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Content Warnings



This is a kinky holiday series that includes past child abuse and neglect, alcoholism, drug use, pregnancy, profanity, anxiety, loss of parents, adoption, past childhood trauma, and elements of kink such as impact play, breeding, breath play, restraints, praise, degradation, CGL relationships, Shibari, wax play, eStim, and humiliation. 

As a reminder, this is not to be used as an instruction manual. The things read in these books are fictional and anyone taking part in the practice of BDSM, should do so under the guidance of a trained professional with enthusiastic consent. 








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Nick's Secret Baby
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  
Jack’s Second Chance by Nikki Rome 

Published by Rome Publishing Group
Cover by Alt19 Creative
www.NikkiRome.com
© 2022 Nikki Rome
All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without 
permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. 
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of
 the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual people, 
living or dead, events or locations is entirely coincidental. 

For permissions contact:
Info@NikkiRome.com









  
  For all my lovers of kink and 
smut… even during the holidays.
May Jack’s love for Kyra keep you
warm even on cold winter nights
when there is no one around
to remind you what a “Good Girl”
you really are.
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Chapter One

Jack


Waking up naked in bed with a woman on the morning of Christmas Eve should be a good thing. But when you wake up naked in bed with your ex-girlfriend who you haven’t spoken to in years, it doesn’t feel that good. The sun shining off the snow and into her bedroom window was enough to make me want to cry. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so hungover, and the second I opened my eyes, all the memories started flooding back. Seeing Kyra with that asshole, Mitch Campbell, and wanting to tear his fucking head off. The irrational jealousy that ran through me knew no bounds after what had to have been a case of beer. Then when I went to take a leak and found him forcing himself on her in the hallway, it was all over. 
The next thing I knew, we were tearing each other’s clothes off, and I was tying her to the wrought iron headboard with her bra. I looked over, and sure enough, it was still hanging from the bars. 
“Fuck,” I groaned as I ran my hands over my face. Kyra saw a side of me last night that I never intended for someone like her to see. Growing up a Saint in the small town of Whitewood, New York, meant I wasn’t supposed to be how I was. I know it didn’t make sense, but the idea of anyone finding out what me and my brothers were into was terrifying. Kane and Nick were going to kill me. Our lifestyle was one we kept to ourselves. The frequent trips we took to New York City for work allowed us to play away from home and now one drunken night may have ruined it all. 
I pried my eyes open a little more, looking for my phone and when I shifted in the bed Kyra snuggled closer into my side. Damn, why did she have to feel so good up against me? Even after a night of truly amazing sex, she still smelled like cinnamon with a hint of vanilla and it made me want to lick her fucking pussy until she screamed, not crawl out of bed and do the walk of shame all the way to my parents for Christmas Eve dinner. 
Against my cock’s better judgment, I tucked a pillow under her and slid out of bed, searching for my clothes, my phone, any sign that I came here with something more than my birthday suit, but I came up empty. That’s when I remembered we hadn’t started in here. I walked through her apartment and found the disaster we had left in our wake. Our clothes were thrown everywhere and I’m pretty sure I wrapped her panties around an empty vodka bottle sitting on the kitchen counter. That bottle was most likely why my head felt like shit. Liquor before beer, but never drink on an empty stomach, was what my dad used to say. Not only did I forget the eating part, but I drank beer first. All I had planned to do was stop by for a couple of drinks and then head home, but the second I saw Kyra that had all changed. Even though we lived in a small town, we rarely saw each other. It was by design. After years of breaking up and getting back together again, we finally learned the problem. It was us. Anytime we were around each other, we were drawn in and then we had zero self control.
“Well, I was looking for coffee, but that fine ass will do.” I turned to find her standing in the hallway in nothing but a nearly see through white t-shirt. I looked away before I grabbed her and never got out of here. 
“I’m just trying to find my clothes and piece together the night,” I said as I pulled on my jeans, giving up the search for my boxers. 
“Yeah, I know what you mean. However, one look in the mirror and my body could tell us most of what we did. I have a map of pretty markings across my skin.”
Fucking shit. I didn’t, did I? 
I turned back to her and closed the space between us. “Kyra, I… I didn’t mean for things to go so far. I’m sorry if I hurt you.”
“You weren’t the only one in that room last night Jack, there’s no need to feel guilty over what we did. Honestly, it was nice being with someone I know who could satisfy what I wanted, rather than looking for it elsewhere. You’re easier to trust than a stranger.”
“Wait, what?”
Kyra stepped out of my embrace and walked around me to the coffee pot. “You didn’t think that was the first time I played, did you?”
“Played? As in??”
“As in Kink, BDSM, impact play. Call it whatever you’d like, Jack, it’s clear you knew what you were doing.”
“How drunk were you?”
“Not nearly as drunk as you, but if you weren’t, then you never would have shown me what you could do.”
“Of course I wouldn’t. My bigger concern at the moment is what you mean by strangers? Kyra, what exactly has gone on in your life over the last few years?”
“I should ask you the same thing, Mr. Saint.”
My mind was a jumbled mess. My little Kyra Banks was telling me she was into kink and I never knew it. It made sense that I didn’t. How could I have known? But the idea of her playing with someone else, someone who could really hurt her, terrified me.
“How long?”
“About five years. I dated someone after college who was into experimenting with things, but when my needs far outweighed his, we broke up.”
“Do you have a Dom?”
“Not right now. I never would have been with you if I did. I play with others, but I am not in a committed relationship with anyone right now, and the poly lifestyle never appealed to me.”
I shook my head in disbelief as I sat on the couch and she handed me a cup of black coffee. I smiled when I realized she still remembered just how I like it. It wasn’t hard to remember a coffee order when I put nothing in it, but the thought of it was still comforting. Then I realized she probably knew other men’s coffee orders too, and it made me pissed all over again. I wasn’t a jealous man but something about Kyra always sparked it within me. 
“Who do you—, never mind I don’t want to know who. Where do you play? I thought you still lived in Whitewood.”
“I do, but I have met others in the community who arrange parties. I go to them, pick the kink I’m interested in for the night, find a top, and play. It’s a win, win.”
“So you are with strangers.”
“Not really. I’ve grown to know most people in the group.”
“Kyra, I don’t know what to say.”
“How about you say that you are going to finish that coffee and then come shower with me? I don’t need a lot for aftercare, but now that we’ve had this little talk, it doesn’t bother me to ask for it. Is there anything you need from me?”
I had no clue how to answer her. Here I was sitting on the couch with my ex-girlfriend from High School. We lost our virginity to each other and now she was telling me she’s part of some kink community in town. I knew the second she asked I would stay with her. Never in my life had I declined a request for aftercare from a partner and I certainly wouldn’t start with Kyra. She deserved more than that. She deserved more than what I had given her. 
I put my coffee down on the table and stood, holding a hand out for her. “Come on, let’s get cleaned up and then we can talk some more. I should have taken better care of you last night, and I’m sorry for that. Let me prove it to you now.”
Kyra’s head tilted as she squinted her eyes, looking up at me. “Okay then, let’s do this.” 
When we got back into her bedroom, I had her sit in bed to finish her coffee while I ran the shower. I wished she had a bathtub because I’d have preferred to soak with her, but I’d do the best I could, given our environment. When I made my way back to the bedroom, I found her on the phone.
“It’s okay, Kensey, really. I’m fine. I told you I’ll just see you for New Years. You act like being alone is the end of the world. Maybe it’s time you just realize I’m okay with being by myself.”
She paused for a minute to listen, then went on. “I know it’s Christmas, but it doesn’t matter. I wanted you to take this trip, and I meant it. Just because things changed for me, it doesn’t mean your plans need to change. Enjoy your week. I’ll see you for New Year’s Eve.”
Kyra’s back was to me and with the sound of the shower, she didn’t hear me come back into the room. I watched as she hung up her phone and put it down, taking in a deep breath and wiping her eyes. My sweet Kyra, who was probably the best human being I had ever met, was alone for the holiday and pretending for her best friend’s sake that she was okay with it. 
“You okay?”
She jumped at the sound of my voice, sniffling a bit, then jumping out of bed with a fake smile on her face. “Yup, sorry. I didn’t hear you come back. Is the water ready?”
“Why did you lie to Kensey?”
“I didn’t lie to her.”
“Yes you did, Kyra. I thought you two were close. Why wouldn’t you just tell her the truth?”
“Because I am fine. Christmas isn’t even that big of a deal. Now, if
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