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Stuck With You

To say the trip from New York City to Bozeman, Montana, was a delight would send thousands of lightning bolts through my ass. The trip was hell. Pure hell. 

It all started from the moment my boss, Mr. Nichols, pulled up to my apartment and began to blast the horn on his brand new sports car. His mouth seemed to run non-stop on lecturing me about how to do my job and how to act with the client, while I was in Mammoth Winters, Montana. I had already overslept and didn’t have time to make a pot of coffee so his lecturing irritated me to no end. Once I finally escaped him, I made my way through the long security line only to hear the sound of wonders. Beep. Beep. Beep. Something on me made the airport security machine go off so I was offered a wonderful, free patdown by a heavyset woman, who seemed to absolutely despise her job. By the time I got to my gate, the flight was already boarding. So still no coffee.

The man who sat next to me had the bladder of a pea and kept climbing over me to go use the restroom. Halfway through the flight, the plane hit turbulence, which caused the flight attendant to spill a cup of soda all over me. The toddler behind me kicked my seat non-stop despite me asking his mother to control him. If I didn’t know better, I would say he started kicking my seat even more after my request to her. And, finally, my suitcase arrived on the baggage claim conveyor with airline duct tape all over it. Someone had broken my bag. It looked like it had been in a tornado. 

Eight hours later and I am plopped down on my busted up suitcase, at Bozeman Airport, waiting for my ride to my next work assignment. And still no coffee.

Fuck my life.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“Jack Knolls! Jack Knolls! Is there a Jack Knolls here?” A tall, thin man wearing blue jeans, a red flannel shirt, and brown cowboy boots called out in a slight western drawl. He had shaggy, dirty blonde hair which hung down a bit in his face. His jawline was chiseled, the bridge of his nose was crooked, and he had a long vertical scar running from the left side of his nose halfway to his ear. 

“Jack Knolls!” He shouted again leaning against a black monster truck. At least that’s what it looked like to a city girl like me. Most people in the city didn’t drive trucks. It was lifted to the point that it had a step mounted below the door. “Jack Knolls from Gear Magazine? Are you here or not?”

“Gear Magazine?” I whispered to myself before I stood. “Are you from Calloway Ranch?” 

The man turned and faced my direction. His eyes widened. Then they traveled from my head to my toes and back up again. Finally, he smiled and made his way over to me.

“Well, hello there. Who might you be, darling?” I bit back a growl and instead gave him a sweet smile.

“Are you from Calloway Ranch?” He seemed surprised by my question as though I hadn’t even asked it two seconds ago. 

“I am.” His brown eyes narrowed in on me, an eyebrow rose, and he crossed his arms in front of his chest. “Still doesn’t tell me who you are though, darling.” His flirty tone was gone. He was now talking with arrogance.

“I believe I would be Jack Knolls. Or as everyone else calls me Jacqueline Knolls.” There was no holding back my irritation. Each and every word was covered in no caffeine, moody New Yorker attitude.

“There’s no way in hell,” he chuckled. “He is going to have a fit.”

“He?” I questioned with my own eyebrow raised.

“Oh. You’ll find out soon enough.” He seemed royally amused by whatever was going on. 

“Are you going to take me to Calloway Ranch or just sit here and keep flappin’ your gums?” 

“Flappin’ my gums? What does that even mean?”

“It means you talk to damn much.” I snatched the handle of my suitcase with one hand and grabbed my carry on bag with my other hand. “Where can I put my stuff... darling?”

“You’re feisty,” he laughed then took my suitcase from me. He extended his free hand toward me. “The name’s Daniel Prescott. You can call me Danny.” 

“Jacqueline,” I stated letting my temper settle. It wasn’t his fault that I still hadn’t had a drop of coffee. Or a good trip for that matter.

“Well, Miss Jacqueline, let’s get you to Mammoth Winters.” He strolled over to his truck with me following closely. 

“Any chance we can swing by a coffee place before we hit the road?” 

“Sure. We can do that.” He placed my bags in the backseat. Like a gentleman, he opened the passenger door for me. “Need help up?” The truck seemed even bigger up close and made me regret wearing heels and a dress on the flight. 

“If you wouldn’t mind,” I sighed then took his offered hand. He helped me into the beast of a truck. Once I was settled in my seat, he closed the door and made his way into the driver’s seat. 

The truck smelled like cherries, cologne, and leather. My fingers couldn’t help but run across the smooth, black leather console that was between Daniel and me. My attention fell to the dashboard. There was a touchscreen big enough to watch a movie on. Inspecting everything else in the truck, I came to the conclusion it had every bell and whistle on it.

“Like it?” Daniel asked as he turned the key in the ignition. The engine rumbled so loud it vibrated my seat giving me an instant throb between my thighs. To dull the throb, I crossed my legs and hoped like hell my vibrator was still somewhere inside my busted up suitcase.

*

[image: ]


Daniel was a godsend and kept to his word about getting me coffee before our journey. The trip to Mammoth Winters, Montana, was less than a two-hour drive. However, with a very talkative Daniel, who was giving me the history of Montana and his life, the trip seemed to take forever.

“Here we are... Calloway Ranch,” Daniel announced as the dirt road finally turned to pavement and we were no longer in a dense forest.

“Wow.” It was the only thing my brain could come up with. 

My mind was busy being enchantilized by the breathtaking view in front of me. It was something straight out of a picture. Miles of fields and picket fences. Off in the distance were mountains. The sun beaming down on the just right. The sky was blue with white fluffy clouds scattered throughout it. My busy, stressful tense life seemed to roll off my shoulders and out the door. 

As we headed down the paved road. It seemed to go on for miles, Daniel gave me a rundown on the fields, animals, and people we passed by. There was so much to Calloway Ranch. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Maybe something out of the old westerns? Tumbleweeds tumbling around, dust flying through the air, ranch home in the middle of nowhere with a few horses in a coral type of old western.

Nothing could have prepared me for the beauty of Calloway Ranch. 

“Can I put the window down?” I asked a little too excited. 

Daniel laughed then rolled down all of the windows from his control panel. I found myself leaning towards the open window and wanting to stick my head out. Just like a dog. Wouldn’t my mom be proud? 

“You can take your seatbelt off if you want to stick your head out the window. I’m not going over ten miles per hour.”

“That’s okay.” Ten miles per hour or not, my seatbelt wasn’t coming off until we were parked. Just one of those quirks about me. “I’ll settle for my hand out the window.”

“Fair enough,” he smiled turning off the a.c. with one hand while the other one kept us on the road. 

When he finally had his full attention on the road, I stuck my hand out the window and basked in the cool breeze. I took a deep breath in and closed my eyes to bask in the fresh mountain air. The Big Apple definitely didn’t have this kind of air. 

The Big Apple had been my home my entire life. I didn’t know much else. That’s why I went into journalism hoping I would be able to travel the world. Finding new things to explore and try. Montana hadn’t been my ideal destination. Hell, I had forgotten it was a state until Mr. Nichols gave me the assignment. But here I was in Mammoth Winters, Montana, enjoying the world around me.

“There she is... ” Daniel called out making me open my eyes to see what he was talking about. A few hundred feet from us was a very large mansion. “... Calloway Estate home of Brent Calloway the extraordinaire.”

“Extraordinaire?” I turned to face Daniel. He glanced at me, gave me a wink then looked back at the road.

“I made the last part up. He’s extraordinary but not in the way either of us would hope. He’s a...” His words died off. “Just don’t let his harsh tongue get to you. He’s like that with everyone. Okay?” 

“Harsh tongue?” The truck came to a stop. “What? What’s wrong?” My voice had a hint of panic. I wasn’t sure why. Maybe because he was telling me that the man I was going to be following around and interviewing for the next two weeks was an asshole.

“We’re here.” He turned to me. “If you have any problems, just ask someone to get me. Okay?” 

“Daniel, you’re scaring the hell out of me.” I turned in my seat and faced him.

“I just don’t want him letting his past cause him to treat you any way that you shouldn’t be treated. That’s all.”

“Past? Am I safe being here?”

“He won’t hurt you. Promise. He’s just an asshole. But you got me on your side.” He gave me what appeared to be a genuine smile then took hold of his door handle. “I’ll help you down.”

“Shouldn’t we talk more about this, Daniel?” 

“You’ll be fine. Promise,” he chuckled then climbed out of the truck. It wasn’t long before he had helped me down and grabbed my bags. With shaky legs and a racing heart, I followed him up to the large wooden double doors. The door on the right had a gold door knocker in the shape of a horseshoe. Expecting Daniel to knock, I stopped walking; however, he opened the door and let himself in. 

“You aren’t going to knock?” I gasped. If we did that in New York, we’d end up missing a few teeth.

“Why would I knock at my own cousin’s house? Besides, it’s not like he has a life and I’m going to interrupt anything.” Daniel laughed and shook his head at a thought he had. “This way. Just remember what I said.”

“Daniel,” I groaned. He was amping me up for a battle. A battle that I had no idea how to fight. 

“What the hell took you so long, Danny?” A deep male voice growled. 

“Who is that?” I whispered stepping closer to Daniel for protection. 

“You’ll be fine,” he whispered back. “You’re the one who asked for the last minute favor. So quit your bitchin’!” 

My curiosity wanted to take in the grand entrance of the home and to look up at the chandelier that I knew was above our heads. However, my nerves were too amped up to let my guard down and enjoy the interior of the house. 

Heavy footsteps began heading our way.

“Good luck,” Daniel said to me then set my bags down. 

“What?” I shrieked. “You’re leaving me?”

“You’ll be fine. Promise. I’ll come check on you tomorrow,” he blurted then slipped out the door closing it behind him. 

“What the —”

“Who the hell are you?” The deep male voice asked a few feet from me scaring the life out of me. With a scream, I turned on my heels bringing me face to face with the owner of the voice. The biggest mistake of my twenty-seven years of life. 

“Oh. My,” I managed to breathe out as my eyes ran from the top of his short brown hair, down to his black leather cowboy boots, and back up to rest on a set of amber eyes. 

Women say in books and in movies ‘He was built like a Greek god.’ I never understood it until now. His white t-shirt exposed his large biceps that made my fingers want to dance across them. Even with a shirt on, I could tell his chest was rock hard and he had abs that I could bounce a quarter off of. Just like Daniel, he had a chiseled chin but he didn’t have a crook in the bridge of his nose. The bridge of his nose was smooth. His lips were sexy and screamed kiss me. Facial hair wasn’t usually my thing; however, his beard was kept short and edged up nicely.

“Who the hell are you?” He asked again yanking my attention back up to his beautiful amber-colored eyes, which were glaring down at me. 

“I’m here from Gear Magazine.”

“No. You aren’t,” he replied in a snarl. 

“I’m not?” He shook his head. “Why’s that?”

“Because Gear Magazine was supposed to send a man. You are clearly,” he gestured at me, “not a man.”

“I am if you add a W and an O in front of the word man,” I smirked. I doubted he had a sense of humor so he would most likely take my sentence like a blow to the face.

“Funny. Real funny,” he said in a monotone voice. “Seriously. Who the hell are you?” His defined, muscular arms were now crossed in front of his chest. Making him become even more eye candy; despite his nasty temper. 

“I’m Jacqueline Knolls.” A look of horror crossed his face. It was a look that brought me great satisfaction. “Or as Daniel kept calling out... Jack Knolls.” 

“Impossible,” he muttered and walked down the hallway away from me... leaving me standing in the middle of the foyer like an idiot. 

“Well, this is fun.” I rolled my eyes. “Where should I put my bags?” I called out down the hallway in the direction he had went. 

“Outside!” He roared back at me. Outside? Out. Fucking. Side? Before I knew it, I was storming down the way he went after him. 

“Where the hell are you, Mister Outside?” 

As I walked down the hallway, I glanced into every open door and room. Finally, I found him inside a room with a large oak desk. He was sitting in a chair behind the desk reading a stack of papers. If looks could kill, the papers would have burned to a crisp. Without asking for permission, I walked into the office and over to the desk. 

“Well?” I growled at him with one hand on my hip and the other on the desk. 

“Well, what?” He asked glaring above the edge of the papers at me. I honestly didn’t remember what I wanted him to tell me. With the bad boy look on his face, piercing eyes, and the smirk on his juicy lips my mind went off in a different direction. Naughty thoughts of him and I were now dancing around in my mind. The fun we could have on top of his desk. His intense amber-colored eyes staring down at me while he rammed in and out of me as though his life depended on it. 

Get it together, Jacqueline.

“Why... Why are you being like this toward me? You approved the proposal and me coming here for two weeks.”

“I approved the proposal,” he admitted. “But I specifically said no women.” 

“Oh.” The lightbulb finally went off in my head. “I understand now.”

“You do?” He asked with an eyebrow raised as he set the papers down on his desk. 

“The hot ones always are.” Figured. He was too good to be true. Another sexy man lost to the other side. 

“The hot ones are always what?”

“Gay.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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“What?” It was the manliest shriek I had ever heard. “I am not gay!”

“Sorry.” He had made me so upset that I hadn’t considered his feelings about his sexuality. A lot of people still weren’t out in the open because of all the negativity around it. “It’s okay. I won’t tell Daniel. I have lots of gay friends. Your secret is safe with me.”

“I. Am. Not. Gay!” He pushed back from his desk with too much force and the chair tipped back landing him and the chair onto their backs. 

“Oh my god. Are you okay?” I asked running around the desk and dropping down to my knees beside him. He was still sitting in his tipped over chair. His eyes were closed. 

“I am not gay,” he muttered. 

“I won’t bring it up again. Promise.” I held up three fingers in scout’s honor but his eyes were still closed. “Are you okay?” 

“No. I’m not okay.” 

“Are you bleeding?” My hand began patting over him checking for blood. One of his large hands caught my wrist sending a sensation throughout my core. I bit back a moan that shouldn’t have formed to begin with. 

“I’m not gay.” His eyes opened slowly. 

“I told you. I won’t tell a soul. Nor will I mention it again. Promise.” 

“Jacqueline was it?” I nodded. “I assure you. There isn’t a gay bone in my body.” 

“Whatever you say.” He needed to focus on treating his injuries and not worry about giving me excuses about his sexuality. “Do you want me to go grab some ice?” 

“You really don’t listen do you?” His hand let go of my wrist and before I could take my next breath, he was sitting up and had an arm around my waist. His body was warm against my bare arms. I could feel his heartbeat pounding against my breasts which were pressed against his chest. 

“Um...” My brain couldn’t function properly. Even if I had wanted it to.

“I will give you one warning, Jacqueline,” he said huskily with my name lingering on his tongue. “Call me gay one more time and I’m going to prove to you just how gay I am. Understood?” 

“Warning?” My words came out hushed. 

“Yes. Warning. One to be exact. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“Mmm,” I moaned and sunk my top teeth into my lower lip to keep the moan from getting any louder. Gay or not. The thought of him fucking me turned me on to no end. 

“Jacqueline,” he warned reminding me that I was here for business not pleasure.

“Right,” I cleared my throat and tried to stand. His arm was still around my waist. I looked up at him. “Going to let me go? Or am I stuck with you?” 

“Haven’t decided yet,” he smirked. Without a second thought, my head leaned forward and against his chest. The moan I thought was at bay, escaped at his words—‘Haven’t decided yet’. If he kept this up, I was going to decide for him.

It had been over a month since I had sex. A month too long. My body was spooled up tight and there was only so much battery operated boyfriends could do for a lady. 

“Maybe I should go.” Before I get fired. I thought.

“Why’s that?” 

“You wanted me to. And I’m pretty sure fucking you, in the middle of your office, is grounds for me to be terminated.”

“Only if you tell.” I pulled my head back and looked up at him. He was looking down at me like a wolf would look at its prey. I could only hope the wolf was ready to eat. “Do you want me to show you just how gay I am?” 

“Yes,” I breathed with no rationality in sight. ‘Go big or go home,’ they say. 

With one swift move, he had me up and bent over the desk. My breasts pressed against the smooth, wooden surface. My knee length dress was now up around my waist revealing my black lacy thong and upper thigh pink bow tattoos. 

“Mmm. Absolutely beautiful.” His large, callused hand ran across one side of my ass to the other. My pussy throbbed hard, my back arched and I moaned against the desk. “Do I need to be gentle with you, Jacqueline?” 

“No.” Gentle was the last thing I wanted. I needed raw, steamy sex with my screams echoing throughout the entire house. Sex so hard that every piece of furniture would be left in shambles. And we would both be laid out on the floor panting covered in sweat. 

“Are you sure?” 

“You talk too much,” I groaned looking over my shoulder at him. He was giving me his predator-like gaze again. 

This time I didn’t hold back my moan nor did I try to hide my hand as I slid it between my thighs. My fingers moved the thin material of my thong. 

“Mmm. That’s sexy,” he moaned before turning my head and pressing my face down against the desk. My fingers pressed against my clit and moved in a circular motion. Just the way I had always enjoyed getting myself off, when I wasn’t near my vibrator or a man.

The sound of a metal belt buckle jingling snatched my attention away from my pussy. A sound of a zipper opening came next. Finally, the sound of pants dropping to the floor. I imagined what his cock looked like as it sprung free of his pants.

“I want to see.”

“What is it you want to see?” He asked in a husky voice. His hand ran back across my ass.

“You know what I want to see,” I moaned. 

“You don’t have to ask to see to see my cock. You can look all you want.” I looked over my shoulder and my eyes widened. His cock was thick, long, and ready to fuck me. 

“Now,” I pleaded looking up at him. 

“What do you want, Miss Knolls?” Something about him addressing me so formally made a beast inside me roar. I reached up and yanked him by the collar of his shirt down toward me. 

“You. I want you.” He grinned then took hold of my hand and placed it on my lower back. Before he could make his request, I brought my other hand behind my back. 

“Mmm. So well behaved.” His words were pushing me toward the side of me that would dominate him the first chance it got. He needed to take me now. To take me now, while I was still willing to play the good girl. 

“Please?” I begged and pushed my ass back against his cock. “Don’t you want me?” I teased rubbing my ass against his cock. He grabbed my hips firmly. 

“I’m going to fuck you senseless, Miss Knolls.”
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CHAPTER THREE
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With one of his hands holding both of my wrists, he used his other hand to work my thong down my legs and off. The tip of his cock now pressed against my pussy. Without thought, I pushed back against his cock, welcoming him to fuck me. He growled softly and then he slapped my ass. Not too hard. But definitely not soft. It was just the right amount of pain to make my pussy throb and a moan escape me.

“More,” I asked rocking my hips. He kept me in place by pushing down against my back with his hand that held my wrists.

“Miss Knolls, are you going to behave?” 

“No. Not a chance,” I said seductively trying once again to push my ass back against him. 

“Someone is naughty,” he chuckled. Another slap came down against my ass. This time it was hard. I tensed at the pain that lasted briefly. Then the pain was replaced with the pleasure of the stinging tingles left behind from his hand. Pain was pleasure to me. And he was giving me just that. Pleasure. “Like being spanked?”
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