
	Matt and Thomas are in love, but will long distance and another man destroy them? Or will they find their way Back to Black Point?

	 

	 

	Erotic romance authors Thomas Carter and Matt Lucas have ‘met cute’ as they say in Hollywood movies. They’ve fallen in love over a blissful weekend in balmy, tropical Black Point in the Hawaiian Islands. Separation is devastating for Matt who returns to his home in California, pining for Thomas who abruptly cuts off all communication. Why has their volcanic passion been reduced to two impersonal lines in an email?

	Emboldened by his brother Ryan’s heartfelt advice, Matt flies to Montreal and to Thomas’s home in Montreal’s Gay Village, hoping to rekindle their idyllic romance, only to find him with another man—Christian—the same man who almost destroyed Ryan’s marriage to his husband Cole. What is Christian doing with Thomas and what are his true motives? With trust a big issue on both sides, can love find a way? And will Thomas and Matt survive the obstacles fate seems to keep throwing at them? Matt wants to give Thomas everything, but will Thomas let him?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	They had the house to themselves. They kicked off their shoes at the front door as was the custom in the Hawaiian Islands, and with the soft, fragrant breeze luring them from the wide-open sliding glass doors across the spacious living room, Matt and Thomas looked at each other. Ryan and Cole could come home at any moment. Do we dare take advantage of the living room with its elegant furnishings, spicy ginger stems in cut-glass vases and lovingly placed vintage coral statues?

	It was Thomas who stepped forward and took Matt’s face in his hands, his tongue sweeping across his mouth. “This is just like one of your books.”

	Matt grinned. “Or one of yours...”

	“No.” Thomas kissed him again. “In my books, my men don’t linger with their tongues over their lovers’ bodies...”

	“You need to linger over mine?” Matt’s words were swamped by the sensation of Thomas’ mouth on his throat, moving up toward his ear. Thomas licked a long, languid line up Matt’s neck. He moved behind him, putting a row of kisses on the nape.

	“Man, I wanted to do that all day.”

	Matt moved around to feel Thomas’ hard, perfect body in his arms, shifting the groceries from one hand to the other. “Maybe we should put this stuff in the fridge.”

	“Maybe you should focus on the issue at hand, Matt.” Thomas put a possessive hand on Matt’s crotch, rubbing in an assured way, taking the plastic sack from him and tossing it onto the ottoman. It bounced with a sickening crash of glass to the floor.

	He stepped up his unnecessary seduction with lingering swabs wherever his mouth happened to land. It was hard for Matt to stay vertical with Thomas licking and kissing him everywhere.

	“Take your clothes off. Leave your underpants on.”

	Matt stripped quickly, leaving on his black Calvin briefs. Thomas stripped down to his white ones, sporting a nice, hard cock.

	He rubbed against Matt for one sweet moment, quickly dropping to his knees to trace the outline of Matt’s hardening cock with his relentless tongue. He sucked in the head through the stretch fabric, causing Matt to moan in a mixture of joy and frustration. He wanted to feel Thomas’ hot mouth on his skin.

	Thomas pushed him to the huge, comfortable sofa, spreading his legs and licking a trail from Matt’s ass to the band that ended just above the private path of his treasure trail.

	Thomas knelt between his legs, and their kissing continued. Thomas refused to join him on the sofa. He wanted a full exploration of Matt’s body.

	Matt was ecstatic when Thomas finally decided the voyage ended with his toes and retraced, his tongue dancing back to the pleasure zone.

	“Oh, my baby’s hungry for me.” Thomas lowered the underpants over Matt’s rigid cock and suckled the ripe, juicy head with a tender voraciousness. “I love how hard you get for me,” he mumbled, putting his lips right back over him. Matt panted underneath him and Thomas pushed the underpants down until they dangled from one foot. “Open your legs, baby. Daddy’s hungry.”

	Matt cried out when Thomas’ tongue stabbed at his ass. His hands reached forward to curve over Thomas’ chest and arms. He loved the feel of him, had almost memorized each muscle, each tiny blemish, like the scar from a hula hoop accident when he was five. He loved, loved, loved this man.

	Thomas pulled back. “God, you are beautiful.” He reached up again for more kisses, kisses that deepened and seemed to go on for hours. The only sounds in the world were the lovers’ sighs, their mutual, completely absorbed enjoyment of one another, and the ocean breaking outside.

	“I am so glad I’m gay,” Matt said aloud.

	“Yeah, I’m glad you are, too.” Thomas planted a trail of hot kisses along Matt’s groin, stroking his hand across his belly. Matt found it endearing that Thomas liked to do this. It was an intimate gesture not one anybody but a lover would make, but it was clean enough that Thomas could do it in public and he did, often.

	“I love knowing that when I fuck you hard, you can feel me in your belly, that it’s mine,” Thomas had told him during their early-morning walk. “Each time I touch you there, I can’t wait for you to feel me in you again.”

	Thomas had a raging erection, and he looked helplessly at Matt. “I—”

	Matt pushed him back on the sofa, ripping the white underpants from his boyfriend’s body, going straight for the cock beckoning him. He took it into his mouth, all the way to the root, making Thomas jump.

	“Yeah... oh yeah... oh, Matt, that’s so hot. You haven’t shaved yet, and it feels so good against my skin, baby.”

	Matt kept moving up and down on Thomas’ long, thick shaft and Thomas tried to move Matt back over his face, but Matt was too strong and kept a grip on Thomas, keeping him where he was until his lover exploded with unprecedented force, straight down his throat.

	When Thomas could speak at last, he groaned, “How did that happen? Where does it all come from? The way we’ve been fucking all weekend, I can’t believe I could come like that again.”

	“The fat lady hasn’t even begun scales yet, baby.” Matt nudged Thomas’ knees apart and with one more loving lick at Thomas’ asshole, plunged into him, making them both cry out. He knew Thomas was still feeling tender from their marathon lovemaking, but his lover’s stiff cock told him everything. Thomas wasn’t making sense, the love stuff stumbling out in his altered state. It was like a stream of consciousness only Matt could understand, a destination only he could fulfill for the man he loved.

	Over and over again, he drove deeper into Thomas, who clutched Matt’s ass and screamed, “Don’t stop... don’t stop, don’t—”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Stop!” Matt’s dream was as vivid as daylight. He tried to ignore the alarm. For hours, he’d woken up every half hour and now, it was six-thirty and the world was telling him it was time to wake up... alone... without Thomas. How can I wake up when I was about to make Thomas come? For a second, he allowed himself a satisfied smile. That last tumble in the living room the day before had been awesome. Matt grew hard just thinking about it.

	He bunched up the pillow beside him, hugging it. Twelve hours ago, it was Thomas he’d been holding. Thomas... whom he’d spent hours learning and pleasuring. They had spent every possible second together at that wonderful house in Black Point. Their island idyll had prompted talk of the future. They reached out for one another in repose, finished each other’s sentences in their waking hours. They wore the same size clothing and shoes. Their conversations had turned from the impossibility of how things could work out when Thomas lived in Canada and Matt lived in California to their love being able to conquer everything.

	Thomas had snuggled into him, and Matt loved the feeling of the dark head on his shoulder, the trust shimmering back and forth between them. He wanted, with all his soul, to be with Thomas, to love him, protect him and make all his dreams possible.

	Matt punched the pillow, turned over and sighed... he had come home empty-handed. He didn’t appreciate his twin brother Ryan joking that the state of Hawaii would appreciate him coming home with nothing but memories and photographs. Photographs. He’d taken a few provocative photos of Thomas, and he knew already these would be cherished possessions. No full frontal nudes... but near enough. It had been the perfect introduction to two men meeting and falling in love.

	And then the north wind blew, or so it seemed to Matt. It started in the shower they took together right before leaving for the airport.

	“I can’t wait to soap you up like this every morning,” Matt said, and something dark glittered in Thomas’ eyes. He let the moment pass until they returned the car at the airport.

	When Matt tried to pin him down to their next meeting, Thomas hesitated. “I can’t leave Canada. I have a business. I have to work, you know, apart from my writing career.”

	“I can come to you. I need to be with you,” Matt said instantly.

	“You’d move to Canada for me?”

	“Yes.” It would be a wrench leaving his close-knit family, but he had stated it as fact. I will move to Canada if that’s what it takes. I want to be with you.

	Thomas had smiled, suggesting they visit each other. Let’s not rush into things... Matt’s heart sagged at Thomas’ parting words. Boy, did he feel set up. He’d tried to be open and honest, and Thomas had thrown him under a bus.

	“... Now how’s this for a heart-warming family story?” Matt felt himself tugged from his maudlin thoughts back to the present as radio host Bill Handel related a tale of a married woman who took a part-time job to help support her family during a rough financial patch.

	“... and she’s working in this fast food restaurant... true story, folks, and just as she’s closing, three masked robbers hold her up at gunpoint. Unfortunately, she still managed to recognize them. It was her mother, her father and... wait for it, her husband!”

	Matt laughed out loud.

	“Did she report them?” Handel’s co-host asked him.

	“Hell yah, she reported them. Can you imagine, though? Sticking a gun in your wife’s face? Your money or your fries. That’s grounds for divorce right there.”

	“Especially if there was no ketchup handy...”

	Matt reached over and turned off the radio. Love sucked for a lot of people, it seemed. Six thirty-six. Christ, can I be acting any more of a lovesick loser? He touched his lips. They were still chapped from all the kissing he and Thomas had been doing. They were perfect together. They loved each other. They both said it. In three days, they had fallen into blissful love, not arguing about a single thing. Until... Let’s not rush into things...

	He couldn’t forget those words. Would Thomas still be traveling? Nope... by now, he’d be home. Why hadn’t he called? Matt had sent two text messages, left a voicemail and sent an email. He threw the bed covers back. He had his typical morning hard-on. “Oh, is that for me?” Thomas said the first morning they awoke together. “You must be psychic, Matty. I love sucking cock first thing in the morning!”

	Matt sagged back down onto the bed. He was too depressed to masturbate, and too... in love to do more than ponder the thought. His body still ached from the righteous fucking he’d enjoyed, and he wished he could feel this way forever. He threw on sweatpants and a t-shirt and padded into the kitchen. He was out of coffee, out of milk and just about out of patience.

	He’d come home on the overnight flight from Oahu and there had been no food service, even in first class. He, Ryan, and Ryan’s husband Cole had persuaded the space waiter to take pity on them with tiny bags of macadamia nuts. Starving, he had stared at his cell phone, his computer screen, praying for a text, an email... anything. He tried to kid himself he was going to write. And instead, for two hours, he stared at old emails from Thomas, whom he’d always thought was female romance novelist, Rose Carter.

	The sum total of his work efforts were two words: Chapter One. For the first time since he’d accepted his downsizing movie company’s golden parachute, he had not been able to meet his self-imposed thousand-word daily quota. Unless you counted Thomas. Delete. Thomas. Delete. He knew he needed food, and knew how impossible he was in the morning without coffee. He needed Thomas. Delete.

	He yawned and stretched, checking his cell phone. Nope. No messages. He had two text messages Thomas had sent when he’d had to leave their bed to go and do author interviews with their publisher back in Waikiki. A spiteful, self-pitying side of him wanted to delete them. Why isn’t Thomas calling me? How could we have gone from, I love you, just wanted to say I miss you already, I love how you make me feel, come and sit at the bar, I need to look at you to this dead air? Thomas would be home now, he knew that for certain. And where was home, Montreal’s Gay Village. He thought Thomas was making up the name at first, except that Cole had been there. Gorgeous, globetrotting guy’s best pal Cole.

	Cole and Ryan had been with them on the trip to Hawaii, having their own love fest in their private part of that magical house in Black Point. They too had grown close to Thomas, and thoroughly approved of him. Matt opened and closed the fridge several times as his mind raced over his thoughts. Nope, no matter how many times he checked, it remained empty. It wasn’t a dream. And neither was the silent phone. It was a freakin’ nightmare.

	He heard a car pull up. On Mulholland Drive where he lived, it was so peaceful and quiet, you could hear everything. It could be a carload of girls looking for the former resident, Keanu Reeves. It could be his crummy ex, Wayne, looking for a quick bit of head... or it could be...

	He heard the sound of a baby giggling and his heart lifted just a little, even though he was determined to isolate and put words on screen.

	A pair of knocks on the front door. Matt covered the short distance from kitchen to hallway and found his niece, Daphne, in her father Cole’s arms. They were both wearing sunglasses, and they both looked adorable. Daphne’s ripple of laughter crossed the threshold to him.

	Matt frowned. “It’s the crack of dawn. Some of us are still sleeping, you know.”

	Cole’s mouth formed into a big, mocking O. “Somebody hasn’t had his coffee, I see.”

	Matt took the baby and allowed her to give him sweet kisses, while Cole brought his ideologically sound, reusable grocery bag into the house.

	Matt smelled coffee, noticed a huge baguette and a papaya peeking through the top, and suddenly felt a whole lot friendlier.

	Cole studied him for a moment. “You have a chat with Daphne, and I’ll rustle up some food.”

	“What’s going on?” Matt glanced at Cole’s SUV, parked neatly outside his house, and was relieved to see it wasn’t packed to the gills with Cole’s possessions. It didn’t look like he’d left Ryan again.

	“Ryan doesn’t want us home alone. He doesn’t trust me.”

	Matt closed the front door and held his niece a little closer, kissing her sweet-smelling head. “He doesn’t trust you?”

	“I know! Is that sexy or what?”

	Matt blinked. Ryan had done the unthinkable and shagged his chiropractor, Christian, who, also, turned out to be a romance novelist like Thomas and Matt and now, he was writing a series with Thomas... what if Christian was in Montreal with Thomas? What if they were in bed, and Thomas was begging Christian for his tongue on his cock?

	Matt felt immediately disloyal for thinking such thoughts, and checked his cell phone again as he passed through to the kitchen.

	Let’s not rush into things...

	“Does he think you’re going to get even?” Matt let Daphne down gently. She was wearing tiny pink workout pants that had three red roses painted across the tush, pink princess sneakers he himself had bought her, and a little pink and red tee with ladybugs hand-painted on it. He guessed this outfit was a Cole original.

	Daphne immediately roared around the house, but neither man worried. Matt had baby-proofed the house long ago. Even the armoire where he stashed all his gay porn had a childproof latch on it.

	Cole handed him a warm croissant, and he relaxed as the kettle stopped boiling. Cole filled the French press, then turned to look at him, and sighed. “I might have mentioned he’s still on probation. I might have mentioned... getting even.”

	“Getting even? You mentioned that to my brother? I’m surprised he even left the house this morning without handcuffing you to the bed.”

	“He does love me, doesn’t he?” Cole’s eyes clouded again. What he didn’t say was, Why did he cheat on me, then? Cole was the original Pollyanna. He smiled now at Matt. “He said he would be comfortable if we came over and hung out with you.”

	Ryan’s comfort? I’m not comfortable! I’m in fucking hell here!

	Matt bit into the croissant, and moaned with pleasure. It was filled with almond paste, his favorite. His phone rang, and he answered it.

	“Hey, Matt.” He recognized his brother’s voice, of course, and the tremor of anxiety in it. “Did Cole come over there?”

	He was devastated that it wasn’t Thomas. What if I said no? Nope, even in his bad mood, he couldn’t do that to his brother. “Yep.”

	“Good... good. Um... listen, please don’t tell him I called. I don’t want him to think I’m checking up on him.”

	“Umm... might be hard. He’s standing right next to me.”

	“Is that my husband?” Cole looked ecstatic. “Oh, how exciting! He’s checking up on me. How hot is that?”

	For the first time since he’d kissed his lover goodbye, Matt laughed with real amusement. He handed Cole the phone, taking a second croissant. He didn’t care about his figure. He didn’t care about his book. He didn’t care about anything. No, not at all. He drifted into the living room, where his unopened suitcase awaited his attention. He knew Thomas’ white Calvins were right on top.

	“They’re to tide you over until we can see each other again,” Thomas had said. Now, he didn’t want to look at them, to touch them and be reminded of what he thought was the happiest day of his life. He ignored the suitcase, stepping around it and padding over to his laptop. Maybe there’s an email? A quick, almost furtive search showed him his worst fears had come to pass.

	Thomas had arrived home in Montreal and in spite of his promises with the last deep kiss, he hadn’t contacted Matt to let him know he was okay. Matt felt stupid. Helpless. They’d written a book all about it. He just didn’t think it was about him. Now, he knew it was... He’s Just Not That Into You.

	“Why are you depressed?” Cole startled him by reaching over to pour him some coffee. “It shows, huh?”

	“Yeah, like a flashing red light. Now what’s going on?”

	“He hasn’t called, hasn’t written...”

	“Could you be any more gay?” Cole looked exasperated. “Good thing we came over here. You need to get up and dance.”

	“I’m not dancing. Get outta here!”

	“Daphne, you ever seen such a grumpy man before?” Cole glanced at his daughter, who shook her little head, her face grave. “Come on, Matt, you’re even depressing the baby, for God’s sake. Get out of that chair. I want to show you something.”

	“What are you doing?”

	Cole pressed the coffee pot into his hands and slid into Matt’s chair, got online and the sound of a hypnotic, persuasive disco beat filled the room. Matt squinted at the screen.

	“What is that?”

	“Gay Village. Where your husband lives. This is a YouTube video. You have to see this, it’s awesome.”

	Matt loved that word, husband, and grinned as Cole and Daphne began dancing. He, however, was transfixed by the six and a half minute video of the suburb, where even now, the man he loved was probably asleep. The snapshots of the neighborhood revealed its blend of cultures. Not just its French and English streets and shop names, but the joy on people’s faces. One store even had a neon sign saying God is Busy, Can I Help You? He drank it all in and when it was over, he was as captivated by Gay Village as he had been by Thomas. He pressed the replay button and got up and danced with Daphne and Cole. When the number was up, they all fell on the floor, laughing.

	“You do know, don’t you?” Cole asked.

	Matt was startled. Out of breath, he asked, “Know what?”

	“He’s as scared to death as you are. You’re going to have to go there.”

	“Are you mad? I can’t go there.” The brief high he felt from the dancing evaporated.

	“Why not? Did he pack your balls in his suitcase?” Before Matt could respond, Cole picked himself up off the floor. “It’s time to man up, baby. You need to go kidnap your husband.”
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