
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SNOWFLAKE’S SPANKING

A Christmas Romance

[image: image]

A BDSM Romance Novel

By

Linzi Basset

[image: image]

––––––––

[image: image]


Copyright © 2019 Linzi Basset - All rights reserved

SNOWFLAKE’S SPANKING

Copyright © 2019 Linzi Basset

Editor: Kristen Breanne

Proofreaders: Marie Vayer, Melanie Marnell, Kemberlee Snelling

Published & Cover Design by: Linzi Basset

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 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Linzi Basset has asserted her rights under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work. All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this eBook only. No part of this eBook may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. 

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, business establishments, or organizations is entirely coincidental. 

Warning: This book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults only, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase.

Disclaimer: Neither the publisher nor the author will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury, or death resulting from the use of the information contained in this book. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Dedication

[image: image]




[image: image]

I needed some assistance deciding on the location for this book and I turned to the members of my Facebook reader-and-fan-group, Linzi’s Luscious Lair. 

They had some terrific suggestions and after I did some research, Pigeon Forge and Gatlinburg in Tennessee were the perfect places for this Christmas story. I mean, where else could the lovers become lost to the rest of the world but somewhere in the Smoky Mountains in a luxury cottage caught in a blizzard ... in front of a roaring fire on a bearskin rug? 

Thank you to Denise Poteetee, Chasity Mahala, Lola Usery, and Rhonda Maricle Spencer who suggested Tennessee. I then asked for suggestions of towns and many voted for Pigeon Forge and Gatlinburg, but I am going to mention them all! 

Thank you, Charlotte Strickland, Kemberlee Snelling, Chasity Mahala, Crystal Shunk, Dana Edmond Thomas, Rhonda Tucker, Deborah Lee, Rhonda Maricle Spencer, and Tammy Long D'Angiolillo.

For the roaring fire and bearskin rug, thank you, Audra Ennis.

This hot and sizzling Christmas romance is dedicated to the lovely members of Linzi’s Luscious Lair! You are such terrific supporters. 
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Dear Reader, 

It’s quickly becoming a tradition to bring a hot Christmas Dom story to you and this year is no different. Well, it is a little, as this story isn’t set in a club scenario ... rather in the snowy hills of the Smoky Mountains. 

The holiday season can bring with it love, joy, and happiness. Snowflake’s Spanking is the story of two people brought together by a snowstorm and an accident. Two people who, unbeknownst to them, shared a tragic past. This Christmas, in finding each other, could they bury the heartache and find love instead?

"One spanking? Just one?" 

"For a start."

The man must be out of his mind if he believed for one second she'd set a foot inside his dungeon ... no matter that she owed him her life.

The last thing Riley Miller expected after she wrapped her car around a boulder in the Smoky Mountains was to wake up to a humongous mountain man. Much less that she would be stuck with him, in his house, until the storm passed. He discombobulated her at first glance, and his dulcet voice toggled a hidden part of her she never knew existed. 

Trent Reeves didn't like people. For that matter, he was known as the Scrooge of Pigeon Forge. It suited him fine, he preferred solitude, especially during Christmas.

That is, until he saved the brunette who appeared so fragile, he named her Snowflake, but who he would soon learn had the potential to awaken the beast inside him and challenge the Dom with her sassiness.

With the beast pacing its cage, wanting a taste of Riley, Trent made no secret of his intentions as he exerted his Domination and introduced her to the pleasures a well delivered erotic spanking offered. 

Would the mutual pain of the past keep them from the possibility of happiness or could they break down each other’s barriers and finally move forward—perhaps even fall in love—in time for Christmas?

Editor’s Note:

Instalove! That is how you will feel about this fast and furious romance among the snow—flakes. A sweet and utterly adorable culmination to the stories of this season, it will make you want to fall in love—and be spanked—for Christmas! Warf! 

It was a wonderful story to write and with it comes the end of an amazing year of achieving my writing goals. I can’t thank all my fans enough for your support. You make this journey worthwhile. 

Merry Christmas to you and your families. 

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Chapter One
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“I don’t think you should continue on to Pigeon Forge, Miss. The snow is already coming down and by the looks of those heavy clouds over the mountain, you’re going to be caught in a storm halfway there.” 

Riley Miller cuddled the paper cup between her hands as she looked in the direction of the gas attendant’s crooked finger. She’d stopped for some gas and much needed caffeine in Sevierville. She needed a little punch of liquid energy to finish the last thirty minutes of the three-and-a-half-hour drive from Nashville to visit her aunt in Gatlinburg. A long past promise that circumstances urged her to honor and not postpone another year. 

“Hm, you’re right, it does appear to be thickening,” she said. Her eyebrows drew together as she pondered her options. At the moment there were only snow flurries. The feathery flakes magically appeared from the sky like small snippets of confetti fluttering aimlessly to the ground. 

“There’s a nice bed and breakfast around the corner. I’m sure they might have a room for you.” The graying man scratched his head as he noticed the pretty brunette’s hesitation. “Rather be safe than sorry, missy. The wind is already picking up and you don’t want to be caught in a blizzard on the mountain road between here and Gatlinburg.” 

“No, I don’t, but Pigeon Forge is only fifteen minutes from here. Once I get there and the weather worsens, I’ll find a place to wait it out.” 

“It’s your decision, missy, but we’ve been receiving blizzard warnings since this morning. They say it’s going to start overnight but looking at those clouds, I’m thinking it’s gonna hit us pretty soon.” 

“I’ll be careful. Don’t worry about me, I grew up in these hills and I know how bad the blizzards can get.” 

Riley handed over the bills for the gas and got into her sporty SUV. She offered the concerned man a broad smile. 

“Thanks for your friendliness. It’s the one thing I miss in the big city. I better get going.” 

“You be careful,” he cautioned. “And have a merry Christmas in Gatlinburg, missy.” 

“You too.” She smiled and with a wave, pulled out of the gas station. “What a sweet old man,” she said as she noticed him staring after her in the rearview mirror.

His obvious concern drew her gaze to the sky. Thin sheets of cirrostratus clouds spread themselves across the sky, creating a pale, white appearance overhead. They were so thin they were translucent with the sun visible through the filmy sheets in the sky.

Riley searched her memory and recalled that these clouds usually came twelve to twenty-four hours before a period of heavy snow.

“It’s obviously where the snow flurries come from." 

She switched on the windshield wipers and watched as the fluffy snowflakes gave way to its sweeping force. 

“Not that I have any idea how long they’ve been in the sky. I didn’t pay attention until it started snowing a while back.”

Her eyes drifted to the thickening altostratus clouds over the Smoky Mountains. They appeared gloomy and swirled dangerously. Combined with the very poor visibility of the mountains from here, it was a sure sign of high winds that could very well speed up the arrival of the blizzard. 

“Better haul ass then,” she muttered. She sipped the hot latte as she sped up. Blizzards were usually over in two hours in this region. She glanced at the digital clock on the dashboard. Twelve-thirty, which meant if she at least made it to Pigeon Forge before the storm arrived, she could still drive through to Gatlinburg once it dissipated and be cozy in front of the fire enjoying a homecooked meal from her aunt. 

“That’s if the roads are at all passable by then.”

She silently prayed that the storm held off until she reached the Bear Cave Lodge in Gatlinburg that her Aunt Sophie owned. 

A smile of remembrance curved her lips. Growing up, she’d spent every school holiday there. It was the one place their family always got together to celebrate Christmas. 

Riley’s face turned into a painful grimace as she realized she hadn’t been back there since her parents had passed away in a horrific accident on Christmas Eve, six years ago. They had been on their way to a thirtieth birthday party of one of their friend’s sons at the Forge Dream Resort and Spa in Pigeon Forge, when the driver of an oncoming vehicle lost control on a bend and skidded directly into them. The force of the collision caused both cars to spin out of control off the road and to careen over the shallow ravine, crashing into the Little Pigeon River. To this day, no one could find the reason for the explosion that had caused the death of her parents, the woman in the other car, and her three-year-old daughter. Riley never wished to find out who the woman was because, at the time, she had blamed her for her parents’ death. 

It was a tragedy that had shaken the communities of Pigeon Forge and Gatlinburg, as all of the deceased were known and loved by everyone in their respective communities. 

Riley had stayed for her parents’ funeral after Christmas and went back to Nashville where she’d been living for eight years, trying to make ends meet in an industry at the time that had no sympathy for weakness or heartache. She hadn’t been back to Gatlinburg since their deaths six years ago, although she had stopped blaming the woman for the accident. Icy road spinouts happened all the time, no matter how careful the driver was.

“I wouldn't be here now either if I didn’t have to get away from that sleazeball,” she all but growled. 

It had always been her dream to become a journalist, but there had been no opportunities in a small town such as Gatlinburg. Riley had gotten her journalism degree in Nashville and that was where she stayed. Hitting it big hadn’t been easy in the investigative journalism fields, which was where her dreams had taken her. She’d floundered from one newspaper and magazine to the next, looking for that one break but no one was prepared to give her a chance to prove herself. She’d gotten tired of covering menial stories and made the decision to turn her focus to the music industry after her parents’ death. It had been the wakeup call she’d needed. Life was unpredictable, short, and if she didn’t find something that made her happy, she might just as well throw in the towel on a journalism career. 

She’d become intrigued by the hustle and bustle of the music industry when she’d covered the first live concert of the then up-and-coming country western singer, Jason Dunn, for the magazine where she worked at the time. 

The Rolling Stone Magazine had seen her article and immediately made her a job offer. Riley didn't hesitate. It was the first time her talent had been noticed, and she’d be stupid not to jump at the opportunity they offered. That was how she’d morphed into a writer-journalist for the music scene. It was just as challenging, if not more so, than investigative journalism, to gather the latest news, do in-depth stories on recording artists, and editorialize on musical trends and social relevancy. She had thrown herself into the job with passion and wrote musical masterpieces to such an extent that she’d become known as the maestro of the Rolling Stone Magazine. 

It meant staying close to the music scene and rubbing shoulders with musicians, artists, and producers, but Riley had taken it all in stride and thrived on the challenges the industry offered. 

“If only I hadn’t been stupid enough to fall for Jason Dunn’s charm.” She could hear the crack in her voice. The vision of walking into his house, where she’d been living with him until five months ago, to find him in bed with one of his young backup singers, flashed through her mind. 

“Stop wallowing in pretend grief, Riley. You know very well she actually did you a favor.” 

Jason had actively pursued her from that first interview. Riley had been flattered but made it clear she wasn’t interested. In retrospect, she realized it was that challenge that had intensified his desire for her. 

She withstood his charm for two years and then he caught her in a moment of weakness, on the anniversary of her parents’ death. At first, he was charming, loving, and made her laugh. It didn’t last. The cracks in their three-year relationship had been there for a long time. She’d struggled to adapt to Jason’s oppressive possessiveness, which had burst to the surface three months into their relationship. 

He constantly checked up on her. Shouted and argued when she didn’t give him a minute by minute rendition of her day. It steadfastly grew worse, especially once she moved in with him. He suffocated her with his constant desire to be the center of her attention. He used sex as a measure to control her and that was the first mistake he made, as to her, it was an insult— that the value he placed on her as a person was reduced to screwing her brains out every single night and not what she needed from him emotionally ... or physically if she was honest with herself. He wanted her to be his personal journalist, reporting on every little nuance of, not only his career but his life. She refused, especially as his life included her and she had no desire to be in the limelight. 

Riley had started covering artists away from home, which infuriated Jason, but she refused to budge. 

“And of course, him sleeping around was all my fault. I wasn’t there, so what was he to do?” Riley imitated his voice in the same way he did when he’d flung those exact words at her. She was still shocked that he expected her to forgive and forget and carry on like nothing had happened.  

“Especially after he admitted she was only one of many others over the past three years.” She shook her head and squinted through the windshield. His voice echoed through her mind.

“Those women don’t matter. It’s just sex, darling. It means nothing. You’re the one I love and will always treasure. It’s different with you. When I’m with you, it’s so much more than sex ... it’s love. We make love, Riley, can’t you understand that?”

“I see. So, in other words, you won’t mind if I go around and have sex with every Tom, Dick, and Harry, as long as I come home and make love with you?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. It’s not the same.”

“It’s not? Explain the difference to me then, Jason, because I honestly would like to know.”

That had been the conduit to a full-blown fight. He’d eventually stormed out in complete frustration because Riley refused to ‘see things his way.’ 

She’d immediately packed her clothes and left before he returned. Luckily, she still had the loft she leased and had somewhere to go. Unfortunately, it also meant Jason knew where to find her and he continued to hound her to return to him. When Aunt Sophie phoned four months later and invited her to visit and spend Christmas in Gatlinburg, she didn’t hesitate. It would be a painful trip down memory lane for Riley, but it was the better of two evils. 

“It’s time to let go of them. I’ve held onto the horror of how Mom and Dad died for too long. It’s time to remember the good memories. The love and happiness we shared as a family.” She sighed the words. It was something she should’ve done long ago.

An unexpected gust of wind pushed the usually sturdy SUV closer to the edge of the road. Riley frantically turned the wheel to ease away from the sharp drop she knew was on her left. She slammed on the brakes and yanked the steering wheel to the left as a ridge suddenly broke through the wall of white blowing snow she could barely see through. 

“Shit! I can barely see through the snow and where the hell did that mountain come from? The road to Pigeon Forge is straight and— Oh. My. God!” Her gaze caught the small screen of the GPS unit. “I passed right through the town without realizing!” She’d been so caught up in her thoughts, she hadn’t taken in her surroundings. According to the location on the GPS, she must’ve turned off the main road to Gatlinburg at some point. She was now traveling on a road somewhere in the mountains between Pigeon Forge and Gatlinburg.

“And I can’t see shit!” 

Riley turned the switch to increase the speed of the windshield wipers. Her eyes darted between the road and the GPS screen. 

“Nothing! There’s nothing here. I’ll have to turn around,” she muttered but with almost zero visibility, she had no idea how wide the road was. She didn’t fancy ending up in a mangled steel trap if she managed to drive over a cliff or a ridge. 

“Damn it! How could I not have noticed the snow getting worse? Now I’m in the center of the blizzard.” She eased her foot off the gas and slowed down, intending to bring the car to a stop. “Let that be a lesson, Riley Miller. You should’ve listened to that old timer. Gatlinburg isn’t going anywhere!” 

A sharp scratching noise penetrated her frayed mind. She glanced through the passenger window and went cold at the sight of the rough edges of the mountain.

“Oh no!”

In a panic, Riley yanked on the steering wheel to move away from the boulders the SUV was scraping against. 

“Oh, thank god,” she cried as she suddenly broke through the curtain of falling snow into a clear void. “No!” she screamed as she noticed the sharp curve ahead. 

Riley slammed on the brakes, whimpering as the SUV swerved across the narrow road, skidding over the icy surface in the direction of the edge of the cliff. The next moment, the falling snow engulfed the vehicle. She heaved in desperation on the wheel. She hadn’t been driving fast but with the wet road, she didn’t dare brake too hard again. Crashing into the mountain was a better option than careening over the cliff though. 

The impending crash seemed to take forever. Adrenaline coursed through her veins. There was nothing she could do but cling to the steering wheel as the SUV hydroplaned across the road and skimmed along the surface of the rough boulders, shuddering and then ... 

Riley was flung forward as the car crashed head-on into the mountain. She screamed as she felt herself catapult forward; the airbag deployed at the same time, exploding against her face, flinging her back in the seat. Her face stung and she began to cry as a horrifying scraping sound alerted her to the backend of the car still moving. It wasn’t a full-frontal crash at she’d thought; the car was in a tailspin. She couldn’t see over the slowly deflating airbag and had no idea how close she was to the cliff. Her screams swelled over the sound of the SUV once again slamming into the side of the mountain. Her forehead connected with a sickening thud against the door panel. With a final shudder, the SUV finally came to a stop. 

Riley could hear her sobs and the haggard sound of her breath in the sudden quiet. 

I’m not dead!

It was the last coherent thought that flashed through her mind. She moved her head and moaned pitifully as pain lanced through her brain. A forlorn sigh escaped her lips as she gave herself over to the cocoon of unconsciousness that wrapped its black cloak around her. 
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Chapter Two
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“What the devil is someone doing on this fucking road in a snowstorm?” 

Trent Reeves squinted through the sheets of snow at the beams of light he could detect higher up on the mountain. He could barely see but the high intensity lights at the top of his truck aided his vision. He was on his way home from saving another distressed motorist who hadn’t heeded the blizzard warning and ended up in a ditch just outside of Pigeon Forge. He was one of the reaction volunteers to assist with any accidents in the mountains. He owned a Ford RaptorTRAX with a winch, a mobile snow blade, and Mattracks which he attached to the wheels this time of year. 

“Stop the fucking car, goddammit!” His angry growl came in the wake of watching the beams bounce haphazardly all over the side of the mountain. From his vantage point, the only thing he could make out were the two streaks of light, but he knew the mountain like the back of his hand to know the vehicle was teetering on the edge of the cliff. It was evident that the driver was losing control. 

“Jesus,” he shouted as he noticed it careening toward the edge. He sighed in relief as the car spun back toward the mountain before the beams became motionless. He pumped the gas, relieved that with the tracks on the truck, he wouldn’t skid over the icy road. 

“I hope whoever it is, isn’t hurt badly,” he muttered as he eased around the curve in the road seconds later. The high intensity snow strobe lights illuminated the mangled red SUV that hugged the side of the mountain. The driver must have managed to put the car in a tailspin as it was facing the opposite direction it was going when he’d first spotted it. “At least the airbags deployed,” he muttered as he brought the truck to a stop and got out. 

Trent rushed toward the SUV, noticing the long brown hair first that was spread out over the white airbag still in the process of deflating. The passenger door was scratched and dented from scraping against the mountain but Trent managed to force it open. He leaned in to press his fingers against the woman’s carotid, relieved to find a strong pulse. 

“Miss?” he rasped as he eased her back against the seat and brushed her hair from her face. “Damn.” His deep voice floated darkly in the chilled silence as he noticed the blood dripping on the white parka from a wound on her forehead. She was out cold. 

There was no way he could get her out of the SUV from the passenger side, especially as he had no idea how badly she was hurt. He got out, closed the door and examined the position of the car. He’d be able to pull it away from the mountain without too much effort. The wreck will have to be towed away as well. If he left it there, a car coming around the bend, even in clear conditions, wouldn’t be able to avoid it. With a grunt, he walked back to his truck and seconds later, hooked the winch to the bumper slot of the Renegade Trailhawk Jeep. 

“Raptor to dispatch,” he said as he settled in the truck. He cranked up the heat as he waited for a response over the Bluetooth system. He kept his gaze on the SUV as he activated the automated winch control.

“Go Raptor.” The hollow voice of a woman responded to his call.

“Accident at the snake bend on Cove Mountain Road. Female in a red Jeep. She lost control and wrapped the car around the mountain.”

“Is she hurt?”

“She’s unconscious and bleeding from a head wound. I don’t know how bad, I couldn’t see. I’m busy winching the vehicle away from the boulder.”

“Damn, Trent, the weather is getting worse by the minute. We can’t send an ambulance into the mountain. The visibility is almost at zero.”

“Don’t worry, Sally, my cabin is around the next bend. It’ll be quicker and safer to take her there. I’ll assess her condition and keep you informed.”

“Thank you, Trent. You’ve been a lifesaver over the past couple of weeks. I don’t understand why people don’t pay attention to the blizzard warnings. That’s the fifth accident on the mountain roads in less than a week.”

“Yeah.” Trent banned the vision that flashed through his mind of another wreck caused by an icy road in a snowstorm. One where he was too late to assist. “Gotta go.”

“Good luck, Raptor.”

It took a lot more muscle power to force the driver’s door open. It was badly scraped and dented from crashing into the boulder at the side of the mountain. 

“Come on, shithead!” Trent grunted as he anchored his foot against the backdoor and yanked hard. It gave slowly and with another mighty heave, he finally managed to crack it open. He yanked off one glove to check her vitals. 

His hands moved with precision over the injured woman’s neck and face. The bleeding had stopped. He decided to leave the wound and attend to it once they got to his house. 
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