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Check out these five-star reviews for Naughty Holidays:

✰✰✰✰✰

“As always Ms. Edwards gives us a lovely little holiday treat.” ~BookBub reviewer

✰✰✰✰✰

“Heat up the winter cold with this amazing collection of holiday short stories for the Nicole Edwards characters you love and can never get enough of.” ~BookBub reviewer

✰✰✰✰✰

“Such fun to get to catch up with some of our favourite characters. Perfect little snippets into their lives.” ~BookBub reviewer




Naughty Holidays 2021 Blurb:

Nicole Nation voted, and the winners for the 2021 holiday have been chosen! 

Come and see how they are heating up the holidays this year!




Thanksgiving and Wine - Kingston Rush and Ellie Kaufman from Rush

Kingston and Ellie are enjoying Thanksgiving with family and friends. Learn why wine is not on the menu and why Ellie needs it more than ever. 

Holiday Road Trip - Grant Kingsley, Lane Miller, and Grace Lambert from Betting on Grace

Grant and Lane surprise Grace with a holiday road trip. See how they kick off their long weekend. 

Naughty Cruise - Landon Moore, Langston Moore, and Luci Weaver from Office Intrigue Duet

See how quickly things heat up when Master and Sir take their submissive Luci on a naughty cruise. 

Cabin by Candlelight - Logan McCoy, Elijah Penn, and Samantha Kielty from Conviction and Entrusted

After eight years of marriage and seven years into their polyamorous relationship, Logan, Samantha, and Elijah are about to take things to the next level.

Making the most of it - Hunter Kogan, Kye Sterling, and Danielle Davidson from Tomorrow’s Too Late

Hunter agreed to a protection detail three days before Christmas. See how Dani and Kye make the most of it when Hunter gets snowed in.

The Perfect Gift - Wolfe Caine, Rhys Trevino, and Amy Smith from Hard to Hold

Wolfe and Rhys have been working on a gift for Amy for months. With only days left to finish it, they’re getting creative about how to keep it a secret.

No Longer Christmas but Still a Miracle - Phoenix Pierce, Tarik Marx, and Mia Cantrell from A Million Tiny Pieces

Sometimes, making a decision and jumping in with both feet is the only thing to do. Phoenix learns that firsthand after a special request from his wife and husband.

Kicking Off the New Year Right - Trey Walker and Magnus Storm from Brantley Walker: Off the Books series

Although he’s insistent they keep their relationship on the DL, Trey decides to make the first move. That decision might just change things between him and Magnus forever.




This one is dedicated to Nicole Nation.




Dear reader,

I enjoyed spending time with many of my characters, some I haven’t heard from in a really long time. It was so much fun, I decided that it might be time to see what they are up to now. 

With that said, you’ll find a short story about many of my readers’ favorites, and I hope you’ll find enjoyment in catching up with them.

Much Love,

Nicole Edwards
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Kingston Rush and Ellie Kaufman 

from Rush

Kingston and Ellie are enjoying Thanksgiving with family and friends. 

Learn why wine is not on the menu and why Ellie needs it more than ever. 
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Thursday, November 25, 2021

KINGSTON RUSH

“She’s bringing a boy to dinner,” Ellie says in a bad excuse for a conspiratorial whisper.

I smile at my wife despite the concern I detect in her tone. Ever since my seventeen-year-old stepdaughter, Bianca, asked if she could bring her boyfriend to Thanksgiving dinner, Ellie has been doing her best to hide her nervousness. As for why she’s nervous to meet the boy her daughter is dating, I have no idea. 

“I heard,” I inform her.

“Tonight,” she adds.

“Heard that, too.” 

Ellie peers toward the hallway as though ensuring Bianca isn’t standing there listening to our conversation. I could’ve told her she wasn’t because last I saw Bianca, she was pacing her bedroom, fretting over what she was going to wear tonight, while tossing one outfit after another onto her bed. 

For the record, I will never understand women completely.

“What if he doesn’t like us?” Ellie asks, reaching for the bottle of wine she opened a little while ago.

I bark a laugh. “Don’t you think it should be the opposite? What if you don’t like him?”

“Me?” Her eyebrows slam down. “I like everyone.”

“Maybe. But you’ve never met one of Bianca’s boyfriends.”

Her eyes narrow. “She’s never had a boyfriend before.”

That we know of. Of course, I keep that to myself.

I laugh again and reach for Ellie, pulling her toward me. “It’s gonna be fine, baby. One dinner.”

She pulls back, stares up at me, her expression one of disbelief. “Only the most important dinner of the entire year.”

“And your brother will be here,” I tell her. “And Noelle. If anyone can keep Bianca in line, it’s Noelle.”

Ellie takes a deep breath, blows it out loudly. “True.”

I don’t bother to mention the additional dozen guests who will be here to keep order in the event Ellie thinks Bianca’s boyfriend doesn’t like her. He will like her, though. Everyone likes Ellie because she’s fucking likable. My entire team adores her, and they’re a rowdy bunch of hockey players, so that’s saying something.

Wanting to get her mind off of Bianca’s boyfriend and everyone else who will be descending on our house this evening, I glance at the oven, then return my gaze to her. “Is there anything you need me to do?”

That works because her brain shifts gears, and she is back to fretting over the meal rather than who’s attending.

Ellie scans the kitchen, glances at the oven, looks back at me. “No. Not right now. The turkey’s got a couple more hours.”

A couple of hours? 

“And Cason?” I ask, referring to our almost-four-year-old son. “How much longer will he nap?’

“Not quite that long, but close. Why?”

I smile and reach for her, pulling her back to me again. “Then perhaps we should take a shower.”

“Together?” 

“Yeah,” I say, feigning innocence. “You know, to conserve water.”

“Right. Water conservation.” Her jade-green eyes blaze with familiar heat. “I like the way you think.”

“Do you?” I link my fingers with hers and turn toward the bedroom before anyone can interrupt what will be the highlight of my day.
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ELLIE RUSH

I love this man.

Even after nearly five years of marriage, I love him so much I can hardly contain it. 

And yes, a big part of why I love him is because he does things like this. He offers me a distraction when I need it most. I know it’s silly to get all worked up over who is coming to dinner, yet it isn’t something that can be helped. And here he is, offering to sex me up just so I don’t lose my mind.

Not that I need a reason, because seriously, I am married to Kingston Rush, the rock-star goalie for the Austin Arrows hockey team. He is the sexiest man in hockey—perhaps even in all of professional sports—and I’m not the only one who thinks so. Women love him, but thankfully, he’s all mine, no matter how many of them tweet about wanting to climb Mount Rushmore. For the record, I am the only woman in the world who has the honor of doing that.

“What’s on your mind?” my husband asks as he all but drags me into the bathroom.

“Climbing Mount Rushmore,” I admit honestly.

His smile is slow and wicked and it does crazy things to my insides. 

“Have I mentioned that it’s suggested that you climb naked?”

I giggle. “Is that so?”

He feigns seriousness when he cants his head and nods. “Yeah. Yeah, I read it somewhere.”

I laugh, loving his humor as much as I love his sexiness.

Leaning up on my toes, I meet his lips with my own, sinking into him when he puts his big, warm hands on my back and slowly slides them down to my ass.

“Perhaps you should help me into the right gear then,” I suggest.

“Oh, I can definitely do that,” he replies against my mouth.

We aren’t strangers to undressing one another. In fact, we’ve gotten pretty good at it over the years. Maybe we’re not record-setting good, but it doesn’t take long to strip down to nothing, our clothes strewn across the bathroom to be dealt with later. 

“I am a huge fan of your climbing gear, Mrs. Rush,” he says, his voice a dark rasp against my lips. 

“Thank you, Mr. Rush. You think the water’s warm yet?”

“We can find out.”

Since the bathroom is filling with steam, I have no doubt that it’s warm enough, but it doesn’t matter, because Kingston’s mouth is on mine as he picks me up like I weigh nothing. With practiced ease, I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck, and hold on as he walks into the enormous shower. I shift and grind against his rigid erection, which is pressed firmly against my clit. While I am a huge fan of foreplay—both as a giver and as a receiver—I know there isn’t time for us to dawdle. 

Not to mention, I am so worked up, I’m not sure I will survive too much of his wicked ministrations. 

“Now, Kingston,” I moan against him when he presses my back against the cool tile. “I need you inside me.”

He growls softly, shifting so he can slide one hand between our bodies. The next thing I know, his cock is pressed to my entrance, and I am sighing his name as my head tips back against the tile. 

Oh, yeah. This is what I need. The delicious friction as he slides inside me. 

“God, that feels good.”

Kingston doesn’t rush as he pushes in slow and deep, filling me to overflowing. I squeeze my internal muscles as encouragement, and I get another rumbling growl in response. 

“Kiss me, Ellie,” he bites out.

Putting my mouth back to his, I meet his tongue with mine. It starts slow, but it doesn’t take much to set me off, and then my husband is ravishing my mouth. His hips begin to thrust faster, forcing me to hold myself still to allow for that perfect penetration. 

I succumb to the bliss, focusing solely on the glorious sensation as he fucks me. Slowly at first, then faster, until I’m panting and whimpering. His hands squeeze my ass, pulling me in closer so that there’s just the right amount of pressure on my clit from his pelvis. No doubt about it, the man knows exactly what I need.

“Close,” I warn as he impales me harder, deeper, faster. “So … so … so…” I grit my teeth as the sparks ignite the flame and set off the detonation. “Oh, God!”

I come in a rush of shudders as the electric current slays me. Another mini orgasm is triggered when Kingston finds his release, driving into me one final time as he growls my name against my neck.

I focus on breathing as he sets me on my feet. My knees are weak, my thighs trembling, but I manage to use the wall at my back to keep me upright.

“Better?” he asks, his forehead pressed to mine, his breaths labored from his efforts.

“So much better,” I admit, because it’s true. Now that he’s quite literally fucked some of my anxiety out of me, I feel like I can accomplish anything.

Yep. That definitely worked as a distraction.




Two hours later…

KINGSTON

“Welcome,” I greet as I open the front door and smile, genuinely happy to see the friends and family who are descending for this holiday.

Perhaps it was the sex in the shower or maybe just the fact that I’ve got the day off, but I’m feeling better than I have in a while. Lighter, I think.

Standing on my front porch, donning their Texas winter wear—long sleeves, jeans, lightweight coats—and huge smiles are my brother-in-law Spencer, his wife, Noelle, and their daughter.

My niece is already hopping up and down, eager for my attention.

“I’m sorry, is there something going on”—I gesture in a circular swiping motion in Lotus’s direction while looking at Spencer—“down here?”

“Uncle Goalie,” she says firmly with the kind of sass only a three-year-old can muster.

I jerk my attention downward and widen my eyes. “Oh, hey, little flower. I didn’t see you there.”

Lotus plants her hands on her hips. “My name’s Lotus, not little flower.”

“Oh. My bad. Hey, Lotus. How are you?”

Her smile is as bright as the sunshine. Clearly she doesn’t feel the need to tell me how she is, because she responds with, “Where’s Cason?”

“He’s upstairs waiting for you.”

Lotus spins to face her parents. “Can I go upstairs? Pretty please?”

“Of course,” Noelle answers. “Just remember, you and Cason have to clean up before we leave.”

“Okay!” she calls out, already heading for the stairs. 

“Ellie’s in the kitchen,” I tell Noelle as I help her out of her coat and place it on the rack Ellie bought specifically for when guests come over. 

“I hope there’s wine,” she announces, making a beeline for her best friend, her hand protectively covering her baby bump.

“You can’t have wine,” Spencer reminds her.

Noelle exhales heavily. “A girl can dream, can’t she?”

“She’s ready to have the baby,” Spencer informs me with a dramatic sigh. “And to think she’s got three more months to go.”

I laugh. “Well, if it’s any consolation, Ellie promised not to drink wine in front of her.” I don’t bother telling him how much she’s already had to drink. 

“And we both know how well that’ll work.”

Yes, we do. Ellie promises, but rarely does she ever follow through. Mostly because Noelle gives her crap about it until she can’t help herself.

“How’re things?” I ask Spencer as the man hangs up his own coat. 

“Can’t complain. Got the day off and all.”

I chuckle. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

Although Spencer and I both tossed around the idea of retiring from the NHL a few years back, we changed our tunes shortly after our kids were born. Being new fathers obviously changed us nearly four years ago, and I can’t say I am disappointed in my decision. The team is well on its way to winning another Stanley Cup this year—it would be the second time in four years—and I am grateful to be a part of it.

“Wanna beer?” I offer.

“Won’t turn it down. Anyone else here?”

“Scott’s in the game room watching the Cowboys.” My brother is a huge fan, and I know without a doubt someone will give him shit about it today just for the sake of it. Doesn’t matter that the Dallas Cowboys are kicking ass and taking names this year.

“Of course he is,” Spencer laughs. 

“James and Amber are helping Ellie with the final touches in the kitchen. Bianca’s upstairs, probably primping in front of the mirror.”

I lead the way to the wet bar in the downstairs media room, where I keep beer in the small refrigerator. It’s not that I am avoiding the kitchen… Okay, yes, I am avoiding the kitchen. I know my wife is currently fretting over the fact Bianca’s boyfriend is on the way, and now that Noelle is here, I’m sure it’s only getting more dramatic.

“Oh, and Heath’s on his way.”

Spencer stops and turns his full attention to me. “I thought he had other plans for Thanksgiving.”

“Changed his mind,” I say with a frown, passing over one of the bottles after I open it. “That a problem?”

“Julie’s coming,” he says, as though mentioning Noelle’s sister should make a lightbulb go off in my head.

“I know,” I tell him. No way would Ellie leave out Noelle’s sister from Thanksgiving. Even Noelle’s parents are coming for the festivities. We are a close bunch.

“Shit.”

I frown. “What’s wrong?”

Spencer instantly shakes his head. “Nothing. Never mind.”

I grab his arm and halt him from walking away. “What don’t I know?”

“Let’s just say, having Bianca’s boyfriend at the dining table probably won’t be the most dramatic event of the evening.”

I stare at him, not sure what that means, but more than a little worried to find out.
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ELLIE

Thanks to James and Amber, I’ve got most of the dinner preparations completed. As soon as Noelle arrived, she inserted herself in the middle of it, insisting she be allowed to help, so I gave her a few tasks to complete just to keep her out from under my feet. Well, that and because I’m sneaking wine despite my promise to her that I won’t drink. It’s been a rough day. Sue me.

Just when the wine is starting to ease some of my tension, Noelle’s parents and her sister arrive, the three of them greeting me in the kitchen, where I’m still attempting to work. Thankfully, Noelle is here to keep them somewhat occupied, which allows me to direct Amber on how to set the table. As soon as my directions are complete, I hear a shocked huff, drawing my attention across the way. It takes a second for me to replay what I said, and as soon as I do, I grimace.

I think it’s safe to say that I am the queen of dysfunctional get-togethers.

All this time, I have been anxious about my daughter’s boyfriend coming to dinner, and I never even stopped to consider the fact that my brother-in-law and Noelle’s sister are about to be under the same roof for the first time since—

“I cannot believe you didn’t tell me he was coming,” Julie snaps at Noelle.

“I didn’t know,” she declares, hands on her hips, her cute pregnancy belly softening her attempt at frustration.

“It’s true,” I chime in. “Heath originally declined our invitation.”

Julie takes a deep breath and downs what’s left of her wine before snagging my glass and gulping it, too. 

I don’t know the gory details of what caused her complete dislike for Kingston’s brother, but I have a feeling it has something to do with a one-night stand neither of them will cop to. I remember the two of them making eyes at each other during a team event, and later that night, I lost track of them both for a short time. 

Not that I try to keep up with Heath’s conquests. The man is a playboy of the highest order, shown up by only one other member on the team—Patrick Benne—who I would go so far as to say is a man-whore. 

But hey, they are all grown-ups, and it sucks that I have to remind them of that fact now that we are about to sit down to dinner.

“Can we wait a few more minutes, Mom?” Bianca pleads, joining us in the kitchen. “Trevor is on his way.”

I nod and she hurries out of the room, clearly not wanting to get in the middle of this. 
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