at the Stud Bar. He checked the time on the computer. “Look, I got to go. I have this author thing I have to be at.”

	 

	“Okay, sexy. I miss you. I miss your cock.”

	Thomas rolled his eyes. “Yeah, okay, bye, Brian.” He hung up. He’d slept with that guy once, and it had been a real snooze fest. Brian needed to get a life, he thought, typing the name of the chat room into the browser. Get a life? Damn, I need to get a life, instead of sitting in front of the computer masturbating to Matt Malone’s sex scenes. Sheesh!

	When he arrived in the chat room, he greeted many of the regular authors that he’d come to know over the last few years, expecting Matt to pipe up and greet him, but he didn’t see his name on the list of those present. The host started talking about some of the authors’ latest reviews and Thomas went out of his way to be supportive.

	It was kind of his hobby, promoting new authors, helping them get their name out there, if he could.

	Suddenly, Sandra showed up. Thomas sat back, reading the board.

	The big boss is here, the host announced.

	Hey people, Sandra wrote. Just wanted to tell you that Matt Malone was supposed to be here to talk about his book tonight, but he’s having internet problems.

	“Shit,” Thomas said, disappointed. The rest of the chat went well, but he’d been looking forward to shooting the breeze with Matt. Everything felt a little flat without him there.

	You’re really quiet tonight, Rosie, one of the authors pointed out on the chat group. You sick?

	I’m fine. Just reading everyone’s stuff, Thomas wrote back.

	When the chat ended, he left the room and checked his email. He read some fan mail, updated his website, then went to change his clothes. He needed some new scenery, some goddamn inspiration. Before he left, he checked his email again. His heart sped up a bit when he saw that he had one message. The sender was Matt Malone. Thomas sank down in his chair and clicked open the message.

	 

	Hey, Rose,

	I wanted to tell you that I was really looking forward to chatting with you tonight at the talk, but my damn internet gave out on me. I’m definitely changing companies because this is the third time this month. I heard it went well. I was wondering if you’d be the special guest at my chat next Saturday? I wanted to spotlight a few authors I admire and of course you’re at the top of the list. Please, tell me yes?

	Bye, yours, Matt

	 

	Thomas sighed. “Yours, Matt?” He shook his head. It was a nice thought. But it wasn’t going to happen. Matt Malone would never be his. Thomas pressed reply and began to write back.

	 

	I missed you, too. I hope you work out your internet problem. I’m very flattered that you want me to be your special guest. It would be my pleasure.

	Yours, Thomas

	 

	Thomas read it over and gasped. No, no... not Thomas. He went back and deleted that and wrote, Your friend, Rose. He sent it. Waited. He refreshed the page three times, waited. Then suddenly, another message. Matt had replied.

	 

	Rose,

	what are you doing now? Do you want to meet in that chat room and talk, just the two of us? I know we’re not supposed to probably, but what the hell! No one will be in there now. Feel like being naughty?

	Matt

	 

	Oh yeah, baby, he felt like being naughty. He laughed, clicked reply. He wrote three words then pressed send. I’ll race you. Thomas was waiting in the chat room when Matt popped up.

	Hey.

	Hey there, sexy.

	If you could see me now, you wouldn’t say that.

	Why not?

	I’ve got on these old jogging pants. What are you wearing?

	Thomas laughed
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