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Contact me at skymccoy0@gmail.com  if you want to chat or review my books. You can sign up for my newsletter to get advanced information for free books. And check out my Website for upcoming books.  

To keep up with Sky McCoy’s books published, visit my website. And please leave a review so I can keep bringing you books you enjoy reading. 

If you haven’t read the Wounded Inked Series you may want to read that best-selling and popular series. The beloved characters from Wounded Inked will make their appearances in Wounded Inked MC Sin Series and Cabana Boys.  
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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.

When the billionaire Clayton Westbourne decided on a partnership with his friend Harlen he built a hotel in Miami. The last thing he wanted was to add a theater for entertainment, but he did and then the Cabana Boys were born. Harlen convinced Clayton that a male strip club would make him famous if they could get the right men. 

As gay men, Clayton and Harlen had their share of heartaches until Justin and Carlos strolled into Clayton’s hotel, auditioning for a position as a male stripper. Both men fell in love, and both men had secrets they didn’t tell their young lovers.  

This book contains enemies to lovers, fake boyfriend, HFN and HEA. 
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Chapter 1

Justin
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Why did men think because you were younger than they were by a decade, you didn’t understand things? Hello. Ten years of my life and what I’d gone through would match anything Clay had accumulated in knowledge. 

I bet he didn’t live like me with a father who’d rather disown his son than tell anyone that he was my father. I bet Clay didn’t have to listen to a father like mine blame his family or anyone else, because I was and always would be gay. 

I bet Clay never lived on the streets in a tent, trying to avoid all the vices of street life filled with drinking and drugs, and the temptation of selling my body, but I made the hard choice of trying to find a job to get out of South Dakota, away from my father’s reach with all the negative and malicious soul-sucking words aimed at me, and how he bombarded me night and day about how he’d thrown away his retirement, so I could become a starving suffering artist. 

He'd even stand in the doorway of my room and rant about that, and how my mother was complicit in that scheme to bankrupt him. 

Well, I was no longer starving and suffering for my art. I was happy and content with this man, because now I couldn’t imagine a life without him, and I didn’t want to leave him, but if he didn’t reveal who Michael was, then I might have to go it alone. I can’t live with someone who has secrets that could damage our relationship, I thought, looking at him lying peacefully while I was anxious about my future with him.    

Did it occur to Clay that I’d just graduated from college? Maybe not from one of those fancy colleges or business schools he’d gone to. I knew I was being too critical and cynical for a man my age, however, I was allowed a few faults, I thought when my feet hit the floor and I headed in the direction of the door to find out who was ringing the bell. 

I just wished he’d told me about Michael and not presented me with a ridiculous riddle. I strolled the length of this large room, and it appeared I was seeing it for the first time. Perhaps I was, because this was the only time I’d focused on it since I’d known Clay. And here I was, in a place I’d never dreamed of, and with a man who had to have been out of my reach as my father would say whenever we were out and a handsome man like Clay would pass and notice me. 

My father would mumble, “In your dreams, Justin, and even then you’d be dreaming too high,” and he’d thump me on the head to get my attention.

He no doubt got my attention, because even now I still think I’m dreaming. 

The first time I was here, I thought as I slowed my walk to the door, I was too confused and believed what my father had said, therefore, I hurried out of this penthouse and hid like a dog that had been shaved too close by a groomer.

When I strode halfway across the room, past the luxurious white sofa, dining room and chairs, I peered outside and the sun was rising beyond the horizon, but it appeared as if I could touch it, and I thought about getting out and going for a stroll in the park, or just sitting on Clay’s yacht. Suddenly I came to a full stop at a white piano with pictures lined along the top. This had been one of my dreams where I’d have a piano and there would be pictures, and I’d look at them and think about what a great life I’d had. 

However, these weren’t my pictures, and this wasn’t my life displayed in this array of photographs. The few I had were hidden away on my phone. 

Slanting my head, I murmured, “Why haven’t I seen these pictures before? By the way they’re hugging and kissing every picture is of the two of them, and they look so happy together.” 

I placed my finger on the glass of the frame over the man with his hand wrapped around Clay’s shoulder. “This must be Michael,” I whispered, as if I was in a room filled with strangers. I picked up the expensive frame to examine it closely, and I came to the conclusion it was indeed Michael staring at me. 

He was a handsome middle-aged man in this picture with salt and pepper hair, full lips, and a square jaw line, and much taller than Clay. His arms were thick, his chest wide and muscular, and molded with muscles. He wore a dark blue polo shirt and cargo shorts. He was all smiles, and it was infectious, but a curious one at that.  

At his age, forties or about, he was still a looker as Rose might say. On the next picture, his smile was charming and engaging and loving, as well as his body language toward Clay. An odd smile at best, it captured him in a sexual desirable way, therefore, I had to know more about this man, a man if he were alive, I wouldn’t have a chance with Clay. 

There was Clayton leaning his head on Michael’s wide shoulder, and Clay appeared to be my age then, and Michael was looking into the camera, and I thought he could be gazing at me, as if he knew some day someone my age would be holding this picture, and wondering who the fuck he was. 

He had been someone exceedingly important in Clay’s life, and I wanted to hear how important this man had been to him. I couldn’t help but become uneasy because I was jealous of him, and yet I admired him because he’d captured Clay’s attention and love.  

I shook my head, and said, “No.” Then, I reached for another picture, and I saw the same look as before with that mysterious smile, as if to let me know that Clay would never love anyone as much as he loved him.  

The feeling soon left when I reached for another picture of Clay and Michael, but this time Michael was an older man, perhaps in his late fifties, and his smile had changed, and perhaps there was some sadness in those grey eyes, and Clay appeared to be in his late twenties or early thirties. On the other side of Michael stood a young man, perhaps my age maybe a few years older or younger nineteen or twenty-one now. Tall and handsome, blue eyes. I thought, Who is this?  

My mind did its usual confusing mental search, and I remembered what Rose had said, “My husband traded me in for a younger woman.” 

Did Clay trade Michael in for a younger man, or was it the opposite? If it was Clay, then why was Michael standing between them? Was it a threesome? 

“What are you doing Justin? I smelled food and I find you here looking at pictures. I’m hungry,” Clay said, and he snuggled up behind me and nipped at my ear.  

“Do you know how many steps it is to get to the foyer?” I pulled away and placed the pictures down. Not in the same order. Clay stood behind me and lined the pictures as they were before I’d touched them.  

Clay then turned to me, “Yes. It’s my house and I’ve walked it a number of times. Now, let’s get to the table and eat before we have to watch my friend Harlen audition guys for the show.” 

“I thought we could go to the park today and just walk around and take in the sea air.” 

Clay sat and began eating and with a mouth full he swallowed, and said, “That would be wonderful if I had that time today, but I promised Harlen that I’d show myself and approve the changes to the program.” 

“You’re not thinking about firing Commando are you?” 

“Of course not.” I relaxed with a sigh of relief. “I’m a businessman, I’d have to pay him too much for him to get out of that contract he’d signed earlier. I wanted you to be with me at the audition, because your friend Carlos will be there today, and if he doesn’t pass the audition, I didn’t want you to be angry with me. You can see for yourself if he doesn’t have the talent, or I had any influence over—” 

“But I was hoping you would. That’s why I asked you to get him an audition,” Justin bawled. 

“I promised you to get him in the lineup. I gave Harlen full control, because once I was forced to beg him to come to Miami, Harlen Rausch wouldn’t let me tell him who to put into the show. He’s the professional when it comes to getting a show ready for Broadway. My friend is a perfectionist—” 

“Like you, I suppose.” Clay raised an eyebrow and offered me a stern glare. 

“I guess you could say that. He’s the expert, baby, when it comes to selecting someone for my show. I can’t tell Harlen to hire Carlos if he’s not ready. Had he seen you, he would have hired you even with that salacious dance you did for everyone, and over my objections, but I knew you were meant for something different if not better, and I was correct.” 

Clay leaned close and took my hand, and offered me a warm seductive kiss on the lips. I could taste the coffee, and smelled his shower wash, and the grilled steak he hadn’t cut yet.  

“Isn’t that the point?” I added, pulling away from his enticing hard body and handsome face. “If you’re a stripper, aren’t you supposed to seduce and use your body to create an erotic feeling for the audience?”

“There is a difference in putting on a production you can’t find in the back of any sleazy club. You have to have the right balance, and Harlen knows that balance.” 

Something clicked and I remember reading about Harlen Rausch. “That guy is Harlen Rausch the Broadway producer and director in New York. He’s the heir to the Rausch fortune?”  

“Where did you learn all of this?” 

“I’m not a baby. I’m twenty-one remember, and I do read.” 

“In my eyes you’re my baby, and I will see that you remain so for a long time,” Clay said, and offered a teasing wink.  

“How long did the boy in that picture last?” I watched as Clay’s eyes dipped, and he bit his lip and changed the subject.

“I was Michael’s boy until five years ago when he died.” 

“What? I wasn’t talking about you, Clay. I was talking about the young man standing on the other side of Michael.” 

“He’s not a boyfriend. That’s all I can say for now.” Clay cut into his New York cut steak and bit down on the piece, and instead of meeting my eyes he kept his head down. 

“Then who is he?” I persisted, and he swallowed. 

“I promised we’d discuss Michael first, and through that discussion you would know who the young man is... very soon” 

“I want to know what Wasabi I mean Wabi-Sabi had to do with Michael?”

“I thought you knew the difference in the words?” Well, Clay had me at that point, and I had to admit I didn’t know dick. 

“I didn’t want to feel like a fool in your eyes when I said I knew the differences in the words.” 

“You will never be a fool. The very fact that you’re sitting here with me says a lot about you. I haven’t been in a man’s company I cared about for five years. Not like this.” 

“Not even to fuck?” 

“I don’t fuck, I make love?” Clay said, and his voice was soft, and his eyes were hungry when he locked eyes with me. “Let’s take a shower and then let me show you that I only make love.” 

“Before or after our discussions of Michael and Wabi-Sabi?” 
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Chapter 2 

Justin
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When we were lying in bed, and Clay had my cock wrapped inside his large hands, he whispered in my ear, and began telling me about how he’d met Michael in New York and Clay had been the age I am now when he first met Michael. Clay went on and spoke about how handsome and smart Michael had been, and how he could never imagine being with another man the way he’d been with Michael. 

I listened closely and a hint of jealousy flowed through my body, but I was too distracted to focus my attention on anything but what he was doing to my body. He paused, massaged my legs when he rubbed his palm up my thigh, then back to my throbbing cock, then he continued talking.  

Lying in his arms with him revealing the life he’d had with Michael had no effect over me at that moment. Then, he described the time Michael became ill, and when he’d died. I felt Clay’s chest heave up and down when he’d revealed what had caused Michael’s death. I wanted to stop there, but it appeared Clay needed a release, a way to cleanse his soul.  

“Michael taught me that things come and go. And when he’d revealed he had an incurable sickness, I didn’t want him to leave me. I’d find myself saying please don’t go. Whereas, he’d remind me he’d taught me to live by appreciating and accepting everything comes and goes especially love, and to love honestly while it lasts, and that I should embrace those ideas and it will reduce my suffering, because he already accepted that he would die, and he was good at leaving me, because I would find someone if I accepted their beauty, imperfections and that I could love again.” Clay explained that was what Wabi-Sabi meant to him.

Perhaps I’d been too young to understand how life could change since I’d never experienced death in my immediate family. All I knew was Clay desired me, and I was lying on his perfect body, in this perfect place, and Clay belonged to me, and I couldn’t see any imperfections in him. He was showing me I mattered to him at this time, and it was just him and me in this bed, and in this world Michael had created for Clay to share with someone, and that someone was me.    

I didn’t want all the details, because I didn’t think I could handle too much sharing while he was making love to me. I wanted to get to the young man in the picture standing to the left of Michael, but it appeared that wasn’t happening today, because Clay’s seduction of my body took precedence over hearing about someone I thought I’d never meet, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know about that young man anyway.

I didn’t want to know about Clay’s imperfections, at least, not now, and especially since I felt he was perfect.  

Clay stroked my cock with one hand, raking through my hair with the other, then he kissed and nipped at my shoulder as I lay submissive with my back against his body. In that position he’d told me what he could about Michael without breaking down, and when he’d finished telling me what I needed to know, he whispered, “Don’t be afraid of a dead man, because it’s you I love. I have no more pain, you’ve removed it by being mine.” 

Now wasn’t the time to question him further like the insecure lover I knew I was. The way Clay was making me feel, I knew he needed me as much as I needed him. There was no one here but me in his arms when I felt his hard cock thump against my ass. With one hand he reached under my arm and pinched one nipple, and with the other he jacked me off, as his hips banged against my ass, and his legs stiffened and it took only a few seconds and my ass was wet, and his hand was covered with my cum. 

Breathing heavily, he placed his mouth to my ear and sucked the shell, and then said, “We have to shower and be dressed within an hour, baby. I hate to be late.” It would take Clay an hour to get dressed, because he had to dress in his suits and ties. Me, it would take five minutes putting on a pair of jeans and a tee. 

I had been in a daze after my hurried orgasm. It had been the ease and excitement to which Clay had embraced all parts of my body, and I’d forgotten I had to meet The Harlen Rausch. Well, I hoped the famous man didn’t mind casual, because there was no way I would wear a suit.   

***** 
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We’d showered and Clay took his time dressing in a dark-blue linen suit with a white shirt, and to my surprise he left the tie off. I was disappointed, because I wanted to tie it for him. When I was young, my father prided himself in showing how a man should know how to tie a tie. That was then, and perhaps he didn’t realize how fast things were changing. Only certain men in cities were wearing ties, and they were usually businessmen. Everyone else wore a polo with the logo of their company on the pocket, and a pair of khakis. I sat waiting and admiring how attractive Clay was. 

He turned to glance at me. “What?” 

“I can’t believe I’m here with you. Look at how handsome you are.” 

He turned and smiled at me. “It’s you, Justin, who are so pretty, and when you’re my age you’ll be so handsome I will probably have to send armed guards with you everywhere you go, because men your age will try to take you from me,” Clay admitted.  

“That will never happen,” I said. I don’t like younger men. Clay offered me his hand and I stood beside him, and he placed his arms around my waist and brought me into him. I felt his cock thump against mine. “Let’s get out of here before I have to change this suit.” 

I climbed on the elevator with Clay, which was taking us down to the first floor where the theater was located. Now I was the boyfriend of Clayton Westbourne, and that feeling was priceless. He turned to me. “How soon can I tell you of my intentions?” 

I glanced around facing him and narrowed my eyes. “It depends on how fast this elevator is?” I offered him a wide closed grin. 

He reached for my hand, and I gladly gave it to him. He squeezed it tight, his eyes bright and secretive. It didn’t take long before he revealed what his intentions were. 

“Will you marry me?” 

My mouth jutted open, and it appeared to remain like that until my brain caught up and his words registered. I blinked, and I didn’t know why that happened, but instead of answering him the way I should have, I spoke in an arrogant tone. 

Men my age were allowed to be arrogant weren’t we, especially since I didn’t expect this in the first place? The only hope for me before was staying out of a tent and alley in the back of a club picking up strangers to sleep in a bed every so often. If it had been Clayton who’d driven up in his limo or car and picked me out of all the young men who dreamed of marrying a rich dude, then the answer would have been a hard yes. Fuck yes, I’ll go with you, I’d thought.
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