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      This book contains the following:

      
        
          	
        Adult themes and language, including fully described sex scenes with dirty talk
      

      	
        Memories of childhood neglect and parental drug use
      

      	
        Fire caused by arson, and FMC requiring resuscitation
      

      	
        Coercion and mental abuse by the FMC’s uncle
      

      	
        Death of side characters off the page (FMC’s parents)
      

      	
        Mild violence
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      Can a few simple letters unlock the door to true love?

      

      Hideaway Mountain Bride, a spicy and sweet novelette featuring an arranged marriage between a sunny flower child and a wounded, reclusive mountain man, is FREE for my newsletter subscribers! Click here or visit my website elizarockwood.com to sign up and get your copy. Already on my list? You can find all my subscriber-exclusive freebies here, or on my website, including another novelette,  The Grump of Hideaway Mountain.

      

      When you join my bimonthly newsletter, you’ll have access to more free books and extended epilogues, and you’ll be the first to hear updates on upcoming books and occasional surprise releases.

      

      Don’t want to sign up? That’s okay! Both of these novelettes are available to purchase on Amazon, Apple, Kobo, Barnes & Nobel, or anywhere you shop for books!
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      He’s been searching for his forever, and she’s desperately trying not to be found. But when a wildfire forces her into his waiting arms, will she let him keep her safe from more than just the flames?

      

      Tarah

      After my parents’ suspicious deaths, I was placed under the control of my uncle—a man who’s spent years manipulating every part of my life. When he learns about the inheritance I’ll receive once I’m married, he becomes determined to sell me off to the highest bidder and steal it for himself.

      So I run.

      With nothing but a car, a few dollars, and desperation, I flee Aspen and drive until the tank is empty and my money runs dry—ending up on the far side of the Rockies, alone in a nature preserve near Hideaway Mountain. I tell myself it’s only temporary. But when a wildfire rips through my camp, my fragile freedom turns to ash.

      Then I’m pulled from the flames by Jared Kincaid—a firefighter with steady hands, broad shoulders, and eyes that see right through me. He doesn’t just want to save me from the fire; he wants to protect me from the danger that’s been chasing me my whole life.

      He says he’ll marry me to keep me safe—but it won’t be some cold, on-paper arrangement. My strong, relentless firefighter wants my heart as much as my hand.

      The only question is… after everything I’ve endured, do I even have a heart left to give?

      

      Jared

      I came to Hideaway Mountain for a fresh start. Escaping the cycle of addiction and poverty in the trailer park where I grew up wasn’t easy, but firefighting gave me purpose—and a family I never had.

      Still, there’s something missing. For the past year, I’ve watched my crewmates fall in love one by one, finding their forevers while I go home to an empty bed. With so few single women in town, I’ve started to lose hope—until the day I find her.

       Tarah Hartlove—beautiful, terrified, and strong in a way that makes my chest ache. The moment I pull her from that burning tent, I know she’s the one. And when I learn she’s running from more than just the fire, I make her a promise:

      I’ll protect her. I’ll marry her. I’ll give her the life she deserves.

      Because Tarah isn’t just a woman I saved. She’s my forever. And if anyone tries to take her from me, they’ll get more than just a taste of smoke—I’ll burn the world before I let anyone touch what’s mine.

      

      A Taste of Smoke is a sweet and spicy, fast-paced, OTT insta-love novelette set in the Hideaway Valley Fire Series. It features a curvy FMC, a possessive and protective MMC, double V-cards, lots of heart, and a satisfying HEA. Though each book in the Hideaway universe has interconnected characters, they can all be read as standalone stories.

    

  


  
    
      To those who know what it’s like to burn and rise again.

      From pain comes beauty, from darkness—light.

      You are living proof that even from ruin, something radiant can be reborn.
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      Yes,

      you will rise from the ashes,

      but the burning comes first.

      For this part,

      darling,

      you must be brave.

      

      ~Kalen Dion
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      Suddenly, I’m impossibly warm.

      It’s strange—not unwelcome, but strange—because when I drifted off, my teeth had been rattling so hard I thought they might crack. Now the heat rolls over me in waves, seeping into my bones like a fever.

      For a few precious moments, I stay curled inside my sleeping bag, clinging to the illusion that it’s morning sun and not my own exhaustion, or something worse than that, making me feel this way. My half-dreaming mind drifts restlessly over the choices that landed me here—alone, in a forest, under a sky so wide it feels like it could swallow me whole.

      I’m sleeping in a ridiculously expensive tent my uncle never used—a tent he bought on a whim and left unopened in one of his garages. At least it was easy to set up, so that alone made the price worth it. Now it’s my only shelter in the middle of a nature preserve outside Hideaway Mountain, Colorado.

      How did I get here? I suppose it’s been a long journey, starting with my parents’ deaths over a decade ago, when I was 11. Their loss left me in the care of my uncle, a man whose greed grew like a weed until it wrapped around every part of my life. And most recently—most urgently—it was his plan to marry me off to the highest bidder that sent me running for the hills.

      Literally.

      For three years, I’d been biding my time, quietly saving the money that was supposed to be my college tuition. Every shift at the front desk of the resort in Aspen was another tiny act of rebellion, another dollar tucked away. He thought I was at the library attending college online to earn a degree I’d never actually started pursuing. He never knew I was actually working and plotting—tucking away every paycheck and tuition payment into a secret savings account.

      I was so close to freedom that I could taste it—and then, the call came.

      I had just gotten home from work and thought I was alone in the sprawling mansion my uncle bought with my parents’ money—a mansion that had always felt like a gilded cage. When my phone rang with an unknown number, I almost let it go to voicemail. But something in my gut told me to pick up.

      I’m glad I did.

      On the other end was my parents’ old attorney. I’d only met him once, years ago, when he helped turn me over to my uncle’s guardianship. He wasted no time. My parents, he explained, had been wary of my uncle’s greed but also knew he’d be my only family if something ever happened to them. So they’d created a trust fund—a sizable one—locked away until I turned 21 and married. A safety net. A lifeline. My father had made his fortune by building a tech company from the ground up before selling it for millions and retiring early; they’d made sure at least part of that legacy would remain mine.

      Relief crashed over me so hard I almost dropped the phone. I’d be free sooner than I ever thought possible, with my birthday only a week away.

      But my happiness was short-lived.

      My uncle had been lingering outside the library door and overheard enough of my conversation to understand everything. He burst in moments later, accusing me of being selfish, ungrateful, a burden he’d carried for years. His face flushed red as he ranted about extending my conservatorship past my twenty-first birthday. When I was 18, he’d shoved papers in front of me that I barely understood, and now he made it sound like those signatures gave him the right to hold on to my life forever. He insisted I “owed” him, but not to worry; he’d find me someone “suitable” to marry—someone who would take over where he left off. As if I were just a contract to be signed, passed along from one man’s control to another’s.

      I knew what “suitable” meant: whoever would pay him the most, whoever would give him another boost into Aspen’s elite circles.

      I’d been furious, but I also knew better than to argue. That never got me anywhere. Besides, I had enough saved to leave before he could make his move. If I disappeared now, turned 21, and maybe eventually found someone to marry, I could claim the money. I’d survive off what I’d saved until then.

      But two days later, he caught me at my job.

      He’d never set foot in the resort before, so I felt safe. Apparently, one of his potential “suitors” had arranged to meet him there, and he spotted me at the front desk. He strode over, told the manager I was under a conservatorship, and forced me to resign on the spot. He dragged me out, livid that he’d had to cancel his meeting, spitting about how “a job like that” was beneath the Hartlove family name—an absurd claim considering the only reason he’s wealthy is because my father worked his way up from nothing.

      And then, before I could do anything to stop it, he gained access to my not-so-hidden savings account and drained every cent.

      All I had left was a little cash. But that night, shaking with rage and fear, I decided I’d had enough.

      I was leaving—even if it meant living on the streets to escape him.

      That was just over 24 hours ago. Now here I am, after packing up what little I could carry. I drove across the Rockies until my gas ran out and my cash all but disappeared.

      After stopping in town for food and spending what little money I had left, I headed for the nearest campsite in the Hideaway Mountain Nature Preserve.

      It’s early October, past camping season, so there’s no one else around. That suits me fine. I’d spent the night before parked on the side of a mountain road, attempting to sleep in the backseat of my small BMW, a car made for luxury, not a road trip. It had been impossible to relax, so I’d decided tonight to pitch a tent outside so I could spread out. After finding a suitable camping spot, I’d pulled my sleeping bag out of the car, and since I was too paranoid to light a fire, I wrapped my body in layers and tried to sleep, promising myself I’d figure out my next move in the morning.

      I tossed and turned for hours, freezing despite the thick sleeping bag, until exhaustion finally dragged me under.

      But now, instead of waking to cold, I wake to heat.

      And smoke.

      The acrid, acidic scent sears my nose and throat. I jolt upright, coughing and sputtering, blinking into darkness lit only by orange flickers. Flames lick at the side of my tent like hungry tongues. For a heartbeat, I’m too shocked to scream—until a burning scrap of nylon lands on my sweater sleeve and I swat it away with a strangled cry.

      That’s when I see him.

      A tearing sound, fabric ripping—and then a mask-covered face bursts through the haze, haloed by fire. Green eyes—startlingly bright, impossibly steady—lock on mine.

      I reach for him instinctively as the smoke thickens. The heat is blistering, my lungs claw for air, and every cough feels like it’s scraping me raw from the inside out.

      I close my eyes as he gathers me against his chest, the roar of the fire dimming under the thud of his heartbeat. My head lolls against a shoulder that feels like steel wrapped in Kevlar.

      “I’ve got you, angel,” I think I hear him say, his voice a low promise that cuts through the inferno.

      And then I’m lost to the smoke.
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