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Commando:

“Jake was my fiancé. At least I thought he was, until he wasn’t. Rich and unassuming, green-eyed blond whom I adored, but never told him, and I managed to screw that relationship up, because I was an arrogant, self-centered narcissistic ass.

“The first time I met him I knew he was the one, yet I left a club with another man. Two years into the so-called relationship, he’d left me for a beach bum. Now I was scrambling to get Jake back by doing everything I could think of. 

“I’d tried almost everything, but that one thing to make him mine.” 
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Chapter 1

Commando 

Jake’s Party 
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“Hey you.” I knew those words would get Jake angry. He hated when I talked to him like that. He prided himself on being dignified especially surrounded by his friends at his investment company. Some of the guys he’d invited at the last second was done to fuck with my mind. Well, it worked. We were supposed to have a date tonight. We had planned on meeting at the Pink Flamingo, go to his place for a candlelight dinner, dance, drink, and watch a series on Netflix until early in the morning, then I’d stay over and go to work from there. 

All good plans went astray because of arrogant men like myself. I knew what I was, and Jake appeared to love me for it. He didn’t complain when I’d walk out on him and go home with what appeared to me a boy of my liking. He never objected and I thought that was what he’d liked about me—a man who could have anyone they wanted when they wanted. However, I’d been mistaken, and it wasn’t all my fault. Now, I was discovering that he wasn’t that way, and he’d moved on.  

Jake made a big mistake when he stopped and turned around. He was at the top of the stairs when he did that. “Yes, you. I’m talking to you. Don’t walk away from me.” Jake couldn’t resist having the last word. And that had been his mistake with me. Everything else about him, I loved. I fell in love with his broad smile and those twinkling green eyes and blond hair. I guess opposites did attract. I was like a hulk over him. He was quiet until he got started on a conversation and he wanted to prove to me how educated he was. 

I could never match Jake’s education nor his wealth, and that sorely bothered me, but everything else about him except his smart mouth made me hot, even his mouth sometimes when he gave me a blowjob I didn’t expect.  

“What the fuck do you want this time Commando?” he questioned when he placed his hands across his chest and locked eyes with me, and wouldn’t release my gaze. He had this way of staring me down, and that may have been a minor thing that pissed me off about him. I was never able to capture his attention and eyes the way he could mine. “And that reminds me.” Jake took one step down to face me. He was shorter than I was, and he wanted to remain on the high ground, and that managed to piss me off too.

“You’ve been fucking me on and off for two years, and I don’t know your name.” Jake was now standing on the second step of his winding staircase leading down to me. I stepped upward to meet him, and he took a step back. 

I glanced up at him and then around at my surroundings, and that was when I realized I’d been on these stairs many times, but never managed to see it the way I was seeing it now. Was it because I was afraid it would be the last time I would walk through these doors, or see this man I realized that I couldn’t live without? 

I never could admit I’d been in love with Jake. Finally, I was questioning why I’d done some of the things to him that would have made any other man in his position walk away, and never would he see me again. The question was, what was wrong with me that I would neglect this man to the point where he’d resorted to finding a bum on the street to sleep with? 

I knew I’d treated him like a throwaway fuck, and now it’d finally hit me. He meant more to me than I’d allowed myself to think about. I believed the persona of myself I’d created for my own ego. I believed I had the energy and desire for young men, when in fact after working long hours and taking side gigs stripping for clubs and private parties seven days a week to afford the material things I needed and wanted to promote this false personality of Commando as a party animal, when in fact at thirty-five I’d lost something along the way, and I needed to slow down. 

There was no way I could let go of that façade when I had carefully constructed it to fit the truth, and that was I would go home alone from the club. I didn’t want to sleep with anyone but Jake. I thought Jake was too good for me. I didn’t have the money to be with him, and I wouldn’t take his charity or gifts. I had to pay for my own luxuries like my Vette.   

When Jake’s eyes wandered down to my arm, I’d been holding him tightly by his wrist. My large hands had been wrapped firmly around his delicate arm and wrist. Jake had to be about one hundred and sixty pounds soaking wet, and five feet nine if that. I loved his delicate features, but never once did I admit to it, or tell him how much he complemented me. I was a brute of a man with large shoulders that appeared to be padded, but with muscles. 

“Just what do you want?” I said in a voice that surprised me. The sound was low and appeasing. 

His mouth fell open and my eyes traveled down to it. His teeth were straight and clean, gleaming as was everything about him. “I want you to take your fucking hands off of me.” 

When Jake’s eyes locked with mine, his were staring blankly at me, as if I didn’t exist. I’d been an observer at how cold he could be with everyone else, but never with me until now. Before he’d reserved a certain type of warmth for me.

I didn’t release him from my grip, because I feared he would leave, and I never would have a chance to talk to him again, or see him. 

“I’m not releasing you until you tell me what’s all this about. You bring your boyfriend around my friends, because you know they aren’t your friends. Your so-called friends are milling around eating your caviar and drinking your champagne.” 

“That’s because half of your friends wouldn’t know what caviar is, or appreciate it if they were drowning in it. Now let me go, so I can get to my so-called friends, and you can get back to yours.” 

“Not until you tell me what’s with you, and that beach bum?” 

“He’s none of your business. We aren’t anything to each other. I asked you to marry me last year, and you refused, so why are you fucking concerned with who I’m fucking or not fucking? You who’d walk out of clubs when we’ve gone together, or I’d asked you to a restaurant. You’d leave me and never gave me an explanation, and I’d see some young man walk behind you as if he was with you. Your friends knew what was going on, but I was the last one to find out.” 

“There was nothing going on, Jake, and nothing to know. It was a misunderstanding. All of it was a misunderstanding. I never had eyes for anyone but you, can’t you tell?”

“No, I couldn’t, and I don’t give a damn now.” I dropped his arm, and he headed up the stairs, and I marched quick time to run after him. “What do you want now, Commando?” he questioned when I stepped in front of him.  

“I want you to know my given name. It’s—” 

He cut me off. “Don’t you get it. It’s too late and I’m not interested. Your name could be Joe Blow for all I care.” He turned around and slipped his palm over my cock. “Yeah, that’s what I’ll call you. Joe Blow. If you want to know, I only want a blow job from you. If you’re giving that away, then that’s all I want. Maybe now I could get one. Your swollen lips look like you’ve been doing that before you came here.” Not with that dirty blond hanging around. 

“Not on your life, Jake,” I wanted to say. But I was too afraid I’d lose even that connection to him. “If that’s what you want then you name the place,” I said to pacify him. 

“How about here in this hall. Let everyone know that I can get Commando to unzip my pants, get on his knees and let me fuck his mouth. You do have the smallest mouth for a man your size. I think that would do it for tonight. If you can’t do that, then fuck off.” Jake strutted away from me, because even as I wanted to do what he’d asked that was a bridge too far. I didn’t shy away from being an exhibitionist, but that was only on stage, and I’d gotten paid to show off my body, and it wouldn’t have done me or Jake any good to have him fucking my mouth at the top of his stairs in front of the people in his firm, and he knew it. 

He'd anticipated what I’d do, and he milked it for what it was worth. He headed in the direction of several bedrooms on that floor. It wasn’t the master bedroom, because I’d been in it several times. Before I could reach him he’d stepped behind the door and locked it. 

I knocked on the door several times. “What do you want, Commando?” 

By this time I was upset, undone, and wanting Jake more than ever, then I heard the blond, “Who’s that?” 

“That’s Commando. I told you about him,” Jake said to the blond. 

“Oh, yeah. Get rid of him. I have this guy I want you to meet. I think you will like him.” What the fuck was going on behind this door. 

“I didn’t know you were into a threesome,” I leaned my head and mouth to the door and yelled.

“There are a lot of things you don’t know about me,” Jake said with a snicker. 

“Why are you doing this to me?” 

“I not doing anything. This is what you wanted, and now you can’t take your own medicine?” 

“I’m not a child,” I shouted. 

“You should be prepared for what a man has to go through, because if you’re as vulnerable and you put me through hell from the day I met you, then if you go through the same thing you put me through, then you should be able to weather the storm, because it’s coming. Let’s see if you can handle what I’ve been able to handle being in love with you, and being tormented by you in the last two years.” 

I began banging on the door, and shouting, “Come out of there, and don’t you fuck those men, because if you do I don’t want you anymore.”

“Well, I am going to fuck them, and if you don’t want me, then I don’t give a flying fuck. You had your chances, and now you have no more.” 

Balling my fist, I banged harder. People were beginning to rush upstairs to see what the commotion was about. I turned to them, and said, “Fuck off.” Jake’s friends turned up their noses and disappeared. I didn’t know what my friends were doing. 

“If you don’t leave, Commando, I’m calling security, and they will escort you off my property.” 

“You think you’re raising hell, Commando, or whatever the fuck your name is.” 

“When I raise hell, baby, you’ll know it.” And I strolled way from his door, down the stairs, packed my bags and drove home.         
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Chapter 2 

Harlen
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“What the fuck is that?” Carlos asked, grabbing my arm as a feral pig darted across the road in front of the van Commando had sent to pick us up from the private airstrip near Houston. The van was luxurious, and I could swear we were still in Clay’s private jet. It had all the amenities, except it didn’t come with a chef or steward. Everyone turned and watched the pig snort, glance at us, and take it’s time crossing the road with it almost sending the van into a ditch. 

“Haven’t you seen one of these before? It’s a pig,” I said to Carlos. Parker had screamed, Carlos had his fingers wrapped around my wrists when Parker glanced around, then hunched his shoulders as he glared at everyone, holding on to Tony, then composing himself after Tony offered him a kiss to quiet him. Finally, Parker decided to sit straight up, apparently ashamed of his outburst, but nevertheless not offering an explanation why his scream terrified us with fear.  

“Tell me, Tony, sweetheart, why are we here in no-man’s land trying to get this guy, Commando, to come off the reservation, and back to the land where there are humans and little else? I say leave him out here in this prairie. I want to go home, or to Miami for a vacation,” Parker whined. 

“This isn’t a prairie, baby, it’s—"

“I don’t care what it is. We’ve been driving for hours, and at first I saw what I thought could be a city, and now it’s no more, and there’s nothing but highway and trees and old barns. When is this going to come to an end?” 

“You might as well say it, Parker.” Parker leaned over, and rolled his eyes at Carlos. “Never mind, I’ll say it for you, are we there yet?” Carlos added.  

“Harlen has to bring Commando back, because Clayton Westbourne will lose everything he put into his theater and hotel, including the restaurant and shops. He shelled out a lot of his own money to pay these guys and keep them under contract. He even invested some of his money from his hotel fortune, and he has to pay his son part of that money when he turns twenty-one, but he’s been stalling his son since he found out that Commando, the main attraction, may not be there when we open next month. Clayton has had to move the date of the opening each week, because some of us aren’t ready,” Carlos said. 

“And we know who that is,” Parker suggested.

“Now do you know why we’re here, Parker?” 

“To save someone’s ass I’ve never met. He must be some kind of man. Any time my Tony here will fly out—” 

“Dude. My Harlen is some kind of man, because he hates flying and he travels by bus everywhere he goes,” Carlos said. “Do you know what it is to ride a bus? You have to—”  

“There is no way I would ride a bus, even if someone paid me. I didn’t know that about you, Harlen,” Parker said leaning over and touching his hand. “I’ve known you a long time, and I wouldn’t have guessed you have a fear of flying—” 

“I don’t have a fear of flying, it’s just that I don’t want to fly—” 

“That sounds like fear—” Parker contended, wanting to have the last word.

“Did you hear what my man said?” Carlos interjected. 

“I heard. I heard. But I’ve known him longer than you,” Parker added, leaning forward, and narrowing his glance at Carlos. 

“What does that make you, a friend? He’s fucking me, and I’d say that trumps a friend every time,” Carlos said, turned and laid his head on my shoulder, and his hand between my legs. “Isn’t that right, baby.” 

“Anything you say, sweetheart,” I said to appease Carlos, and to stop the bickering that would soon spill over and out at Commando’s ranch, and now I didn’t need that distraction from our two immature-behaving young men.   

Finally, the van came to a stop, and the driver put in the code to gain access to the ranch. We drove in and then another long ride. “For fuck’s sake will we ever get to the house?” Parker said, and blew out a sigh, then turned to Tony after throwing one of his childish fits. 

That was Parker. I just hoped he and Carlos wouldn’t get into it before we reached the ranch, and I could talk to Commando. This would be a long fucking day with zero chances of success if the attention fell solely on them.  

As we neared the ranch, there were dogs and cats, chickens, and I could hear cows, horses, and who knew what was out there on his farm, but you could smell the manure in the air, and we knew we had to step carefully. There were rows of corn and other crops for miles. “Who takes care of this place when Commando is working away from home?” 

“I have no idea. And don’t ask him his personal business, baby,” Tony admonished Parker. “What did I tell you, Parker?” 

“I’ll get a whipping if I overstep my bounds.” Parker glanced around with a broad smile.  

“Oh, for crying out loud, is he a child or what?” Carlos asked. I glanced over at Carlos and furrowed my brow hoping Parker didn’t hear Carlos, and I reassessed my idea when I thought of Tony and Parker coming along to help me seal the deal to get Commando back to Miami. You work with what you’ve got, as the saying went. I didn’t have much to work with when I set out for Texas to get a determined, demoralized, heartbroken Commando back to Miami Beach. The plan was unraveling with each word Parker spoke, and Carlos became impatient with Parker. 

Parker had been outspoken, nosy, rubbed some people the wrong way, and he wanted to interfere in everyone’s business. Carlos showed a little restraint when confronting Parker. Carlos had been the type to throw a punch first and apologize later if then. However, he knew how important it was to check his behavior, and especially with the likes of Parker.  

“Parker was Parker,” some would say... Whatever that meant.  
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Chapter 3

Harlen
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“Come in everyone, my people here will assign you all to a room,” Commando said, pointing to a young blonde woman sitting at a desk. “If you have any concerns while here, “Bailey Marie will address them. If you’d like to take a shower before we eat and talk, then feel free to talk to Bailey and she’ll expedite the process. Just tell her if you want to be on the first or second floor.” 

Parker glanced over at the pretty blonde who looked up after her name had been called twice and raised her hand, then she offered everyone a pleasant southern, all-teeth smile. 

“If you don’t want to freshen up and take a shower before dinner and just relax, there are places outdoors and my help can bring you iced tea and sandwiches. In about an hour you can meet me out back, and I’ll have something for you meat eaters and hard drinkers, and maybe we can settle this once and for all,” Commando said, offering me and Carlos a hug before looking around. “I didn’t expect to see new faces.” His eyes landed on Parker, because he was the only one Commando didn’t know. 

“I don’t think you’ve met my husband, Parker,” Tony offered, wrapping his arms around a dapper-looking Parker dressed in his Wrangler jeans, held up by a small belt with a large turquois buckle. His blue jean shirt didn’t exactly fit the occasion. Although it had the look of that kind of shirt, it was made of a soft silky material adorned with silver Indian jewelry around his neck, and on his wrists. 

Parker always appeared to know, or thought he knew how to dress appropriately for an occasion, and I suspected that irked Carlos too who was just learning to find his style, given the immediate circumstances of being in my life which had proved challenging. When Carlos argued with anyone it was because he saw them as a threat. I wasn’t sure what Parker’s problem was with Carlos.    

“You know we’re happily married, and have children just in case you were thinking that Tony was on the market.” Oh, for fuck’s sake here Parker goes. I needed him to keep a low profile and shut his ever-working mouth. Not insert his insecurities about Tony into every situation. “I hear you’re out there, and I’m happily married too, if you get any bright ideas in the little space of time we’re here. You did say your name was Commando, or did I hear about you from someone. Oh, yeah, it was Carlos.” 

Carlos tightened his jaw and flexed his fingers.

“I’m sure you heard about me, Parker. I may not be famous in your area, but when it comes to strippers, those in that world know me well. And that’s why everyone is here to convince me they need what I bring to the table.” 

“And what exactly is it that as you said you brought to the table? As far as I’m concerned if you came to the table, and you didn’t bring a knife and a fork, and meat, I wouldn’t be interested,” Parker said, waggling his forehead and offering a wide grin, then he turned to keep an eye on the young blonde when Tony asked for a room overlooking the cornfield. I suspected it was to see if Parker would have any trouble with her concerning Tony. It was known that Tony had once been straight before meeting Parker, and I thought Parker didn’t want to take any chances that he would go back to his other life. 
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