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      Three sizzling winter romances that'll melt all that ice and snow!

      Baby, it's cold outside—but these stories are bringing enough heat to thaw even the chilliest heart! The Blaze family is back with tales that prove when temperatures drop, passions rise to scorching new heights!

      

      In BLAZING HOT SLOPES, renowned snow engineer Davis Blaze meets his match in fierce competitor Zoe King when they clash over pristine powder on Bachelor Mountain. It may be freezing on the half pipe, but these two are about to discover that the best way to warm up isn't always in the lodge! Strap in for an avalanche of attraction that proves aprés ski never looked so steamy!

      

      BLAZING HOT FLYBOY kicks off the New Year with a bang when no-strings Ben collides with forever-seeking hearts. When fate keeps throwing them together, these opposites discover that sometimes the wrong match on paper creates just the right sparks in reality! Who needs fireworks when you've got this kind of chemistry to light up the winter sky?

      

      And in BLAZING HOT MATCH, Thomas takes a chance on a matchmaking service only to find everything he never knew he wanted in Claire. But when a heartbreaking secret threatens to tear them apart, he'll have to prove that love isn't about what you can give—it's about who you are together. Sometimes the perfect match comes with imperfect circumstances!

      

      Grab this collection today and find out why readers are saying "Who needs a fireplace when these stories warm you from the inside out?"

      

      Warning: Side effects may include spontaneous booking of ski vacations, checking out dating apps "just to see," and believing in second chances. Author not responsible for dreamy sighs in frigid weather causing visible breath clouds, or sudden desires to cuddle that last well beyond winter.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        DAVIS

      

      

      I stand on the deck of my newest half pipe with the owner of the Bachelor Mountain Back Country Park, the two of us watching the sunrise. The cobalt sky is turning pink and orange, and there isn’t another soul out here. It’s my favorite time of the day.

      Tomorrow this whole place will be teeming with professional and amateur snowboarders, spectators, staff, and television crews for the Snow Sports Expo, which is awesome in all the other ways that make my job so great, but it’s nice to take it in like this, too.

      “Excellent job, man. As always.” Patrick claps me on the back. “Thanks for helping us out.”

      I sip my coffee, enjoying the way the steam warms my nose. “Can you really call it helping?” I ask. “You paid full price for this.” I sweep my arm out, indicating our brand-new creation that’s starting to glow pink as the sky wakes up.

      He nods. “True, but you know what I mean. We could have hired anyone. We wanted you, and I know you had to hustle back from Norway to be here. It means a lot that you and your team came and you got your rig up here so this pipe could get cut and open in time.”

      “Glad I could make it.” I raise my coffee cup in a toast. “To a packed Expo. And catching big airs.”

      Patrick smiles and taps his cup to mine. “Amen, brother. I’ll drink to that!” He smiles and we go back to watching the sky.

      Bachelor Mountain has the best contours for a natural half pipe. The slope is perfect and there is no need for man-made snow in this one. They have two back-country peaks that form a bowl with the absolute perfect angle of descent. They already have a gondola and several lifts serving this side of the resort’s back country, so access isn’t an issue. When Patrick told me his team wanted to cut a new pipe for this expo, and they wanted to use all natural snow in a new bowl, I couldn’t pass it up. So many pipes these days use man-made snow, which is great, but to build one in the natural stuff… it’s that much more special.

      We dropped several twenty-five-pound explosives into the sides of the hill to release an avalanche and fill the bowl with beautiful, dry snow. Then my crew and I got to work. It took several days, as usual, but my team knows what they are doing.

      We cut in a twenty-two-foot half pipe, meaning the top of the vertical is twenty-two feet high. Everything is laser precise, from the flat bottom to the transitions to the vert and the coping… even the bright blue dye lines are clean.

      A pair of snowmobiles pulling equipment trailers buzz up the hill behind us.

      Patrick waves to the new arrivals. “Well, it’s time to get the tow rope installed. With any luck, we’ll be open for the test runs right on time.”
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        * * *

      

      Patrick was right. An hour and a half later, I’m sitting in the little staff hut waiting for them to call me outside. I hadn’t planned on sticking around, but one of the expo sponsors heard I was here and wanted some video of me riding the pipe before it opens.

      This is the part that feels so weird—I mean, it’s nice to have a good reputation in this business, but I don’t think anyone comes here to see me ride. I started cutting half pipes years ago at my family’s resort, Blaze Mountain, before anyone else was building them. I built them because I wanted to ride them. We had the land and the equipment already, so it was easy enough doing the first fifteen-footer back then. When the sport went pro, I got called to help other resorts engineer their pipes, and then it just took off from there.

      Now it’s like riding a Blaze Half Pipe is a thing, which is totally awesome, but… I mean… I’m not the face of the brand and it is kind of strange that anyone wants to see me riding it. That doesn’t matter, because my team would kill me if I passed up the opportunity for a professional video we could use for marketing.

      Liz, my business partner’s face pops up on my phone for a video chat. She knows I don’t like the idea of filming.

      “Don’t you dare think about saying no, Davis. You drop-in to that pipe and make sure you give them a show.” She arches a brow at me as if daring me to argue. “And if you can, try to catch big airs at the line where the logo is painted on the deck.”

      I scoff. “Right, I’ll go now and calculate my trajectory, boss.”

      “You do that,” she says, unable to hide her sarcasm.

      “Anything else?” I ask. “The genie has two more wishes for impossible things.”

      “Nope. Just the one.” She smiles and then her face gets serious. “Good job, Davis. Patrick says you’ve outdone yourself. The pictures are amazing. He thinks the expo’s going to bring in a lot of good press for them. After the year they have had, you’ve done a good thing.”

      I nod, recalling all the challenges Patrick and his team had after almost going under last year. One of the sales guys on his team went to a competitor and brought with him almost every event and sponsorship they were about to sign. It was a tough time for Bachelor Mountain, and the back country sports park in particular. “Thanks. But you know as well as I do that a pipe is the ultimate group project.”

      “True. But it doesn’t hurt to have the Davis Blaze on site.” She grins, knowing how uncomfortable that kind of attention makes me, which is why she says it.

      Someone knocks on the open door. “Mr. Blaze? They’re ready for you.”

      “Oh, ho ho… Your public awaits, sir,” Liz says.

      I roll my eyes. “Yeah, yeah. I’ll talk to you later.”

      I step out of the hut onto the snowy platform to find a long line of snowboarders waiting for the pipe to open. They started lining up about half an hour ago for the test runs we make available before we run the events. I spot Patrick standing on the launch deck and head over.

      “Cutting it close,” I say, tipping my chin at the waiting crowd.

      Patrick shakes his head. “Sponsor gets what sponsor wants, what can I say?”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ZOE

      

      

      

      I take in the view at the top of the half pipe launch deck, tracing the path I plan to take for dropping-in. Ever since word spread that they were cutting a Blaze Half Pipe at the back of Bachelor Mountain, I knew I would find a way to be here, first in line.

      The gate’s going to open in a couple of minutes and all I can think about is the feel of the chalky snow and the weightless feeling as I spin in the air, then cutting across the flat bottom to do it all again.

      A bell rings on the guard shack and the guy monitoring the top of the gate drops the line and lets me through. I step up to the edge and strap in, making sure everything is just right.

      “Excuse me, Miss,” an older gentleman says. He’s wearing a Bachelor Mountain staff coat and has a radio in his hand. “I need to ask you to wait another minute.”

      His radio pops and a voice scratches through. “We’re a go, Patrick. Thanks.”

      “Copy.” The guy nods and calls over his shoulder. “All right, man, you’re up.”

      A guy who could only be described as Tall, Dark, and Handsome steps up to the deck and whispers something to the radio guy who shrugs and shakes his head. Tall, Dark, and Handsome inches forward to the edge of the launch deck, which means he’s standing right next to me.

      He looks down at me, his brown eyes are actually apologetic. “Sorry. I know you’ve been waiting. They need me to ride first.” His voice is husky and soft. He straps his helmet on and fishes his gloves out of his pockets.

      I bristle inside. What the hell, entitlement boy. “Oh, by all means. Excuse me for waiting my turn.” I wave a hand, offering him the run. “I wasn’t here all morning or anything.”

      He grins and pulls his goggles down, fixing them over his face. “Don’t worry sweetheart, I’ll make sure you come first next time.”

      I wish I could see his eyes. I shrug and give him a pitiful face, though my heart is pounding in my chest. “Yeah, that’s what they all say.”

      He looks at me for a moment before he laughs and shakes his head. Then he drops off the launch, pulling his gloves on, giving me a backward glance as he goes. He flies down the ramp, picking up speed as he rides over the deck and drops in. He rises up the first vert and explodes into the air, twisting and flipping in a Triple Cork fourteen-forty.

      He lands soft like the pipe is a pillow and shoots across for the next grab. This one is a Double McTwist twelve. I watch as he moves over the flat bottom and up the transition on the next one and this time he takes it easy with a simple flip three-sixty. Then he flies high for another Triple Cork, followed by another simple flip. He lands and sails down and out of the pipe and disappears from view.

      “He’s fun to watch, eh?” the older guys says.

      I realize my mouth is hanging open. I swallow. “Yeah. Some people were made for half-pipe,” I say, not wanting to give the cocky guy any credit, but unable to hold back. He’s one of those people who make it look effortless. Watching him gave me the same feeling I get when I am in the air myself, though I’ve never been able to catch air as big as he did.

      The guy steps back and motions me forward. “Sorry for making you wait. It’s all yours.”

      I step up to the launch and pull my goggles down, trying to clear my head. Whoever that guy was, he made me feel like I just watched something special. I shake him out of my head and get my focus for my own run. I didn’t come all this way and wait all this time to blow it.

      I love the feel of the wind on my face and the sound of the board as it moves over the snow. The pipe conditions are perfect; chalky and smooth, just the right amount of friction. I grab my first air and spin and twist, reaching down to hold my board between my feet as I tuck into a roll. I touch down and fly across the flat bottom to the next transition, my eye on the vert and the electric blue line at the coping. I bend my knees and give myself a little extra pop as I fly into the air, my arms out and my body straight as I twirl around and around, weightless and free.

      After my last air, I drop into the pipe and head for the bowl at the bottom. I can’t wait to get back in line to do it all again. I lift off my goggles and bend to open the clips on my boots as applause reaches my ears. I look up and spot Tall, Dark, and Handsome, smiling at me, clapping. His bright smile is wide and makes his brown eyes look squinty.

      “That was fun. You really popped on that last one.” He’s got his helmet off and I realize he’s been waiting for me.

      “Thanks. High praise coming from you. That was quite a run, yourself.”

      He looks away like he’s shy, but then he corrects and arches a brow at me. “Maybe I really should have let you come first.”

      I shake my head and give him a sad look. “They always learn that too late.” I grab my board and walk past him, not letting him see the flush rising in my cheeks.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        DAVIS

      

      

      I’m out on the sun deck at the main lodge, warming my feet by the fire. Patrick and I are supposed to meet to discuss how the day on the pipe went and make any adjustments he might need. They closed the new half pipe a few hours ago to let the camera crew for the expo set up and get all their stuff in order. It also gives my crew plenty of time for grooming tonight.

      The sun is setting over the top of Bachelor Peak, and it looks like it’s going to snow. The rest of the mountain will stay open well after dark for night skiing, snowmobiling, and sleigh rides. The Snow Sports Expo opens tomorrow and we have the night to address any issues that came up during the open runs today.

      My phone chimes with a video call. I tap the screen to see Liz’s smiling face.

      “Hey, Liz.”

      “Davis. Oh. My. God. Have you seen the video the sponsors shot of you today?”

      I shake my head. I have no idea what that ride looked like because the entire time I was thinking about that girl. I have no interest in watching myself on a normal day, but this time, definitely not. “No. I spent the day on the Slopestyle course. Learned some new rail tricks.”

      She shakes her head and smiles. “You sound like a little boy at Christmas.”

      “Living the dream. What can I say?” I tip my beer at the screen and lean back in my chair, stretching my legs. “Hey, how did it go today with the Verbier team?”

      “Good.” She nods. “Really good, actually. They are pretty set on Mont Gelé for their new pipe. They want to add to their off-piste back country. I’m scheduling a crew to go out and check the slope and measure to come up with some options for them. I’ll set up a conference call as soon as that’s done.”

      I picture the Alpine village in Switzerland and smile. I love my job. “And the Lillehammer crew? How did that go?”

      “Well, the Norwegians weren’t happy that you left, but Sandra and Mickey charmed the pants off them and got it done. They should be heading out in a few days. Mickey’s taking off to be home while Thandi has the baby. I put Sandra on Verbier. I’m going to stay here until we know more about the contracts and then I think I should head to Vancouver and check in on the guys there.”

      “Sounds good. I’ll let you know when we wrap up here and then you can tell me where you need me to be.”

      “All right. Good job again with the video. Evan’s got it posted online all over the place.”

      I groan. “Great.”

      She waves a hand dismissively. “Whatever… you’re a natural. Watching you makes people want to learn how to snowboard and ride half pipes. And that is good for business.”

      My phone beeps and tells me that Patrick is calling. “Hey, I have to go.”

      “All right. Later.”

      Her call drops and my phone switches to Patrick.

      “Patrick. Hey. How did it go?”

      “Fantastic. Tight as a drum. I’ve got Cody and Chris grooming her right now, and the television crews are setting up. Good work man, it’s perfect.”

      “Good. Are you heading this way?” I ask.

      “No. I think I should stick around while the TV people do their thing.”

      I can hear the concern in his voice and wonder if something’s wrong or if he’s just nervous after last season. “You want me to come to you? I’m free the rest of the night.”

      “No, no thanks. Everything is going fine. I just want to be here, you know?”

      I get it. It’s one thing to have a good team, but nothing beats being there to make sure everything goes exactly as it should. “No problem. I’ll try to head over tomorrow. If I don’t see you, good luck with the expo.”

      “Thanks, brother.”

      I drop my phone on the table and take a sip of my beer, wondering what I am going to do now that my evening has become open. As if on cue, she appears. The girl from the half pipe this morning.

      She’s alone at the railing on the edge of the deck, her back to me. Her long blond hair is pulled into a loose braid that hangs past her shoulder blades. She’s wearing the same ice-blue jacket as before, but her baggy black pants have been changed out for something much more form-fitting.

      She’s looking out over the balcony at the resort village, smiling. Her phone chimes and she pulls it out of her pocket and glances at the screen. Her smile drops as she types something before slipping it back into her pocket.

      “Damn it,” she whispers. Then she turns to lean on the rail, facing me, her eyes closed.

      “Plans changed?” I don’t know what comes over me, I just open my mouth and the words fall out.

      She opens her eyes and looks fierce for a moment, like she’s about to walk over and kick my ass. Then a smile of recognition eases over her face. She pushes off the railing and walks toward me, her eyes never leaving mine.

      “Hey, you. I looked for you on the half pipe today. No rides after that first one?” She holds her hands out in front of the fire. The flickering blaze lights her face as the sky gets darker.

      She looked for me… now that is very interesting. I shake my head. “I hit the Slopestyle course. You did the pipe all day?”

      A wide smile spreads across her face. “Yeah. I flew in just to ride this weekend. I didn’t want to miss a second. That’s the first new Blaze pipe around here in years. And all-natural snow, too. I usually ride the one over at Blaze Mountain when I’m in town. That one is fifteen feet and they use man-made snow. Which is, you know… fine. But this one… it’s twenty-two feet and all natural. It’s just… it was perfect.”

      Watching her gush over my own work is so fucking hot, I don’t know what to say. I take a sip of beer to compose my thoughts. “You want to sit?” I ask.

      She eyes the unopened bottle of beer sitting in front of the chair next to me. “You’re not waiting for someone?”

      “I had a meeting, but they canceled. You want a beer?”

      She smiles. “My plans got canceled too. How sad for us.”

      “I don’t know. I mean, you’re here… that doesn’t feel sad to me.”

      “You know what? You’re right.” She drops into the chair and offers me her hand. “I’m Zoe, and I am not at all sad to meet you.”
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