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      Four sizzling Christmas romances that'll have your chestnuts roasting in no time!

      Forget the sugar plums—these stories will have much steamier visions dancing in your head! The Blaze family is back with a sleigh-full of yuletide tales proving that the best gifts come wrapped in flannel, rescue gear, and sometimes even a Santa suit!

      

      In BLAZING HOT TIDINGS, Adam Blaze's escape from family chaos lands him on ski patrol and straight into the arms of a beautiful rescuer. When fate reunites them, they discover the true meaning of "comfort and joy"—emphasis on the comfort! After all, what's Christmas without someone to keep you warm on those cold winter nights?

      

      BLAZING HOT HOLIDAY proves that sometimes all it takes is a little ice and snow to finally melt four years of professional restraint! When shy attorney Brian Blaze and coworker Riley Huntington find themselves snowbound, they'll discover that the office isn't the only place where they generate heat!

      

      Things slide down a naughty slope in BLAZING HOT SANTA when Amelia's dream of owning the ranch next to her family's ski resort collides with Damon's plans to help his parents sell and retire. Who knew property negotiations could be so... stimulating? Santa's bringing these two something much better than coal this year!

      

      And in BLAZING HOT MOUNTAIN MAN, social media DIY queen Holly Evans finds herself face-to-bearded-face with reclusive carpenter Kieran Blaze. She's running from commitment, he's hiding from connection—but in the snowy Colorado mountains, they might just craft something neither expected: love that lasts beyond the holiday season.

      

      Grab this collection today and find out why readers are saying "Who needs holiday cookies when you've got these steamy stories to satisfy your cravings?"

      

      Warning: Side effects may include spontaneous mistletoe purchases, lingering glances at carpenters and ski patrol members, and the sudden urge to get "accidentally" stranded during snowstorms. Author not responsible for heightened expectations of holiday romance or disappointment when your actual Christmas gathering doesn't include a rugged mountain man with a heart of gold.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ADAM

      

      

      “Adam Blaze? Jess HQ.” My radio crackles as I am getting off the ski lift. It’s a call from Jess at Ski Patrol Headquarters looking for me. I push off the seat and glide down the small incline so I am clear of the off ramp. Once I’m in the open, I press the talk button on the radio clipped to my shoulder and respond with my location. “South Summit. Go ahead, Jess.”

      “Need a check on Jackhammer. Reports of big ice on the right side, below Widow Maker. May need a hazard marker.”

      Jackhammer is a tree-lined black diamond run with some serious moguls. The bump field is mostly on the right side of the run, formed naturally by skier traffic. It’s a spot we don’t groom often because many of our guests enjoy the moguls, but when the conditions are right, with just enough days of sun, and lots of wind, the bumps can get pretty icy. Once it becomes a hazard, we need to shut it down until it can get groomed.

      “Copy that. Clear,” I say.

      “Thank you. Clear.” Jess signs off.

      I glide across the summit to the Patrol House on the other side of the ski lift. The small cabin is decorated with colorful Christmas lights and sits back by the trees. It is home to hot coffee, lots of patrol gear, and a couple of well-worn recliners for the emergency response team on duty. The various teams hang out at each of the resort’s summit stations waiting for calls to help on the slopes with guest emergencies.

      I click out of my skis and step inside to find Lexi rifling through a hazard pack by the door of the patrol house. She’s wearing a red and white Santa hat and her navy-blue tee-shirt says, Snow Ho Ho across the chest.

      “Hey, Adam. Heard the call and was just pulling a pack for you. One of the pole sets is missing. One sec.” She opens one of the lockers in the entryway, then closes the door and checks the next one, searching through the equipment until she finds an extra pole set, which she zips into the pack. “There you go.”

      “Thanks, Lexi. I appreciate it.” I slip my patrol pack off, strap the hazard pack onto it and head out.

      The resort is booked solid for Christmas week, and the runs are pretty busy. I’d forgotten how busy it could get. But on the first day I arrived back in town and saw the crowds as I drove back to the family’s house, I offered to help.

      Which had been immediately accepted.

      Given the growing panic I feel now that the last of my friends is getting married, leaving me the lone single guy left… having something to do to take my mind off Greg’s wedding and all the grief coming my way is exactly what I need. I shove thoughts of everything but checking out the runs out of my head as I make my way through the pockets of people, following the beginner and intermediate trails that will take me to the more advanced runs.

      When I get to the top of Jackhammer, I stop a moment to see if I can spot the ice. The left side of the trail was groomed recently, so it is mostly flat. The right side features some nice bumps that the groomers will ignore until they get to be a hazard and need to be mowed down. Perfect.

      The intersection where Widow Maker branches off Jackhammer is about halfway down this run, so I hop off the ledge and go. The wind whistles under my helmet as I make my way, bouncing and turning over the steep moguls. It feels good to be here, on the slopes where I grew up.

      Once I pass the turn off for Widow Maker, my plan is to slow down and inch forward so I can find the icy patch they called me to check. But just when I pick the mogul on which to pause, my skis hit the ice and I find myself airborne. I am launched off the wrong end of the bump and sailing into the air toward the trees, arms flailing and completely out of control.

      I land on my back and hit the ground hard. The packs I’m wearing prevent me from slamming into the mountain with my spine, and instead, force me to hyper-extend backward so my helmet crashes onto the hard pack, causing stars to explode in my vision. One of my skis disengages and flies off to my left as my momentum continues to carry me down, down, bouncing and sliding off the icy moguls.

      When I finally stop sliding, it takes a moment to get my bearings. I lay there, gasping, fighting for breath while trying to take inventory of my body. I hit my head pretty solid. My ears are ringing. I’m sprawled uncomfortably on my pack.

      I blink a few times and realize I can’t see through my goggles because they are covered in snow. I pull them off my face and squint in the bright sunlight. As I take in some fresh air, I feel my chest grow tight. Suddenly, it’s like an invisible avalanche has landed on me and is crushing the air out of my lungs. I fight for breath, but it’s like there is no room for my lungs to expand.

      I try to get my pack off my back, and as I shift my weight, the pressure on my chest increases. My heart is racing and I feel both sweaty and cold at the same time. I try to do an inventory of my body but I can’t focus on anything and it feels like I’m going to jump out of my skin. Oh my god, am I having a heart attack?

      Holy shit, I can’t breathe.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        KATIE

      

      

      I stop at the top of the ski run and take in the view. I’ve only been in town for a few days, but I can already tell that moving to Blaze, Colorado has been a good choice. The ski resort is gorgeous, the people I’ve met so far seem really nice, the apartment I’m in is adorable, and my boss at the restaurant loves everything I’ve cooked for him and his guests.

      Before I landed in Blaze, I wasn’t sure I’d ever get hired in another restaurant again. Hell, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to cook anymore. It’s amazing how one person can ruin everything, literally.

      I sigh and watch my breath puff into a frosty cloud and float away. I wish the memories of my past would disappear like that. The last thing I want to be doing right now is thinking about Florida and my ex—Jack Phillips. But, the wound is still fresh and my sister-the-psychologist’s advice rings through my head every time I want to block him out. Feel your feelings. Be angry. Then let it go.

      It sounds so easy to do, but the injustice of it all is what really kills me. Jack and I were in a relationship for six months. We were spending the night at each other’s places regularly. I could easily imagine a future for us together. Then the owner of the restaurant where we were both chefs started paying more attention to me and my cooking. Jack had worked there long before me and was used to being the center of attention. Then I came in, and was the golden child. It felt like the compliments and the write-ups were about my food and my menu changes.

      At first, Jack seemed fine with all the praise being sent my way. He didn’t seem to mind the light shining on me rather than him for a change. But when the owners started talking about opening a new place, and needing a head chef to bring their brand to the next level, everything changed.

      And I mean, everything.

      He stopped returning my calls. He was suddenly unable to make it to my place after work. He would work side-by-side with me in the kitchen and it felt like I was working with a stranger. I thought he’d met someone else, and didn’t have the balls to tell me. But not even close. Turns out, he was angling for the job as head chef of the new place and doing everything he could to sideline me. I can handle a cold shoulder. I can handle competition. I can even handle lying and rumors.

      But what I apparently can’t handle is sabotage.

      Jack Phillips made it his mission to spread the lie that I slept with him to get ahead. He told everyone—our bosses, our clients, and staff at other restaurants that I couldn’t be trusted. He said that the recipes and the changes coming out of our kitchen were actually his ideas, stolen by me. He played the naïve guy that had been fooled, and everyone bought it.

      I lost my job, my reputation, and almost lost my desire to cook. It’s impossible to work in a city where the word is that I’m a talentless hack who lied, cheated, and slept my way to the top. It was too much.

      So when a friend of mine suggested I crash in her apartment while she’s visiting her family out west for Christmas, it felt like a lifeline. From the moment I arrived in Blaze, everything has fallen into place. The apartment is at the base of one of the mountains and walking distance to everything. Due to the crush of the holiday season, I got hired right away when I interviewed at one of the resort’s restaurants. And two of the women who work in the restaurant invited me to join them at some parties so I can meet people.

      I refuse to wallow in the past. If ever there was a situation that felt like it was meant to be, this is it.

      I take in a deep breath and this time I feel a smile spread across my face as I exhale. I won’t give any more of my energy to the negative things. Instead, I am going to keep my eyes forward, work hard, and appreciate the fact that everything that felt like doom was actually a blessing in disguise. I am going to enjoy the free ski pass that comes with the job, and take time to appreciate the gorgeous place I find myself planted in as a result.

      As if on cue, a lone skier descends over the lip of the run and bounces along the moguls like he was born to do exactly that. He moves like an athlete, smooth and strong, his body twisting and bending with each curve of the mountain. I watch as he passes me, the clouds of snow sparkling in his wake. Then, he hits a patch of ice and goes flying.

      He comes down so hard I can hear the crack of his helmet on the ground all the way up here.

      “Oh shit,” I whisper.

      He’s lucky he’s wearing a helmet.

      I hurry down to him, careful to avoid the patch of ice that caught him off guard. When I get to him, he’s on his back, grasping at the zipper at his neck.

      I click out of my skis and crouch down next to him. He’s blinking furiously and gasping for breath as he fights to open his parka.

      “Are you all right?” I move his hands aside and open his coat for him. He stares at me, his green eyes wide with panic. His face is wet from melted snow and snowflakes stand bright against his dark brows. “You hit pretty hard.”

      He’s swallowing fast and he keeps gasping for air. I can’t tell if he’s badly hurt but I know that if he doesn’t calm down he’s going to hyperventilate.

      I undo the chin strap on his helmet, hoping to loosen it around his jaw and help him relax.

      He pushes his hands into his helmet, trying to get it off but he’s still so all over the place he can’t get a hold of it.

      “It’s okay. I’ll get it. Try not to move.” I can’t tell if he hears me as I slide his helmet off for him, gently, taking extra care not to move his head in case he has a neck injury. I have no idea if it’s smart to let the frigid air at his sweaty hair or not. I don’t know what to do.

      He’s gulping for air now and I can see his pulse throbbing in his neck. Jesus, he’s in panic mode.

      I place my hand on his chest, and that’s when I see the logo on his shirt. He’s Ski Patrol. I sit up and look him over once more and realize that he’s got a tiny black radio strapped on his shoulder and his parka also has the patrol insignia. Holy hell, I have no idea how I missed that.

      I pull the radio off his shoulder and press one of the buttons. The tiny speaker squawks. I’m not sure how to use the thing. I release the button.

      “Jess HQ. Anyone there?” the woman’s voice asks.

      I press the button again and speak into the radio. “Hi. Um. I need help.” I let go of the button and wait, glad to hear a voice right away.

      “Copy that. What’s your name?”

      “This is Katie. I am with one of your ski patrol guys. He hit his head pretty hard, and is having trouble breathing.”

      “Katie, what is your location?”

      Shit. This is only my second day skiing here. I don’t know the names of all the runs. I glance around and spot a sign for a different run branching off to the left. “I don’t know which run I am on, but it’s a black diamond run and I can see a sign for Widow Maker just above me.”

      “Copy that, Katie. Please put the radio down to keep the channel open. Help is on the way.”

      I clip the radio back to the guy’s shoulder as the woman’s voice calls out over the air.

      “This is Jess HQ. Assistance needed. Ski patroller injured on Jackhammer below Widow Maker. Be advised, we’ve had reports of big ice.”

      The radio pops a second later. “Topher and Lexi, South Summit. Grabbing a toboggan. On our way.”

      I place my hands on his cheeks and position myself so I am right above his face. “Hey, you hear that? Help is on the way.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ADAM

      

      

      I am leaving the doctor’s office the following afternoon when my phone buzzes in my pocket. I tap to take the call. “Hi, Mom.”

      “Adam, what did the doctor say?” She sounds worried.

      I stop on the sidewalk and turn to face the sun, closing my eyes and letting it warm my face. I didn’t sleep much last night, and I feel like a zombie today. “I’ve got a mild concussion and a bruised lung. The doctor said no skiing for at least a week, but I am going to be fine.”

      “Oh, what a relief.”

      “No kidding. I’ll take that over a heart attack any day.” I’m being sarcastic, but the relief I feel is bone-deep. When the doctor explained that a bruised lung could cause chest tightness, shortness of breath, and many symptoms that feel a whole lot like cardiac arrest, the sense of dread I’d been carrying disappeared.

      “You’re all right to drive?” Mom asks.

      “Yeah. But I don’t plan to go anywhere. I’m heading back now, but I’ll stay in town until my follow-up appointment next Monday. If everything looks good she said I’ll be able to get back to work. For now I am supposed to keep my feet on the ground.” I feel bad leaving my team short a person when things are so busy for the holidays, but there isn’t anything I can do about that.

      “It’s probably for the best. Can you join us for dinner?”

      I check my watch. It’s almost five. “Thanks, but I am meeting some friends at the bonfire in a few minutes.”

      “All right. Maybe tomorrow then. I am glad you’re going to be okay.”

      “Thanks, Mom. Me too.”

      I end the call and hop into my Jeep for the short drive back to Blaze. It is probably just as well that I can’t go to work because I’m totally wiped out, but also completely distracted. I can’t stop thinking about that girl.

      When I asked Topher and Lexi about her, neither of them could remember much beyond the basics. When they arrived they took her statement. Her name was Katie. She described how I fell and how she helped me. Once they got to work on me, she gathered up my equipment that had scattered on the mountain. But once the emergency rescue team arrived, there was no reason for her to stay.
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