
  
    [image: Snowed In]
  


  
    
      Snowed In

      
        SNOW HOLLOW

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        CHEYENNE BROWNING

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Snowed In ©

      Copyright 2023 Cheyenne Browning

      Dark Sins Publishing

      Cover art by Black Wolf Art and Designs

      All rights reserved under the Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher/author.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to five years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Cheyenne Browning

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Glancing at the clock on my wall, I curse under my breath. Brushing the flour from my apron, I take it off, careful not to get any on my nice dress. Tossing the apron on the counter, I leave the mess for later to clean up. Picking up my purse, I flip the light switch, open the door, and lock it behind me.

      I have somewhere to be and as usual, I’m running late. I rush out to the street, climb in my car, and crank it. Pulling out into the traffic, I head towards the outskirts of town. The clock on my dash tells me I’m already ten minutes late, so I push the car to go faster as the traffic lightens around me.

      I’ve been looking for a new place to call home. I run a gluten-free baking service. Mostly specializing in sweets, but I can make almost anything the client requests. My specialty is carrot cake. That delicious cake tastes just like actual flour and not a drop of that nasty gluten-free aftertaste that some things leave in your mouth.

      That’s what I was finishing up when I realized what time it was. A carrot cake for a client that they need first thing in the morning. It was a last minute request and so I needed to get it done today. I couldn’t refuse the request, especially knowing I am looking to buy a new house.

      I have celiacs disease and so I started my own little business when I had such a hard time finding what I wanted or they just tasted horrible. For three years, I’ve lived in that crap apartment building working on growing my business.

      It’s finally paid off and I’ve saved enough to buy myself a house just outside the city. This will give me more room to breathe, fewer people to complain that I keep them up when I cook at night because of my insomnia, and a larger working space.

      It’s a huge move and the next logical step for me. Being the overwhelmed creature I am, I hired the first realtor my friend suggested to me. Riley Pierce. She’s supposed to be some badass realtor that can find me my dream home and get it for a fraction of the asking cost.

      I turn left at the stop sign, looking for the address. It’s nearly dark now, so it’s getting harder to see. The realtor asked me to meet her here late so that she can head to her own home after we’re done. She apparently lives a few streets over and that’s why she knew of this house coming up on the market this morning.

      There it is. I pull over onto the side of the road, staring up at the enormous house before me. Damn, that’s a nice house. There is a flower bed that lines the edges, a porch that expands the front of the house and winds around the sides. A wrap-around porch, yes, please.

      The front windows have wooden shutters that are closed currently. Oh, I can keep any nosy neighbors from seeing inside if I want. Yes, more time for me to lounge around naked. I hate fucking clothes, or at least most clothes. The most I usually wear are an over-large t-shirt and some boy shorts. And that’s only when I can’t be naked.

      I open the car door climbing out. Taking a step away from my car, I hear the door open. Light shines behind the woman in the opening, making it hard to see her. I smile, walking toward her quickly.

      “I’m so sorry I’m late. I got distracted and forgot the time.”

      “Don’t worry about it.” Riley reassures me quickly.

      Her voice is silky to my ears and my heart skips slightly, her body backs up into the light so that I can enter. I hesitate in the doorway as I get a good look at her.

      Riley Pierce is dressed in a pantsuit. The pants are a rich red. The top is a black lace corset layered underneath a matching red jacket. Her hips catch my eyes as she turns away from me. Her ass is something of perfection, straight from my dreams. So big and beautiful. Something I can sink my teeth into. Fuck, where did that thought come from? I shake my head and close the front door behind me, taking a moment to gather my thoughts.

      I feel so underdressed next to her even though I’m really not. My cute little black dress with its cinched waist has a light covering of flour near the bottom just above my knees, despite my apron I wore earlier. My three tails nearly match my dress, all three of them a deep black with the tips that are dark pink leading into a light pink. My ears, poking out from my dark hair, match my tails. A pink pearl necklace my dad had given me for the holidays last year to coordinate colors. Yeah, she definitely looks better than I do right now.

      “This way is the living room.” Riley calls out to me from a room to my right.

      I’m standing in a little entrance area, big enough for a small closet and maybe a little table for keys or something. Nothing fancy or anything. Stepping into the room I heard Riley call from, I find myself in a large open floor living room that leads into the kitchen and dining room together.

      “Holy shit, it’s gorgeous!” My mouth drops open as I look around.

      A gas fireplace is along the wall of the living room. It’s currently lit and is putting a glow along the couch facing it. The people who are selling this haven’t got all of the furniture out yet, so a few pieces still linger.

      “Isn’t it? I wanted this exact house a few years ago, and they weren’t ready to sell it yet. In fact, if she hadn’t accidentally wound up pregnant with another child, I think they would have retired here.”

      “I can see why. This place is like something from a dream.”

      Dropping my purse on the couch, stepping up to the kitchen counter, so fucking large. An island sits in the middle. Big enough for me to roll my dough on. Quartz countertops will make it easier to bake on too. Damn, this really is a dream right now.

      A dishwasher, a double stove, a double sink with a spraying head, and even a separate fridge and freezer combo. How did Riley know this was the right place for me, cause damn it's everything I could have needed for my baking?

      “How did you find everything I needed, and I didn’t even tell you what it was?” I stare open mouthed at her as she smiles.

      “I may have googled you when a friend told me who you were. When the owners told me they were selling in hopes I’d buy it, I knew it would be the perfect place for you.” She shrugs, but I can see the blush as it creeps up her neck and over her cheeks.

      Turning away from her, rubbing my hand along the cold quartz. “It really is my dream. There has to be some catch? This is too perfect to be anything else but a bad dream.”

      “No catch, just lucky timing and a good realtor.”

      I laugh at her cockiness. She is something else.

      “Let’s go to the other side and see the bedroom.” Riley’s voice is lower than it was a moment ago and curiously, I turn around to find her studying me.

      Her eyes burning with something I can’t quite place. My ears twitch slightly as she stares. Her eyes look up to meet them. Fucking hell, I force my ears to still.

      Oh, what I would do to her if I could put her on this counter and nuzzle into that long neck she has. Oh shit, where did that thought come from?

      Riley clears her throat and leads me through the living room and back across the entrance to the right side of the house. I can’t help myself but to watch her ass as it sways in front of me. I just want to take one bi…

      “This is the bedroom, and through here is the en suite bathroom.” Riley enters the bathroom, falling out of my sight, forcing me to look at the bedroom.

      The room is large, big enough to have a king-size bed, plus a couch and tv. There is another gas fireplace along the back wall and it is dark in the room instead of lit like the living room.

      Taking a deep breath, I enter the bathroom, where Riley waits for me. She is sitting on the edge of a large clawfoot tub. A tv is mounted on the wall beside the tub, allowing whoever is laying inside it to comfortably watch something.

      Riley is balanced on the edge, watching me. I clear my throat and look around the room. To the left is a large walk-in shower that spans nearly the entire wall. A heated floor with a heated bench in the center. Two waterfall shower heads, along with two removable ones on either side.

      “Well damn, that is something out of movies.”

      Riley chuckles. “Check out that walk-in closet over there before you say anything else.”

      I look in the direction she points. Next to the wall of the shower is an open door that leads to a large walk-in closet. It’s so large it has an island in the center, drawers on one side and cabinets on the other.

      A small settee sits at the far end near a window. Shelves, racks, and drawers create literally just the heaven of closets in this little room. Holy fuck, this closet is nearly as big as my entire bedroom at the apartment. It’s damn sure bigger than the kitchen there.

      I step out of the closet and run right into Riley, who’s coming into it. Oomph. “Sorry.” We both mumble as Riley reaches out to steady me by grabbing my shoulders, while my hands move to do the same at her waist.

      I drop my hands quickly once I recover and back up. Riley’s hands fall away, but not before they leave my skin burning with desire. The blush that I can feel creeping up my neck has my face heating. My tails do a quick flip through the air, my nerves and desire mingling to create an inferno within my body.

      “This closet is enormous! This house can’t be this good. If it is, surely I can’t afford it!”

      “Let me worry about the price. It’s in your budget. But let me show you the rest of the house.” Riley turns around.

      “The rest? What else can there be?”

      “You’ll see.”

      Riley’s hips continue their sway, but now the snakes woven into her hair are also swaying slightly back and forth. The dark green scales of the snakes are nearly hidden within her dark hair.

      Riley is a Gorgon, which I already knew, but watching the snakes as they sway has my tails following along. Something about snakes and foxes that makes the prey and predator thing kick in.

      Following her to the entrance and then back through the living room and kitchen, she hesitates at a door I didn’t notice before, looking back at me with a smile.

      She opens the back door, stepping through and to the side. I have to squeeze myself into the area, my whole body brushing against her front. Her breath stops and so does mine, but I ignore my reaction and hers as I turn away from her to head down the small ramp. It isn’t very high, so it’s only a few steps, then it enters into a small covered porch that’s screened in.

      My mouth drops open, my tails going crazy behind me. I hear Riley chuckle from over my shoulder, just behind me. She leans into my neck, just below my ear.

      “Worth saving it for last?” she whispers, damn near touching my neck. I can feel my tails as they swish against her body with her so close to me.

      I shiver but nod in confirmation. “This is insane. No way I can afford to stay here.”

      Outside of the porch, the entire little yard is lit by glowing rays coming from a little glass house. Inside of the house is a pool. A fucking pool in the yard. No way this is real. The pool has blue lights inside it that are creating the glow.

      “Come on, let’s get a closer look.”

      Riley grabs my waist and pushes me forward a little before dropping her hands to move past me. I almost stop her from walking away from me, my body reacting to her touch, but I let her continue on. She opens the screen door, and it makes my feet move toward her automatically, following along quietly. My heartbeat is loud in my ears and my tails swish softly behind me.

      The yard is surrounded by a six-foot privacy fence, an extra four foot of security screen above that, ensuring no one will be able to see into the backyard while I swim. Riley opens the glass door leading into the pool, leaving me to follow.

      The pool is so gorgeously lit up, a sunk in hot tub is in the far back corner of the building. I couldn’t see it from the porch. There is a small bathroom on the other side of the building, almost closet sized and surrounded by only curtains, but hey it works.

      Riley picks up a remote off a little round table in the corner near the bathroom. A few pool chairs sit around it. Riley sits in the chair and holds the remote up.

      “Ready to see this?”

      I nod and watch as she presses a button. The lights change in the pool, turning a deep red, lowering the amount of light in the room. I hear motors as something moves around me. The fucking walls. There is an automated curtain that you can close.

      “Fuck yes! Skinny Dipping!” I squeal loudly.

      Riley laughs and my face burns with embarrassment.

      “I didn’t say that out loud, did I?” Covering my burning cheeks with my hands.

      “Yes, yes you did. But don’t worry,” she winks at me, her snakes sitting up in attention, “I was thinking the same thing.” Her eyes bore into mine, then they lower to my dress, then down to my thighs. Fuck me.

      “There is no way I can afford this, Riley. I know you aren’t trying to be cruel, but if I don’t get this place then, fucking hell, nothing is ever going to compare to this house.”

      Riley clicks the buttons again, opening the walls back up. Standing, she makes her way over to me. “You let me worry about you getting this place and you just start packing. I’ll have you in before the new year gets here. Now, let’s go home for tonight and in the morning, I will make the offer. I will make sure it’s yours if you want it.”

      “Do I want it? Fuck yeah I do! You get me this house Riley Pierce, and I’ll bake you the best damn gluten-free cake you will ever taste.”

      “You’ve got a deal.” Riley smiles at me before leading the way from the pool house and back inside.

      I pick up my purse from the couch before leaving her to lock up. I hesitate on the porch as I tell her I would talk to her soon. I want to say more, but my idiot ass just waves and walks away. Sliding into my car to leave, without uttering the words I so wish I had.

      I should have asked that beautiful, wonderful woman out on a date.
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      I punch the dough, turning it over with my hands, kneading the ball of dough into the counter a little too hard. I cut the ball into four smaller sections with my scraper. Setting three of them out of the way, I pick up the last one to lay on my pile of flour. I pick up my rolling pin, dusting the flour across its smooth surface.

      Pushing the dough in the directions I want it to go, I think back to last night. That fucking house was amazing. But Riley was.. well, she was.. hell, I don’t even know what to say. I push the dough outwards, turning it to repeat it, until I have a large circle.

      She was definitely flirting with me. I think she was anyway. Fuck, I have no idea. Tossing the rolling pin to the counter. I should have done it, should have just asked her out. But of course I didn’t and now I’m here taking my frustration out on these gluten-free pizza orders. Ugh.

      I grab the mozzarella I had formed into long strips earlier. Laying it around the circle, I fold over the dough so the cheese is nestled into the pocket. Pushing down with my thumb to seal the crease. When I’m done, I lay it to the side so I can repeat the process with the other three dough balls.

      Should I call her? Maybe ask her out? No, fuck no, I can’t do
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