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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. 
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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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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.  

“Is that a problem?” I asked as Carlos pretended not to notice her question. 

“No. Not at all. I just wanted to get the rules straight. There are to be no eating in the room. Only in the kitchen and designated spaces like the living area. I live in the back, and you can have full access to the house, but you have to buy your own food. And you can use the pool if you get it cleaned.” 

“I know how to clean pools,” Carlos interjected. 

“You know you have to be careful with the people you let into your home, especially if you live here too. I asked if you were gay, because I have a son who lives in New York. He has a partner, and they are married. Are you two married?” 

“It’s too early for that,” I said smiling at Carlos. 

“Much too early,” Carlos replied. 

“Well, you guys can get situated and I’ll make sandwiches for lunch. You look hungry. Both of you. Bring the first month and last month’s rent when you’ve cleaned up.” And Rose sauntered out of the room after closing the door. We’d just eaten pizza, but a sandwich would hold us until tomorrow.  

“I don’t think I have enough to cover first and last month’s rent,” I said. “I didn’t know that I had to have twenty-four hundred right away. I must have overlooked that on the email. I only have twelve hundred dollars. What do you have to help out?” I looked at Carlos and he glared at me. He pulled out what was in his wallet and counted it. 

“That’s it? Five hundred dollars,” Carlos admitted. “And that’s everything I own. Remember I said we could pitch a tent—” 

“It’s over a hundred degrees and it’s almost monsoon season,” I murmured. 

“Maybe she’ll give us a break to come up with the rest later.” 

“Did you hear what Rose said? In between talking about how her husband left her with nothing but this house, she can’t afford charity cases. We just have to get something today to pay for the rest and try to talk to Rose and hope no one else is looking for a room.” 

After we’d washed up and headed for the kitchen we sat at the bar and Rose had this wonderful spread of luncheon meat and vegetables to choose from, and glasses of lemonade with strawberries. I drank a half a glass and before I took a bite of the sandwich she’d made for us, and after Carlos had taken a large bite in his I said, “We don’t have all the money, Rose. We only have twelve hundred for the first month, but only five hundred for the last month’s rent.” 

“You misunderstood, Justin. When I said twelve hundred that was to rent the entire house. You’re only renting one room.” I sat back closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Maybe my luck was changing after all.

“I would never ask that much for one room and a bath. Although someone did offer that to me, but I didn’t trust him. You can’t trust a man who’s too handsome and can sweep you off your feet in a matter of minutes. I learned that from my ex-husband. Remember that, Justin, and you too, Carlos.” 

I didn’t think Carlos heard anything Rose had said. The only thing that got his attention this day was the handsome dude, food, and a soccer game on Rose’s flat-screen in the kitchen.  

“You boys are young and just starting out, and there’s no way I’m going to let you go homeless when I have so much room, and I like you two.” Rose handed us cans of cokes from her enormous fridge that appeared to be worn out by the warmth of the cokes. 

“How long have you had that refrigerator?” I asked.

“Over fifteen years. Longer than I had Max.” 

“Your ex?” 

“My dog. It seems everything has an expiration date. Max died last month, and I’ve been alone ever since. And when you contacted me, well, I don’t want to tell you how happy I was to have someone in this large house.” She didn’t know how happy I was, and I assume Carlos would second that if he’d paid attention to the conversation.  

Carlos had finished off two sandwiches and was on to the third when Rose glanced over at him. “You will have to buy your own food, because that one over there eats as if food is cheap. Have you seen the prices lately?” 

“We have a job offer, and we’re going to check out the hotel after we shower. Have you heard of the Hotel Tropic Isle?” 

“Sure, it’s been on the news lately. Someone bought several mom-and-pop stores and put up a large hotel with shops and a theater right on the beach. The local businesspeople were protesting, because they said that jobs were lost, but the owner of Tropic Isle said he will hire thousands of people. It’s one of those big developments, and this billionaire pissed off a lot of people. They’ve been doing that a lot lately. They interview the developer, and damn, but that man is handsome with those big blue eyes and square jaw, but like I said, he talks smooth and easy and he’s too good-looking to be trusted.”
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Carlos and I took another Uber and stepped out at the Tropic Isle. Using an Uber was taking up all our spare cash. One of us will have to get a car, I thought.

Looking around the white high-rise with apartments and a hotel on the lower floors, it was indeed a high-class establishment. Whoever had built this put extra money into it. This hotel wasn’t like any I’d ever seen, not that I had seen many close up, but I did take a tour on YouTube with the most expensive places to stay, and it equaled many of the Four-Season hotels. 

When we entered the lobby guests were checking in, or had been checked earlier and the baggage handlers were moving bags to the elevators. “Can I help you?” A voice surprised me, and I turned. 

“My friend here is looking for the employment office. I just came along for moral support.” Carlos glanced at me. 

“What is your name?” the man asked, standing in a beautiful, tailored suit with a logo on the jacket, then he turned to me. “Would you like to wait for him at the bar while I take him to human resources? It won’t take long.” Carlos waggled his eyebrows at me. “Come this way to the elevators and I’ll escort you to the twenty-first floor. We don’t put up signs, because the owner doesn’t think it’s a good look. He’s hands on and hires us to see that everyone who walks through his doors whether client or employee has a great experience, and is treated as if they’re kings and belong at his palace.” 

“We can go now, and I’ll get someone to escort you to the bar where you can wait for your friend.” The guy raised his hand and a young man was standing beside me, and I didn’t see him coming. He just showed up. 

“Come with me, sir.” And I followed him to the bar. “Enjoy your drink.” I had dressed in a pair of blue linen pants and white shirt, and sat at the bar with a few other men and a couple in their forties. Before I could warm the seat, another bartender came and asked me what kind of drink I’d like. 

I’d been nervous even standing in the lobby, and now I was equally upset to be sitting here and ordering a drink I couldn’t afford and pretending to blend in. There was no way I could blend in with this crowd. “I’ll have a dirty martini,” I mumbled, and God only knew how much that would cost.

Before I could change my mind, the bartender had the drink in front of me and turned to service other customers. I heard the guys with the expensive watches talk about the coming entertainment, and how they looked forward to the shows and the grand opening. 

Turning around to look at the room with its fancy lights, and elegant sofas and chairs, I locked eyes with the first most beautiful man I’d ever seen. The second one had departed a bus, go figure. Miami had to be the place to be. “How is your drink?” 

Why is this handsome man asking about my drink. “Are you polling me? Is this a joke? Who walks up to another man and ask how his drink is unless he’s going to pay for it? In that case it’s great, but I can pay for my own.” 

“Is this your first drink at a bar?” Now that pissed me off. Why would he assume that this was my first drink when in fact it was. “I asked because you look a little young.”  

“Who are you, the house detective? Do you want to see my identification? I assure you I’m over the age of consent.” And he offered me a crooked smile that had me breathless and my cock hard. My hands shook when I drank the martini, and the beautiful stranger handed me a closed secret smile when his blue eyes washed over me.  

“Would you like another?” he asked. He didn’t wait for me to answer and raised his hand, and the bartender like rapid fire had the drink placed in front of me, and disappeared. “Do you mind if I sit.” 

“Go ahead. I don’t own the place. If I did, I’d have drinks somewhere else.” 

“Why, is something wrong with this bar?” 

“Nothing that I can see, except it’s for a snooty crowd. Not for someone like me.” 

“And what kind of bar would you prefer?” I didn’t want to tell him that I would be more comfortable in a bar with a pool table and drinking a beer. As if he didn’t know, but it appeared he wanted me to tell him. 

“You wouldn’t be interested.” I drank another martini, and if I’d known what was in it, I would have stopped at number one, but since this guy was buying, and the bartender seemed to like him, and I had to wait on Carlos and taking an Uber home, what the fuck did I care? He was drop-dead gorgeous. I didn’t care, and the way he was looking at me he had to be interested, and most of all he was gay, but I didn’t want to ask. I didn’t want the truth if it came to that. I’d had a hard day, and I was perfectly happy talking to a man that was too gorgeous for him to be interested in me.  

He was interested, and he wanted to spend his money to pay for a drink I’d never be able to afford, or I’d never be able to sit in this place again once I went to that employment office. 

When the distinguished man with the grey suit and white shirt, Italian tie sat near me, he smelled of what I’d thought heaven would smell like. His body wash must have been expensive oils, with a hint of musk, and holy shit, but I wanted to fall into his arms and lose myself.  

I remembered what Rose had said. A handsome man couldn’t be trusted, especially one who smelled of money, looked like money, and with that watch he had to have money. What did he need a watch for anyway? He turned and typed something into his phone. He had the time starring at him. 

He placed his phone down and turned to me. “Would you like another drink?” 

“I think I’ve had too many now,” I said smiling. “But I think I can handle one more.” I wanted to appear as if I was a man of the world, but he probably saw through my façade and was laughing at me. I didn’t give a damn. I knew I would never see this man again, because why would he single me out, unless he was looking for a one-night stand? A one and done. And the way I felt and wanted him. I wanted the same thing.  

“What is your name?” he said, leaning into me.

“Justin.” 

“Well, Justin, my name is Clayton.” He extended his hand and there wasn’t a ring, and at his age thirty or thirty-five, and as gorgeous as he was, someone must have him on their radar, and he was probably rich from what I could see. And gay. “I have a room here. Would you care to join me for a drink?” 

“Only if you mind yourself.” 

“How can a man be careful around a pretty young man like you?” There were the words that Rose warned me about. I wished she hadn’t.  

“I don’t want to wake up tomorrow and regret going to your room. You could be a murderer—” 

“The only person I’m inclined to murder is the guy who sold me these shoes and said my feet would never hurt. They hurting now. I have a pair of comfortable slippers I can change into. If you come with me now, then I won’t be upset, but if I change into another pair, then I won’t be inclined to murder that guy. However, if you’re gone when I return... Look at it this way, you’re saving two lives, mine and the shoe salesman in the boutique in the lobby.” 

“Since you put it that way—” 

“Wait. You could be a murderer too.” 

“How?” 

“You could break my heart and I would never recover from it if I fell in love with you.” 

“I think I’m too young and inexperienced to break a man’s heart like you, who appears to have experience in the world. Have you ever had your heart broken?” 

“Not lately,” Clayton admitted, and a strange look covered his face. He quicky turned to me and leaned over to capture my eyes. “Now why don’t we take this conversation to my room, and we can get acquainted,” he said in a smooth, husky voice. By get acquainted I knew he meant sleep with him.  

He turned to me when I stood next to him and looked up at that handsome break-my-heart-man-if-I-let-him face. But I wasn’t going to allow him to break my heart. I was too young to fall for a man on the first night, although I had one foot steady, and the other was threatening to collapse from under me. 

And if anyone could break my heart it would be this man.  
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Chapter 4

Justin  
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“Where are we going?” I turned to Clayton after we entered what appeared to be a private elevator, and he hit one button out of three. Maybe I should have asked sooner, but I’d had too many drinks, and this man was standing next to me holding my hand, as waves of arousal coursed through every inch of my skin, threatening all that I’d thought I was. 

As I captured a glimpse of his fingers, checking for a mark that could have been left from a ring, I tried to look away, but he noticed my inquiry, and I lowered my eyes like the boy I knew was hiding inside a man’s body. 

Clayton, handsome beyond belief, dressed in a suit I’d never seen before in my life and would probably never experience again. I recognized his beautiful probing eyes, saw the Midwest hick for what I was, but he offered me a warm engaging smile, along with too many drinks to loosen my inhibitions. 

Oh, yes, this man is dangerous as Rose had previously warned. Too devastatingly handsome, too rich, and too mature for me. Yet anyone over the age of twenty-five was too mature, especially since I was still a virgin. I bet that would go over well with him. It would only be for one night, and I’d decided that my sexual status was on the need-to-know basis, and since I didn’t plan on sleeping with him, then he didn’t need to know. 

Wake up, you dumb hick, I heard my thoughts through all the alcohol I’d consumed. Why do you think he brought you here? Do you think your conversation was all that exciting with you stumbling over words when you got nervous? 

No. He brought you here for one reason, and that’s to fuck you into the next century, as Carlos had said about the man who sat behind him on the bus, and disappeared before he got his chance at him. 

If his intentions were to get me to his apartment, then he’d succeeded in what he was trying to do. If it was to fuck me, then that would be difficult. He didn’t answer my questions, because they were shortly answered when the door to the elevator opened, and I stepped into a world I’d never thought was possible. 

Like a child in a candy shop, I stood with my mouth ajar, and he tugged at my hand and drew me into the room. My eyes wandered up at the chandeliers, never saw one like that before. Never. If my mother asked my father for a new lighting fixture, he’d bring a new bulb and clean the old lighting cover, fix the wiring and say, “It’s good as new.” 

My eyes landed ahead of me on the floor-to-ceiling windows, and the large terrace that covered the entire area of the room overlooking the Atlantic Ocean and beyond, complete with outdoor furniture that probably cost the entire fixed mortgage of my parents’ home. 

My gaze continued on as I stood in one spot taking in just one room, and wondering about how large this entire apartment was, especially if the living area was the size of a large house some of my friends lived in, in Sioux Falls. 

“I didn’t know people lived like this,” I blurted out, forgetting I hadn’t given away my background until now. Surprise. I didn’t need to say more, because I’d given away everything in those few words. Maybe he’d thought I was a rich kid hanging out. But he must have seen the way I dressed. I could hold my own in a conversation, because I did go to college, and had a degree in Fine Arts. But don’t ask my father’s opinion on that subject. He’d probably tell you how much it had cost him to ‘waste his money on that white elephant.’ 

My father’s words not mine.  

Clayton pulled me from my thoughts and answered my question. “Some people do live like this. Look around you, what do you see? Most of my friends live like this, although not all. Some grew up rough, but managed to make it to the top of the food chain.” A curious word he used— food chain. One of those words where something or someone would get eaten by a predator. Was I the prey?  

“You don’t think I brought you here just to show you my apartment do you,” Clayton said with a proud smirk, his head held high. “Come and sit. I’ve ordered food from the restaurant, and we have drinks, and I want to talk to you. I didn’t know whether you ate, but you need something in your stomach, therefore, I informed the kitchen to bring an assortment of beef sandwiches, and cheeseburgers. A young man can’t resist a cheeseburger and a cola,” he said, strolling over to his bar, reaching for a decanter and glass, then pouring himself a drink. He glanced up at me and held up another glass offering me something. 

I shook my head. “No, thank you, Clayton, I think I’ve had enough.” 

“Please, call me Clay. I hope you don’t mind if I have a drink.” What was I to say? No, don’t drink, and don’t look at me as if you want to devour me.  

“Why should I mind? It’s your place and your body that will suffer from too much of anything.” 

“What about too much sex,” and he smiled, and I sat as if someone had just put a piece of tape over my mouth. “What?” He slanted his head and swiveled around on the balls of his feet headed in my direction. “You don’t have a philosophy on that subject?” 

I watched as his long legs glided across the distance of the room, and I met his eyes when he sat down near me on an abundant sofa with a drink in his hand, then toed off his expensive shoes. The more sober I became, the more desirable he turned out to be, as if he wasn’t already the best-looking man on this planet. 

To my surprise, my nervousness disappeared. Before my heart had been racing and I didn’t know how to act or what to do, because every motion of my body had been a pretense. I was pretending I belonged with a man like him, even though I didn’t know what it took to be with someone like him. I didn’t know where to start, so I accepted his drinks he’d offered to gather the courage to act as though I was worldly, and I had something in common with him. But I knew better, and he probably did too, but he had a purpose for me being here, and I had my purpose for being with him as well. 

Maybe we would both get what we wanted today and go our separate ways.  

What did I have to lose now? A person like me would meet someone accomplished and rich maybe once in a lifetime, and the odds weren’t great in having a relationship with a man his age, with a drop-dead body, and looks to die for. The odds that I would see him again were minimal at best. Yet, I didn’t know if I wanted to see him again. What do I have to offer? I questioned myself. I decided then I’d ride this wonderful day until it ended. 

“You didn’t answer my question, Justin. You seem to have a viewpoint on a number of things, so what about sex?” 

“That may be the one thing I don’t have a theory on, because, you see, I’m not as experienced and worldly as you. I’m sure whatever I say you can provide a rebuttal on my statements, and because of that, I’ll refrain from giving my speech on the subject of sex.” He turned to me and set his glass down on the table. Clayton leaned and reached for my shoulder as we locked eyes. His blue with my browns, his strong hands forcing me to look at him when he placed a finger under my chin. I moved my face like a puppet wherever he wanted.

He leaned in and placed a soft lingering kiss on my lips, pulled back with a closed smile, and then seeing that I wasn’t opposed to him being familiar, he leaned forward, and his tongue sliced through my parting lips, and the kiss was deep and penetrating as I found my arms wrapped around his neck, while one hand went between my legs fondling my cock. I lay back on the sofa with my head resting on a pillow and Clayton slanting over me. 

The intensity of the vibration of his covered cock on mine and his tongue down my throat had me breathless. When he placed the full force of his body over mine, and dry humped me and my body responded in kind, I knew if I didn’t stop, I would have a mess on my pants. 

“I think I heard the bell.” Clayton stood breathless, straightened his suit, then he threw the suit coat to the side, and I saw the edges of his powerful body. I wanted him inside me, but that wasn’t possible. 

Carlos had said that no one wanted a virgin, and for some stupid reason I believed him. I had no one to walk me through this, and I had assumed Carlos was right. After all he’d grown up in Manhattan, and I had in Sioux Falls where we sat in the parking lot of Walmart on weekends, and discussed our dreams with a pizza and a bottle of coke when we could get someone to listen. 

“You did hear the bell. It was the waiter. Do you want something to eat?” 

“I’m not hungry now,” I admitted. I’d had a pizza and a large turkey sandwich all in a matter of a few hours.  

“I was hoping you’d say that.” As he stood over me tall and handsome without shoes, he extended his hand to me. I placed my palm in his and stood. He turned and walked in the direction of a hallway, and I followed. 

I stopped. “What about the food?”

“The waiter will bring it in and leave it in something to keep it warm,” he said, tugging my hand, sitting on the bed and disrobing me before he took off his white shirt and tie and the rest of the expensive stuff he wore.

****
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When I woke the next morning, we were both nude and Clayton was fast asleep, and I was lying in his arms. I had been drunk and I’d fallen asleep with a stranger. I didn’t know his last name. Just the first. I knew this had been a mistake when I saw him sleeping silently.  

I hopped out of bed and dressed, splashed water on my face and rinsed my breath, scribbled a note on a piece of paper after I found a pen that said Tropic Isle Hotel. I wrote:

Clay, 

I had a great time with you, and thanks for the drinks. 

I never expected to have a man like you make love to me the way you did. You’re an amazing lover and I wished I could have reciprocated, but my skills in sex can’t compare to yours, and I wish you all the best, because it was great while it lasted.

Justin 

I glanced at the note. Who the fuck writes stuff like that? I didn’t have time to correct it, because I had to get out of the room, because I had to get home and rest before I auditioned for a Cabana Boy stripper. But the way I was feeling, I didn’t feel like doing anything but climbing back in the bed lying next to Clayton, and giving myself to him completely. I’d promised him my body the next day as we cuddled, and he gave me blow jobs and I gave him one. If there was anything I knew how to do, it was to suck cock, but I knew that would never be enough for a man like Clayton, so I chose to run after I wrote that stupid note. 
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Chapter 5

Justin 
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It must have been early in the morning when I texted Carlos to open the door after slipping out of the cab and watching the beautiful sunrise. I didn’t expect the reception I received from Carlos. But I knew how he felt. I could be lying face down somewhere. 

“What’s wrong with you? I looked all over for you when I got out of the interview. You were nowhere to be found, and I even asked people if they had seen you, Bro. I knew you were this innocent dude from the Midwest, and I felt it my responsibility to take care of you. I was getting ready to call the police and tell Rose when you showed up. Rose wanted me to call last night when I said I hadn’t heard from you.” 

“I’m here, and see, I’m okay.” I shrugged. “No one beat me up or did anything to me. I can take care of myself.” 

“No one can take care of themselves if they run into the wrong person, and trust me, there are more in Miami than you’ve seen where you come from.” 

“Sioux Falls.”  

“Yeah right... I aced my interview and got a job, and I have to be at the hotel at 9 a.m. for training.” When I walked behind Carlos, tiptoeing trying not to disturb Rose where she’d think that she’d made a mistake renting to two gay dudes, I opened the door to the room. Carlos had his things scattered everywhere. “What were you doing all night while I was worried about your ass?”  

“Quiet,” I said as I sneaked into the room and watched Carlos put on one of my shirts. “Hey, that’s one of my shirts.” 

“I know, I need it. You aren’t using it now, besides, I’ll be back before you go for your audition. I glanced at him as if I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“What audition...? Oh, yeah. Tonight, at six. I have to shave... Don’t tell me you used my razor.” 

“I didn’t have one and you have one more than you need.” 

“But you’re not supposed to touch a man’s stuff. That’s an unwritten law.” 

“Where I come from, we borrow and then replace. I’ll replace it when I get my first check. I gave all my money to Rose for the room, remember. And what’s wrong with you? I leave you a few minutes, and you disappear, and no one knows what happened to you. I asked all around the bar, and it appeared the bartender knew something, but wouldn’t say. It was out of Supernatural, man. You know where you disappear and you come back, and you’re not the same person.” 

“I’m not the same person.” I turned to Carlos with this feeling I couldn’t describe. “I met this incredible dude, and he sucked my cock. And I sucked his. It was an incredible night.” 

“Is that all? What’s incredible about that. You can see that in every alley in every city in the US. Did you suck him in an alley.” 

“Of course not.” 

“Then, you’re missing out on the best sex of your life. If you’re not in the open in a dark place and you could get caught anytime, then what’s the point?” Carlos said, placing a text for a cab.  

“He sucked me off all night and he made me cum. He wanted me, but you see I’m a virgin, and I didn’t know what to tell him, but he wouldn’t insist that he fuck me. He was wonderful.” 

“Tell him you’re a virgin man and fuck it. Virgin ass is like gold. It’s hard to find, and when you do luck up on it, it’s worth the time. He’s a rich dude, isn’t he?” 

“But you said—”

“Never mind what I said, half the time I’m just talking out of my ass.” 

” Yeah, now you tell me. I think he’s rich. He’s got this penthouse in Tropic Isle.” 

“Well, you’d better be sure, because dudes like that can get any boy they want. He could be getting his dick sucked right about now.” Carlos picked up his phone to check the time. “Maybe he’s not the rich dude you think he is, and he’s the boyfriend of the rich dude. I had a friend who thought the guy he’d fallen for in New York owned this loft in Manhattan, and one night while they were sleeping, the boyfriend came home and threw them both out.”

“What?”

“It’s true.” He crossed his heart and kissed his fingers. “I swear. It’s a long story and I don’t have time to tell you everything. The Uber should be on its way.” 

I didn’t need Carlos contributing to my already lack of self-esteem, or that I’d spent the night with a guy who was just as broke as me. It was strange when someone put doubts into your mind, how your mind would run with it. Maybe he was getting in a piece on the side, and I just happened to be that one-night stand he couldn’t wait to fuck for one night. I smiled because if that was what went down, then the joke was on him, because he didn’t get what he wanted, but I did. Well, almost. 

The whole fairy-tale night appeared to be wasted if I believed what Carlos had just said. I’d just lain there and enjoyed a man sucking my cock, and he had lots of tools in his toolkit as my father had said. However, I didn’t think my father was talking about what Clayton had used on me. 

Carlos stood in front of a mirror, added some gel to his hair, and his already dark silky curls came together as he slicked them back smiling at himself when he got the look he desired. If I was into a man my age, then Carlos would be more than a friend, but one with more benefits than looking at him getting dressed. 

However, after last night with Clayton and his expert mouth, you could bet I’d think about that night for a long time, even if he wasn’t who he’d claimed to be, but then he never claimed to be anyone. I was the one gushing over the idea that he might be a rich dude. When I thought about it, he didn’t say anything, not even his last name. Did he not want me to know who he was? Maybe. I could google him if I knew more about him. There were probably hundreds of Claytons in Miami.  

My mind and eyes settled back to Carlos, and after combing his hair, he turned to me with a sparkling smile, and said, “I have a few minutes before the Uber arrives.” He sat at the corner of the large bed where one of us would have to sleep on the floor. 

“Now tell me, mi amigo, did you at least give him a blow job for those orgasms he gave you?” Carlos hadn’t been listening when I’d said I gave Clayton one. 

“I wrote him a letter telling him how this was the best night of my life, and I didn’t think we had a future together.” 

Carlos rose with a puzzled look, and slung his backpack over his shoulder. 

“Where did you say you were from?” He narrowed his glance and snapped his finger. “Now I remember, some small town in South Dakota.” He twisted his lips to the right. “It shows. If you’re going to snag this handsome, highly desirable man, from what you tell me, and I assume you want to, then you’re going to have to stop all that innocent virgin shit. 

“You will have to learn how to hold on to a man like him, and it won’t be easy. You’ve reached the top of the food chain now, mi amigo, by pure luck. Something I’ve been shooting for all my life, and you did it with your good looks and being in the right place, but trust me, beauty and good looks are a diminishing return as well as luck. You can cash in on them for a few mornings my friend, but it won’t last. You need to have something else working for you.”

And Carlos patted me on my back, reached for his pulsating phone, shook his head and stepped out of the room, and I was glad he had. I couldn’t take any more of his confusing advice. Being a virgin is good. No, it’s not good. Maybe Clay’s boyfriend is the rich one, maybe not.

I also had Rose’s rants running around my head. For fuck’s sake, what am I to do?  
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Chapter 6 

Justin
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I had to get some sleep if I expected to look my best this evening for the audition. First, I needed a shower, I scrubbed my palm over my chin. “No, I’m not going to shave,” I mumbled, peering into the mirror. “I look older with this day-old beard, and kind of sexy.” I needed to look sexy, because you would have to look sexy to drive the men and women wild, or what was the point, and looking like a twenty-one-year-old boy, clean-faced would scream high-school amateur hour.  

But I did need to manscape, Carlos advised. What little hair I had on my body had to be removed, because of what the paper stated. No hair underarms and legs, unless that was part of the act. What act? I questioned. 

I sat at the foot of the bed to read all the instructions and the requirements which I’d neglected until I had to. 

No men under twenty-one. “Check, that’s me.” 

No men over the age of thirty unless you have plenty of experience in the business of stripping, and you have a following on social media.   

Hair under arms only if you’re the rugged flannel-jeans type, a lumberjack or even a fireman or police officer, we’ll accept at this open call night. You have one chance and if you don’t make it, you can become one of our Cabana Boys and work the room outside the theater as a bartender or waiter. 

I haven’t come here to become a Cabana Boy to serve drinks, unless I’m stripping on stage and it’s part of my act, I thought. I fell back on the bed with my feet dangling on the floor. I didn’t realize how spent I was, because of the draining from the blow jobs I’d received from Clayton. I might never be able to have an orgasm for six months. I chuckled and remembered how wonderful and beautiful that experience had been and then I thought about that note and how I wished I could take back what I wrote. 

Thinking and exhaustion from the whole ordeal of traveling to Miami and meeting Clayton, I fell asleep.  

When I woke, I checked the clock, and it was nearing the time I had to be at the Tropic Isle’s theater. I hurried into the shower to relax and wake my body up. After dressing I called an Uber and that would take more of the money I hadn’t planned on using. By the way I was going Carlos and I would be broke at the end of the week with all the money spent on transportation and food. I looked inside my wallet and reached for a debit card my mother had slipped to me in case of emergencies. I blew out a hard breath when I put my hand on the card, and whispered, “Thank you for small miracles.”

She’d said that she would place some money on the card on a monthly basis, so as not to cause any problems with my father who controlled everything in the house, and that was one of the many reasons I’d left home. 

Money was getting tight, and my father sold his business, and the cars he’d owned as well as the one he’d bought me to go to college. He even blamed my mother for spoiling me, and he’d complained she was responsible for me being gay. It wasn’t a good situation, and coupled with the fact that I didn’t want to live in South Dakota any longer with the cold and arguments with my father. 

I was now on my own and I had to make it work. The economy was in a downturn and as much as everyone said there were jobs, and if you wanted to make more money, you had to go out of your comfort zone and workplaces I never thought I’d have to, for example, stripping until the economy got better.  

When I strolled to the kitchen, dressed and ready to go, Rose was sitting at the bar eating a sandwich and soup. “Do you want something to eat?” I was reluctant, but I was also hungry. I should have eaten the food Clayton had ordered, but I was mesmerized with him and what he’d done to me sexually, I fell asleep in his arms, and considered myself lucky.  

“I could use a sandwich and a bowl of soup if you don’t mind.” I knew I could exist on sandwiches, but it wasn’t healthy to eat like that every day. The smell of the vegetable soup had been too enticing to turn down.

“Sure, help yourself. I’m just happy for the company. The vegetables out back came from my garden. When you have time take a look. It’s hard when you’re all alone. You need things to do. I plant vegetables.” And I paint watercolors. 

“What about your children?” I questioned. 

“They’re adults now. One lives in Colorado and the other in Seattle. There’s one more who travels all the time. He does call on occasions. Boys, you know how they are. Sometimes I visit them and take care of their animals while they’re on vacation. They don’t have children yet, and technically I’m not a grandmother if you don’t count the dogs.” 

“I like dogs.” 

“Why don’t you have one?” Rose asked as we sat and enjoyed the roast-beef sandwich and soup.

“I can’t afford one.” I rushed through the soup after I’d eaten all of my sandwich and Rose noticed. I suspected she wanted to talk. 

“Are you going somewhere?” 

“I have this audition tonight. Have to make some money. I’m going to be a male stripper.” 

“Really. Did a little of that in my day. That’s where I met my husband... He liked the lap dance I gave him, and then he retired me. My life was great until the children left and we weren’t the same. One day he came home and said this wasn’t working out, wiped his hands together and said it was over, and he walked out on me.” 

This was all too depressing, and I checked my phone in hopes the Uber would show up, and soon. Then Rose’s face brightened. “I hope I didn’t frighten you with my tales of sorrow.” 

“No, of course not.” I lied. I was one step from running and hanging out in the driveway until I spotted the Uber. 

“You said you were getting a job as a stripper—” 

“No, I haven’t gotten one yet. Tonight, I will audition for one.” 

“Do you have any plans if you don’t get the position?” 

“Well, I can put in my application as a waiter or Cabana Boy, serving drinks by the pool and Atlantic Ocean.” 

“Not bad. I heard the tips are enormous if you’re at the right hotel.” 

“Carlos got a job as a Cabana Boy and he left early this morning. If all else fails, Carlos is going to put in a good word for me, but I want to strip and pay off some things. I was thinking about going back to school and pay for it myself. Something in the financial field where I can make more money.” 

Looking at my phone, I said, “Well, the Uber is outside.” I reached for my backpack and stood. “Thanks, Rose.” 

“I’m the one who’s thankful that you’re here, and you and Carlos came into my life when I needed friends.” 

With a warm smile and a full stomach, I stepped out the door, and climbed into the Uber headed for the Tropic Isle Hotel. I needed this time to relax, because my nerves had taken hold of me. I flexed my hands to calm down and rubbed my palms together, and stopped my foot from shaking whenever I got to this state of anxiety.
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I found my way into the theater by asking a number of people working on the outside parking cars, and inside I grabbed a baggage handler, and he gave me the correct directions. There were no signs, and the map I’d downloaded I’d left on the bed along with instructions I failed to finish reading, after I’d slipped into a needed sleep.

Looking around, I didn’t want to be obvious, therefore I sat in the back, but in the middle with a few anxious-looking young men who were there because of the same thing—desperation and in need of money. I tried to look more confident as if I belonged with them. You could say perhaps I did belong, because I’d been up in the penthouse having my cock sucked within the inch of my life. How many of them could say that they’d been picked up in this extravagant hotel by a beautiful man who happened to live here?
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