
[image: ]

[image: ]

EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

www.evernightpublishing.com

––––––––

Copyright© 2025 Violet Stone

––––––––

ISBN: 978-0-3695-1318-2

Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

Editor: CA Clauson

––––––––

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

––––––––

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.  No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews. No AI Training permitted.

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Snowed In with Her Bully

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Epilogue

DEDICATION

For those who enjoy second chance love stories.

SNOWED IN WITH HER BULLY

Romance on the Go ®

Violet Stone

Copyright © 2025

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


November 

Britney’s hot pink nails flew across the keyboard. She was in the zone. She kind of had to be. As the new head of marketing for Body and Soul, a new and rapidly rising beauty company to hit the market, there really wasn’t time to stop and think. She finished her email and checked her schedule for the day. She had two meetings, graphics to approve, and an event to organize with the events team. She sighed, her gaze casting out of her office window. It didn’t matter that Christmas was just around the corner, there was no stopping. If anything, the company had been busier than ever, hoping to launch products in time for the Christmas gifting season. 

Britney watched the outside world go by, feeling very much like a fairy trapped in a snow globe. Londoners wrapped up against the biting winter chill were hurrying along the streets to dive into the nearest tube station or coffee shop. 

There was a knock at her office door, bringing her back to reality.  “Britney?”

“Yes, come in, Maggie.” 

The woman smiled, pushing her way into the room. She clutched two large marketing posters in her hands. “Can I get your approval on these, please?”

“Sure,” she replied, swinging her legs out from under her desk and helping Maggie uncurl the posters. 

They were ... okay. But not what they had discussed. Britney liked Maggie, she really did, but sometimes she went in her own direction. Britney made sure that all her briefs were based on carefully cultivated data and market research. Why was that so hard to understand? Why did Maggie always seem to ignore her? To ignore the facts? She took a deep inhale through her nose.  

“Well?” Maggie asked. 

“Well, they are very ... red.” 

“Yes, but it’s Christmas. It’s red and eye-catching.” 

Britney felt the familiar tingles of anxiety trickle up her arm like water. She tried to smile, all the while employing her breathing techniques. If this were a few years ago, she would have said, sure, go ahead, and then proceeded to have a stress cry in the office bathroom. But not anymore. She was different now. She could stand up for herself after letting people walk over her for so long. It’s almost like she learned the word “no” at age twenty-five. 

“No, sorry, Maggie. While I appreciate the effort and thought, this is an aromatherapy range designed to promote rest and relaxation. The colors should coordinate with that. Please re-do this by the end of the day with the discussed colors, lavender and sky blue.” 

Maggie sighed dramatically. Britney met her gaze. She would not back down. Why did this feel like a great battle, as opposed to a minor inconvenience? Guess there was still a meek little part of herself, a part longing to wake up, and fuck with her life. 

Well, she would not back down. 

“Okay,” said Maggie, leaving her office. 

Britney rolled her eyes and sat back at her desk. Not a minute later a FaceTime call came through. Lily. That brought a smile to her face. Her best friend calling her always did. 

“Hello, there,” she answered.

Lily grinned, shoving her dark curls out of her face. She’d made no effort to get rid of the paint streaks covering her smattering of freckles. 

Britney laughed. “I’d ask how your exhibition is coming along, but I think I have the answer.” 

Lily checked her reflection on her screen. “Oh!” she giggled, and it was like being transported back to their school days in California. It felt like a lifetime ago since she moved to London. She missed her best friend. She should tell her that more often. 

“I miss you. To what do I owe the honor of your call?” 

Lily’s smile faltered for a second. She took a sip of her coffee, the chipped mug also covered in paint, of course.

“Well, I miss you, too. But good news, you won’t for much longer. Brad and I have decided to elope! In England!”

Why the nerves? Why did she seem scared of telling her this? 

“That’s great! When?” 

Lily licked her lips. “Well, okay, so maybe elope is the wrong word. We are having a small wedding, and I’d love you to be my maid of honor!” 

Britney’s eyes widened. Lily and Brad were anything but traditional. They were high school sweethearts and Britney loved them both. But she wasn’t loving this conversation. It had come out of nowhere! But it was Lily, should she really be surprised?

“Yes, yes, of course, I’d love to be your maid of honor.” Her smile faded when Lily continued to look nervous. 

“Lil, what aren’t you telling me?” She narrowed her eyes at her. 

“Okay, so, well, it’s going to be this Christmas.” Lily raised her eyebrows at her to hammer home her point. 

Britney took a deep breath. “Like the Christmas next month Christmas?”

“Yep.” Lily smiled sheepishly. “We found this adorable little place—apparently it’s super haunted too, which, cool—called Meadowbank Hall. It makes it sound a lot grander than it is, but it’s a beautiful old house with a chapel and a couple of cottages on the grounds for guests. Plus, we’re all coming to you, so it’s not like you have to book a flight or anything!”

A half-smile curved her lips. “Lil, I would travel to Antarctica if it’s where you wanted to get married.”

Besides, Britney wasn’t exactly giving up a fun Christmas. Her mom had passed away when she was young, and her dad was much too invested in his new wife and their kid to even notice she was there. If she were honest, this was the perfect thing to happen to her—like an advanced Christmas gift!

“I knew it.” Lily beamed. “And don’t worry, no maid of honor duties for you. We’re keeping things super simple, and I’ve already bought your dress.” 

That made her nervous. She tugged at her sleeves, pulling them down so that they covered her arms even more. 

“I’ll send you a photo when I get the chance and forward you all of the travel arrangements. But long story short, I’ll be in England in less than a month and we’ll be reunited!” Lily squealed. 

Lily’s enthusiasm was infectious. It always had been.

Curiosity got the better of her. “So, who else is going?”

“Just our parents and a few friends. Hardly anyone.”

“Lily, is he going?” Britney refused to say his name. Names had power. Name calling had power. He knew that well enough. 

Lily shifted in her seat. “Well, you know how close Jacob and Brad got, they went to the same college. And really, he’s changed, Britney, I promise.” 

Jacob Harris. Changing. Could the devil himself earn a place in heaven? She thought not. Her tormentor, her bully, one of four, during her school years who left her with more invisible scars than she could count. Lily didn’t know the extent of it, how truly bad it had been. She’d kept that to herself, so she could hardly blame her or Brad for inviting him. 

But this wasn’t going to stop her. He wasn’t going to stop her. This was her life, and she would take control. 

Britney plastered a smile on, crinkling her pink lips.

“I’ll be there. See you soon, I love you.” 
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Chapter Two
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December 

Meadowbank Hall truly was in the middle of nowhere. Oh, well, a little voice inside her mind said, it’s the perfect place to murder Jacob and no one would ever know. 

Britney gritted her teeth. She hated that he lived rent-free inside her head. What was it he even did now? What did he look like? Did he look the same? She certainly didn’t. And she couldn’t wait for him to lock eyes with her. She was basically a woman transformed from their school days. Taunts like “fat Britney” would be long in the past. She’d kept her curves, but she’d lost a bunch of weight, lost her acne and her braces. She kept her natural, long blonde hair, though.

As the sky darkened, its purple hues mixing with the inky blackness, she glanced out of the cab window. They must be nearly there—they’d been driving for two hours. This was going to cost her. Lily had offered to pay, because despite her free-spirit nature, she and Brad were richy rich rich. But she declined, as she always did. She hated the feeling of owing anyone anything. Even her best friend. 

“Here we are, miss,” said the driver. “This is the village, and that’s Meadowbank Hall.” He pointed and she squinted against the poor light. 

Wow. It was gorgeous. It stood tall and proud, like yes, despite my ancient years, beauty and strength lie here. Rolling hills enshrouded it in an
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