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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. Please do not participate in or encourage the piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. No reproduction of this book part or whole is permitted. This book should not be scanned or distributed in any printed or electronic form without the author’s permission.

Cabana Boys 

Some men never know what they want until they’ve tasted every piece of candy in the shop. Some men know what they want just by looking. 

A standalone book series, enemies to lovers, fake boyfriend, first time, gay for you, and HEA in each book.

When Justin moves out of his parents’ home, he thinks life as a single twenty-year-old will be fun, but he finds himself couch surfing, homeless, and finally living in a shelter. His fairytale ideas of being a young man on his own aren’t as he’s pictured or planned, especially when the winter sets in.

It is a dream of Justin to live in Miami where the weather suits the few clothes he owns that haven’t been stolen from the shelter. He collects his things and what little money he has left, and boards a bus heading to Miami.

Does Justin think it will be that easy? Go to Miami, get a job as a dancer, find the love of his life, and live happily ever after?
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When Justin from Sioux Falls, South Dakota, and Carlos from New York met, they were transferring from one bus to the next when they climbed on a Greyhound heading for Miami for an uncertain future. 

Justin stepped aside to let Carlos enter, and he extended his hand allowing him to board and find a seat. 

The bus to Miami had always been crowded in Orlando, and the long line behind them was a testimony to that. 

“Are you sure, man?” Carlos repeated several times. 

“Take a seat,” the driver barked, offering them a look that said for fuck’s sake, sit already. Carlos rushed to the middle of the bus and waved his hand in a gesture for Justin to sit next to him. Carlos moved to the seat near the window after depositing his backpack in the overhead bin, and dropping his phone in the middle seat. Justin followed his lead with a bright smile.

“Thanks, dude,” Justin said, and lowered his body into the seat on the aisle to accommodate his long legs. “I thought most people from the east were...” and he glanced over at Carlos with a closed smile and bright happy eyes, and never completed his statement, because it would have been rude, especially since he needed a friend, and he’d never been out of Sioux Falls except to visit relatives in Minnesota. 

After Justin had sat, and there was a middle seat between them, he remembered the saying, Good fences make good neighbors. 

“My name is Carlos,” his neighbor said, offering a fist bump, and since he gave his first name and not his last, Justin wasn’t obligated to tell Carlos his surname. 

“My name is Justin, and I’m from Sioux Falls.” 

“Oh, I know where that is. I watched that series Supernatural, and almost every episode the actors were in Sioux Falls getting into all kinds of trouble.” 

“Yeah, that’s us. And it’s every bit as rural as they portrayed. I can see vampires there if you believe in that kind of thing,” Justin commented with a chuckle.

“I hope you don’t have all that kind of crazy shit, because I won’t be visiting there any time in the future.” 

Justin turned to Carlos with a wide smile. “That all depends on what you define as crazy.” And he turned away with a grin shaking his head and thinking about how he’d been treated in his life, because he announced to his parents that he was gay. Yeah, there was a lot of drama and all kinds of crazy to go around. 

How did his family miss that he was gay? He thought. Few friends, a loner except for the limited number of lesbian girls in his high school class whom he’d confided in that the rumors were true, and he’d been indeed gay since he could remember. All those posters of Ricky Martin and a few others on his wall and strewn around his room where he’d jack off occasionally when he’d gone too long without release, because of his insane father taunting him since he’d graduated from college.  

When word got out and it always did somehow, as if someone was sitting in his room at night when he’d jerked off to a shirtless Ricky Martin. He was sure there were many other openly gay men equally as handsome and pretty, but it was something about Ricky’s Latin good looks that had him captivated and enthralled that put him to sleep every night. 

Justin’s memories were interrupted by Carlos repeatedly asking, “Where are you going? I mean are you going all the way to Miami?” 

Justin turned, “Yes. And you? Are you getting off before Miami?” 

“No. I have family in Orlando though, but at the last minute my uncle said it wasn’t a good time to visit, because the house was full, and they couldn’t take in another person. So, I decided the best place for me was to get to Miami and get a job as a Cabana Boy serving food and drinks. There’s this text and email I received—"

“Yeah, I got the same one after I filled out an application where it stated if I didn’t mind relocating there would be a job for me. It’s all-over social media how this new hotel is having a grand opening because the pandemic is over. I was told they had all kinds of positions open. I have a college degree in the Fine Arts, and ‘who’s going to hire you as a painter?’ my father said, and to be precise, he barked, ‘I’m not spending another fucking dime on your education.”  

Justin glanced over at Carlos, as if he thought Carlos would be surprised at the way his father had cursed him. “There was no mention of painting unless it came under construction, but the email did say they needed dancers for a show, strippers I think it mentioned, and servers for their rich customers,” Carlos added.

“I got the same email when I was looking for a job, and it’s all over social media that they need men over twenty-one.”

“I read that they really needed strippers for their new theater.” Carlos turned to Justin with a narrowed glance. “Have you ever done that before?” Carlos questioned. 

“No. I’m from Sioux Falls where nothing exciting happens, unless you’re over twenty-one and I just made that yesterday, and how hard can it be to take your clothes off. I do that every day,” Justin said, hunching his shoulders and twisting his mouth and offering a wink in Carlos’s direction. 

“In New York it’s considered an art form. It’s not that easy to get jobs like that. You need experience. Guys make stupid money if they can land that kind of job, especially at this premier hotel. The tips alone will pay for a month’s wages in one night. I know I don’t have the skills to compete for that kind of position, so I’m going to settle for wearing a skimpy outfit, with a bowtie, smile at the rich women and men, and hope I can make enough money to get an apartment. From what I’ve heard from a cousin, we’re talking twelve hundred dollars for a small kitchenette. I mean maybe a studio, man. If it’s anything like New York, you can’t piss in the toilet without hitting the floor.”

“Will you guys shut the fuck up so I can get some rest.” Carlos rose turned and looked over his seat to see the cutest guy he’d ever seen, and he’d seen many in New York, but he was too old and looked as if he didn’t have two nickels to rub together as they said. 

“Yes, I’m talking to you, handsome,” the dark-haired guy with tattoos, brown curls, and blue eyes said. 

Carlos smiled, “Back at you, tall, dark and handsome.” And Carlos sat back in his seat with a smile. Justin noticed that Carlos had a glow in his eyes, and when he ventured to talk, it was in a whisper. 

Justin liked Carlos, because he seemed to take things in stride, and after what Justin had been through with his father and the fights and arguments over his sexual status, he finally left home, lived in a friend’s basement for a while, then worked at a fast-food joint, then moved into a tent with another friend who had been shown the door by his father like himself.

Knowing the best place for Justin was in a warm climate if he had to be homeless, he’d decided on Miami. When he’d found out about the hotel opening and job opportunities, Why not try my luck? he thought. 

He was a man now and had to make his way, his father had said. 

Another thing Justin liked about Carlos was he didn’t ask too many questions, but could see that he was gay, but would that affect their relationship, because he was getting along with him? He liked the thought of Carlos as a friend, because he didn’t remember having many. He’d grown up with lots of so-called friends, but once he told them he was gay, they avoided him like the “plague” as one said, because they didn’t want to be known as gay too. 

When Justin heard his name being called several times, he turned and blinked. “We need to celebrate your birthday at the next stop. Do you have a place to stay when we get to Miami? Because, I don’t, and if all else fails, we can pitch a tent somewhere because it’s sunny and warm unless the rain starts.” 

“I have this address...” Justin reached for his phone and showed the text he’d received from the woman he’d planned on renting from, and I have cab fare. I’ve cobbled together some money from my two jobs, and I think I have enough to pay for my room for a couple of months. After that I’ll have to go to plan B, but I haven’t thought about plan B yet, and it doesn’t include going home,” Justin admitted with a sadness to his grayish-blue eyes.  

“Me neither. Do you think they have another room for rent? I have enough for rent for the same time as you, but my plan is to go home, not to the apartment I shared with my mother, but to Manhattan if I have to. When I lived with my mother it was great, but that was before she got this boyfriend.” Carlos sucked in a deep breath and stared ahead. “What about you?” 

“I have no plans to go home, because of my father. He can’t seem to accept that I like men—” Justin let that information slip. He’d tried to guard against telling anyone about that part of his life. 

Carlos interrupted, “No way. Did you say you’re gay?” Justin stared, because just like that he’d lost a friend, or so he thought. “No way you’re gay. I couldn’t tell. I’m gay myself. Who would have thought that we could meet like this—” 

“Don’t get me wrong. I’m not attracted to you, and I will never make an advance on you, you’re not my type,” Justin admitted.

“Well, that’s disappointing,” a voice echoed from the seat behind Carlos. “Just when I thought you and your friend would be cuddling and sleeping, looking into each other’s eyes and I could get some sleep, you spring that on each other.” 

Carlos and Justin glanced over at each other and laughed. 

Justin broke the ice. “It’s hard enough to meet someone like yourself who enjoyed Supernatural and is looking for a job as a Cabana Boy.” 

“Well, that’s a load off of my mind. And for your information, you’re not my type either. I like them rich and slutty. You don’t appear to be the slutty type,” Carlos said with a chuckle.

“That’s a relief. Now can you two shut up, so I can get some sleep,” the handsome man who sat behind Carlos said.   

“Have you heard of earbuds,” Carlos said. And they laughed, grinned, and whispered together, and finally the good-looking dude sitting behind Carlos was able to get some sleep. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 
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Before I tramped off the Greyhound bus in Miami, the tall dude sitting behind Carlos and me reached for his gear, then tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re in Miami. Tell Sleeping Beauty over there, and be sure to tell him if I see him again, the drinks are on me.” 

I stared at the gorgeous-looking tall dude as he marched down the aisle and stepped off the bus. He wore a pair of tight jeans and a muscle-black tee tucked neatly inside his black jeans. To look at him stride through the terminal had been an incredible feast for my eyes. And waiting for him was a limo. What is wrong with that picture? I thought. An incredible-looking man riding a bus has a limo waiting for him. 

There was no way I was going down a rabbit hole trying to figure out what I’d just seen when it was time to depart the bus. “What are you two waiting for?” the bus driver in a deep hollow voice chimed in. It was my thoughts that he was tired like everyone else, because he’d seen too many highways, too many passengers, and his nerves must be at their end, and he wanted to get home, or find a bar before he drove home, or got a hotel room for a night’s sleep before another shift. 

Looking over at Carlos sleeping, I hated to wake him, but I did. I shook him and he opened his tired red eyes, gaping up at me as if he was wondering what I was doing in his bedroom and in his bed. It took him a few minutes to shake off the sleep and realize where he was. 

“The driver wants us off. Miami is the last stop.” I stepped up front and opened the bin and collected my few items in a backpack, and Carlos did the same. We trudged into the bright sunlight and suffocating hot air. He glanced at me, and I looked at him. “I take it you’ve been to Miami before, so I’ll depend on you to hail a cab or whatever you do in this city,” I suggested. 

“I texted for an Uber at our last stop,” Carlos said and then glanced around. “Did you see what happened to the guy who sat behind us? I thought he was hot and could have been gay. He never got off the bus, but if he did, he didn’t go inside the stores for food or water.”

“Maybe he didn’t want to socialize with the gay guys?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He strode off this bus, head held high as if he owned the world, and climbed into a limo.” 

Carlos paused and glared at the spot I pointed to where the limo had been parked. He couldn’t believe his own words. “Imagine that? I had the man of my dreams sitting behind me and I let him slip through my fingers. I’d dreamed of meeting a man who rode in limos. I have the worst luck when it comes to men.” 

“Stop, dude. He wasn’t meant for you.” 

“The hell you say.” Carlos narrowed his glance and slanted his head. “He was right there and all I had to do was ask him if he wanted a hand job and he would have been mine for the taking. You know I gave the best hand jobs in Manhattan.” 

“I just met you, Carlos, and I didn’t know that. I’m sure you’re good.” We began walking with our backpacks slung across our shoulders. 

“No, Amigo, I’m good. A dude can close his eyes and swear he’s inside me. It’s all in the grip and the way I do it man.” 

I had to get Carlos off that subject. I wasn’t in any mood to hear about his accomplishments in life. I turned to him and extended my hand. “By the way my last name is Walker. Justin Walker.” 

Well, mine is Carlos Espejo and I’m a Puerto Rican like my idol Ricky Martin.”

“I know who Ricky Martin is,” I admitted. Only that and not the personal stuff that Carlos wanted to share about his life. 

“My family was from Puerto Rico.” He stopped in his tracks. “And why didn’t you wake me, so I could get a good look at that gorgeous dude? Because, seeing a man’s ass in a pair of jeans is ever as important as seeing his face.” 

“I can describe it to you,” I said. 

“Didn’t someone ever tell you that it’s more important to see that firsthand than to get it secondhand. Suppose I was to describe how wonderful it is to taste Spanish Arroz Con Pollo.” 

“I don’t even know what that is.” We began walking again through a crowd of people. 

“You’ll learn. You may even pick up a few Spanish words in Miami. And Arroz Con Pollo is chicken and rice with vegetables. The rice is yellow—” 

“How do you get the rice yellow?” 

“With annatto, or you can use saffron rice. See, you’ve learned Spanish already.” Carlos gave me a pat on the back as we slung our things over the opposite shoulder and continued walking in the direction where we were to find the Uber driver. 

“I’m getting hungry listening to you,” I said, my stomach making the announcement shortly afterwards.  

“Good, because the Uber just notified me that he’s parked. If there are fast food places nearby he can drop us off, and then we can walk to the rental. If not, do you think we can put something together for another driver?” 

“If we pool what we have for transportation then I’d say yes,” Carlos said after we entered the car, and he pulled out his wallet.         
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Chapter 2
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After giving the second driver the address, I sat back to enjoy the scenery. I’d been excited to see the sunshine after living in South Dakota with the weather always in flux. In October it was forty-five degrees, and the sirens were going off warning of tornados. In May rain fell continuously, flooding the area.  

One day hot in the nineties, and the next raining and cool. That was my life, constantly changing to accommodate the people around me, and my father’s ever-shifting attitude toward me.

The ride didn’t take long from the station, and it pulled up to a neighborhood with a circular driveway, and let us off after we’d split the fare leaving the Pizza Hut. 

“I hope I can stay here with you. It would be much easier that way,” Carlos said after we stopped at the door, and I had been ready to ring the bell.  

“I can always tell the lady we’re a couple.” Carlos hesitated at the suggestion. Then he smiled. “You’d do that for me? I’m a stranger. I could be a mass murderer.” 

“That you could be, and so could I, but I only attract nice people. I’ll take my chances.” He placed his arm on my shoulder, then dropped it. We stepped up to the door, but before I rang the bell, Carlos glanced over at me, and said, “Thanks. I’ve never had someone outside of my family be that kind.” 

I placed my finger on the bell and the door opened, and standing in front of us was a woman in her fifties with long red hair and freckles. “You are Rose Tupper?” 

“And you are Justin Walker. You look the same. But then young men don’t change like people in their fifties. Come in, and who is that fine young man with you?” Rose raised her eyebrows. She had what my mother called a full figure with large breasts and ample hips. Rose wore a pair of shorts and a pull-over blouse.  

I glanced over at Carlos, and he smiled. “Carlos this is Rose.” Carlos extended his hand and Rose offered hers in return and they shook hands.  

“Justin is my partner.” Well, I wasn’t ready to be anyone’s partner just yet. He didn’t give me time to ask about separate rooms. 

Rose glanced at me with suspicion. “You didn’t tell me you had a partner or a boyfriend. I thought it would be just one person. I hadn’t prepared for two young men.” 

“That’s because we only recently met, and I thought since you were renting a room it didn’t matter if we stayed in the same room.” It wasn’t a lie. I had just met Carlos, but the only thing that had been a lie was about being partners. 

“I could cut your grass and do some handiwork around the house. Justin paints.” I offered Carlos a stern face. “Not houses, of course, but I think he can do that too if you need something small painted, like a room.” A room isn’t small. Painting one chair is small. 

“In that case, I’m sold. Let me show you two to your room.” 

The house was a large spacious ranch-style home, decorated with modern furniture that had to be about ten years old. When Rose opened the door, I was amazed at how much space was in that room with the king-size bed setting in the middle of it. I didn’t know how I could sleep with a stranger, but I didn’t want to disappoint Carlos, especially since he had nowhere else to go. He’d said that he could pay for a motel by the day, and he had a limited amount of days at best before he’d be on the streets.  

“Do you have a room with twin beds?” Carlos asked. 

“Heavens no. I haven’t had children since my husband and I bought this house. We only divorced last year when he decided to trade me in on a newer younger model. It seems men are doing that when women turn fifty. I’m not a social scientist, but when the nest is empty that’s when the problems start. Our children live in different states.” 

I didn’t want to stop Rose from talking and getting things off her chest, but it appeared she didn’t have anyone to talk to but us. 

Nevertheless, I was tired after the bus ride, and I needed a shower. I suspected Carlos had the same idea by the way he strolled around looking at the bathroom. “Can we use the bathroom in the hall,” he said, interrupting her agonizing conversation about her husband, and giving details of how he told her it was over just like that. She even demonstrated by rubbing her hands together.  

“All I got from this marriage was this house and a mortgage. That’s why I’m taking in you nice fellows.” She stopped and looked at me and then Carlos. “You’re gay, aren’t you?” Well, yeah. Maybe she thought when I said partners it was business partners.  
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