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        From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes a brand new Taboo Romance Collection with 3 hot new stories.

        Rip & Wrenlee

        I saw her.

        I wanted her.

        I made our life possible.

        Samuel & Nicole

        She should have run.

        I’d have given chase, but she’d have had a chance.

        Now she’s all mine.

        Ryker & Iyla

        I have an addiction.

        It’s filthy, delicious, and comes from my sweet girl.

        I want so much more.

      

        

      
        If you like: Age gaps, stalkers, kinkery, men who go for what they want and take it, and breeding galore…

        You’re going to LOVE Taboo.
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        I saw her.

        I wanted her.

        I made our life possible.
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      Watching her from the altar, I can tell she’s uncomfortable. Whether it’s the dress her mother put on her young body—revealing to the point her tits might pop out if she bounces and so short that if she bends over, she’ll flash everyone—or it’s the events taking place, I’m unsure. Likely both.

      She feels my eyes on her; I can tell by the way she avoids looking at me. Her refusal to even acknowledge my existence since the first day we met has brought out the predator inside me, ready to hunt her ass down.

      Observing her as she and everyone around us await her mother’s approach to the altar where my brother stands, appearing solemn, I notice when she scowls at the older woman.

      Clearly, my brother isn’t the only one upset by this union.

      Forced by my hand because I have an obsession.

      One I can’t act on until the time is right.

      “This better be fucking worth it, Rip.” My older brother, Ryker, glares at me as he takes his bride's hand and prepares to tie his life to hers.

      Leaning forward, I keep my eye on Wrenlee and say, “The minute she’s tied to me, you’re free.”

      I’ve been at the top of the Chicago Mafia since our father’s retirement two years ago, so what I say goes. Ryker is older, but he doesn’t want the responsibilities of being the boss. For now, he’s my underboss and prefers to stay that way.

      The day I saw Wrenlee, my entire life changed.

      She was walking home from her private school when I bumped into her after I killed a man who tried to betray me. Blood stained my dark-colored clothes, but I hadn’t let it touch her. Instead, I held her in both hands and intuitively knew she would be mine.

      That was three months ago. Since then, she’s graduated high school, turned eighteen, and been accepted to Brighton River College. She hasn’t decided on a major yet, but she’s excited to live in the dorms.

      I’ve already set up cameras in her room and on campus to keep an eye on her. I’m giving her a year to experience college life, then she’s mine.
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            WRENLEE

          

          ONE YEAR LATER.

        

      

    

    
      “This is so stupid,” I hiss at my best friend, Nicole Foster, as we creep along the wall to avoid being seen by our resident advisor. Wanda is a real witch, but I respect her. I suspect after tonight, she won’t like me as much.

      “Stop fussing.” Nicole glares at me. “She’s not going to hate you. She’ll have no one else to use as examples for the other girls if she does.” Flipping her the finger, I hate how easily she reads me. I suppose that happens when you’ve been best friends since pre-school, though.

      I yelp when Nicole grasps my hand and yanks me forward. I can either run or fall on my face in these ridiculous heels and be dragged. I run with her. “We’re gonna get in so much trouble.” I shut up at her next glower.

      “There’s the cab,” she nearly shouts, remembering at the last second that we’re trying to be quiet as we exit the quad.

      Too late to change my mind now.

      Rushing towards the car, we pile in while Nicole gives the driver the address to the frat house we should not be going to. Her giggling is normally contagious, but I’m a bundle of nerves.

      I only just turned nineteen a few months ago. We still have two months of the semester left, and I should be writing a paper for my history class right now, not partying. Something I don’t even want to do.

      I was a drunken mistake for my mother, and so I’ve never really been into drinking. She reminds me all too often that I’m lucky she didn’t abort me. After my father died, I no longer had a place to run away to when things got bad at home. My confidence tanked, and for nearly the last seven years, I’ve had my nose consistently stuck in a book.

      Nicole has been my only reprieve from my mother’s hostility. Not true. That inner voice chooses a terrible time to pop up.

      But she’s not totally wrong.

      I do have something else. Someone else.

      I shudder just thinking his name. Rip Cane.

      My uncle.

      Step-uncle, that voice niggles again.

      He’s Ryker’s, my mother’s husband’s younger brother. I hardly ever see him, but he very much enjoys making sure I never forget about him.

      “Earth to Wren!” Nicole snaps her fingers in front of my face, dragging me from my thoughts of Rip. “Let's go!” She’s already outside the car door, waiting on me. I hadn’t even realized we’d arrived.

      Climbing out, I tug down my skirt again and follow behind her as she practically bounces up to the frat house. Apparently, it’s a big deal that we were invited, only being freshmen and unassociated with a sorority.

      I think that’s bullshit. A party is a party, and once it gets rowdy enough, anyone can and will show up. It was the same crap at my private school.

      “I’m not drinking!” I tell her as we enter the house, nearly yelling over the blaring music.

      “You’re such a fuddy-duddy, Wren. Have one with me.” I shake my head.

      I had a long talk with Ryker before starting college, and even if he did scare the crap out of me with the things frat boys can and will do at parties, I already knew most of it and planned to be smart about this kind of stuff. I never even anticipated attending a college party, but my bestie can be quite convincing when she wants to.

      “Am not,” I grumble. The smell of stale beer and sweat smacks us in the face as we walk through the house. “This is disgusting.” My muttering gets drowned out by the rock band blasting from speakers throughout the main level of the house.

      Couches are covered with couples making out and practically fucking as they sloppily grope at each other. This party is more like an orgy.

      “Here!” Someone slaps a red cup in my hand before wandering off. I look up to see Nicole whispering into the guy who invited us’ ear. His eyes are unsurprisingly glazed over, yet they’re still wandering to check out other girls.

      Rolling my eyes, I dump the cup in the trash and move to an empty space by a bookshelf, scanning the spines.

      Encyclopedias? Like the ones the guy on Friends tried to sell to Joey in one episode.

      I vaguely wonder if they’re there so these idiots can appear intelligent, when I’m bumped into from behind.

      “Whoa! Sorry, babe.” Glaring at one-said idiot over my shoulder, I roll my eyes again as I watch him checking me out. “Haven’t seen you around here before,” he slurs. My eyeballs are about on the floor at this point.

      “Freshman,” I reply and turn back around. Grabbing the first book I find, I crack the spine as it opens. These are definitely here for show.

      “Really. How’d you get in, then?” He leans against the bookcase and almost falls over.

      “I was invited with my friend.” I don’t give her name and won’t point her out. She has ten minutes, then I’m dragging her the hell out of here.

      “That so.” I nod, returning my attention to the book. “This is my house, you know. You shouldn’t ignore me.” Glancing up, I see he’s attempting to act affronted, but he’s too drunk.

      “So you’re who I should point the cops to when they crash the party for serving underage people alcohol?” I know I sound like a prude, but I just don’t care.

      “Whoa, baby, let's not go too far. You can stay if you want.”

      “I don’t.” Shoving the book back in its place, I turn to find Nicole, only to catch her heading upstairs with the same guy she was with before.

      As I’m about to take a step towards her, I’m waylaid with a hand on my arm. “Where you going, doll face? Spend some time with me.” Draping an arm across my shoulders, he attempts to direct me away from the crowd, but I won’t fall for it.

      “I don’t think so. Drunk idiots don’t do it for me.”

      “Good thing I’m not drunk, then.” He laughs before losing his footing and stumbling into a wall.

      “Right, not drunk at all. Moron.” I mutter the last part under my breath, but he shockingly hears it, and anger transforms his face before he pins me against the wall in the empty hallway.

      “Snotty little bitch. Think you’re better than me?” Spittle flies in my face, and I scrunch up my nose in disgust. “I’ll fucking show you,” he snaps, his hand grabbing at my breast as he holds my face in place with the other on my jaw.

      Tears sting my eyes because I know nobody will help me. Closing my lids, I mutter out no, over and over, but he ignores me. I’m going to have bruises and worse.

      I knew I shouldn’t have come.
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      I’d watched Wrenlee getting changed to go out with her girlfriend. I knew they were going to a party, so I followed them and waited outside, under the cover of night and hidden across the street. Wrenlee has no idea I’ve been watching and following her around for the past year.

      By design, I’ve kept her in the dark. I’ve ensured she’s remained safe. Now, she’s broken free of the chains I’ve placed her in because tonight is the night I’m staking my claim.

      Glimpsing through the bay window of the house, I find her at a bookshelf after dumping a drink some dick shoved into her hand. My chest swelled when I recognized her annoyance over the beverage. Appears to me that all of Ryker’s warnings about frat boys, parties, and drinking have come in handy.

      Another asshole dares enter her space, and she has just as much intolerance for him as the guy before. When she tries to walk away, and he grabs her arm, I see red. I’ll kill the motherfucker for thinking for even a second that he has any right to put his filthy hands on her.

      Striding forward, three of my men do the same from their positions on either side of me but a few houses down. They match their steps to mine, taking seriously not only their job to protect me but to keep my girl safe.

      Storming up to the door, I don’t hesitate to kick it open. It's flying off the hinges and landing on the floor with a loud thud, grabs everyone’s attention as I enter the house. I take long strides as I head in the direction that asshole took my Wrenlee.

      Spotting them in an empty hallway, I freeze at the scene unfolding before me. Wrenlee is trapped against the wall, tears mixing with terror on her delicate face while begging him to let her go as she tries to push him off.

      One of his hands grips her tit so tightly there will be bruises, while the other manhandles her jaw and sucks on her neck.

      Stealthily walking up to them, I grab one of the knives hidden in my belt and shove it into his side. “I’d let her go if you don’t want to be penetrated somewhere more critical.” My warning is for his ears only as I slide the knife from his body, wiping the blood on his pants before securing it again.

      “Uncle Rip,” Wrenlee gasps, more tears rushing from her eyes, and I want to smash this fucker’s face into the pavement until he resembles pulp.

      “Come along, little mouse, time to go.” Holding out a hand for her, she eyes up the guy on his knees as she steps over him.

      Leaving with her at my side, I nod to Alec as we pass him, indicating he take care of the asshole who thought he could touch her. “Nicole is upstairs,” she whispers, clutching my hand tighter when she sees more of my men approaching and a vehicle waiting for us.

      “I’ve got her,” Samuel says as he heads back inside. They all know who Wrenlee’s best friend is, and they wouldn’t leave her behind, nor would I allow them to.

      After helping her into the back of the SUV, I buckle her in before joining her as my driver, Jet, pulls away from the frat house. For the most part, they remain in the background of my life, but on nights when I have to make the choice to kill a man or take care of my girl, they’ll always step forward to do the dirty work for me.

      “What’s going on, Uncle Rip?” Most men who were attracted to their nieces—even when non-blood related—would hate the title. I’m not most men. Every time she says it, my dick hardens, and pre-come bubbles up my thick shaft.

      “Why were you at a frat party?” I ask her instead, keeping a tight rein on my anger. It’s not her fault some dick wanted her. She’s a stunning mixture of innocence and temptation. All men want that for themselves.

      She sighs and stares out the window as we drive through the city towards my estate in Burr Ridge. “We were invited to it, and Nicole really wanted to go. I wasn’t about to let her attend alone.” Her tone is defensive, and I admire her desire to protect her friend. “This isn’t the way back to the dorms.” She finally gives me her eyes.

      Those melting pools of Swiss chocolate bring me to my knees in a single blink, and right now, they’re colored in confusion.

      “We’re not going back there.” Her body turns towards me, lifting her short skirt even farther. “We’re going to my home.”

      “Why?” The question pops out way too quickly, and I notice the way her pulse flutters wildly in her neck as her thudding heart pounds in her sternum, signaling her nerves or perhaps her excitement. I hope it’s the latter.

      “That’s a complicated answer.” I don’t want her to feel trapped inside the car, so I’ll wait to elaborate until we arrive home.

      “I doubt that.” Her eyes soften as she watches me. I can feel the steel around my heart melting away as I imagine all the ways I plan to take her. The things I’m going to teach her.

      Brushing a stray hair off her cheek, she turns into my palm, seeking out my touch, and the caveman part of my DNA pounds on my chest, demanding I claim her right now.

      The drive goes smoothly, and soon, we’re out of the bright city lights and entering Burr Ridge, one of the wealthier suburbs of Chicago. It’s mere minutes before we reach the guarded gates of my estate and enter the circular driveway.

      Not waiting for Jet to open my door, I unbuckle Wrenlee and pull her out with me. I keep her hand in one of mine while the other rests at the small of her back as my footman, Liam, opens the door for us and bows in silent greeting.

      When I decided Wrenlee was it for me, I bought this mansion, hired more security, and ensured my staff would be discreet when I brought her home. After explaining her age and our relation, some left, disgusted by the fact I dare lay claim to my step-niece and someone fifteen years my junior.

      I’d never felt the need to explain myself to anyone in my entire life, partially because of my parents and the way they raised me. But also because I was being groomed to command the Chicago Mafia.

      After taking control when my father decided to retire, things were rocky in the beginning until I made a power move and took out the Russians who thought they controlled the South Side. Since then, it’s been smooth sailing with only a few minor squabbles.

      Tomorrow will be soon enough to introduce Wrenlee to the staff; tonight, I’m taking her up to our room and showing her exactly who she belongs to.
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      I mentioned I have never been able to forget Rip, right? That’s because I’ve been half in love with the man since his brother married my mom. We shared dinner that night and then a few dances where he touched me a little more intimately than what would have been deemed appropriate.

      Now, I can’t stop staring at the intensity in the lines of his face. I can’t stop recalling the way his eyes darkened with lust when he touched me in the car. There’s always been something different about Rip, but I can’t seem to figure out what that is.

      Men bow down to him like he’s the alpha or something. And women…well, they’d throw themselves at him if he didn’t scare them so much. I’ve witnessed plenty of differing reactions when people encounter him. But here, in his home, everyone defers to Rip. Their eyes have a certain kind of respect when they see him. I admire that…being such a commanding presence that respect is simply given. All I garner from people is contempt, it would seem.

      “Whatever you’re thinking, I don’t like it.” He doesn’t even look at me, and he’s in tune with me. That’s rather annoying. “Your face is an open book, Wrenlee, it always has been.”

      “How would you know? We’ve seen each other a handful of times since the wedding.” I really need to know.

      He doesn’t respond as we walk down a long hallway, where he finally lets my hand go and opens a set of double doors. Encouraging me to enter the room with a hand on my back, he gives a slight nudge.

      Stepping inside, I’m blown away by the elegance. The walls are painted a sparkling white that shimmers in the lamplight. Baseboards, crown moldings, and doors are all painted matte black, and a Riverstone fireplace is the room's focal point. I bet it’s wonderfully cozy when lit up.

      A large canopy bed of the finest cherry oak I’ve ever seen sits on the opposite side of the room, with the wall behind it painted the same matte black as the accents. The bed is enormous, piled high with colorful pillows and a thick duvet that I’d love to sink into.

      “I’ll need a step stool to get on that bed,” I whisper as I walk closer.

      “You won’t.” Rip picks me up and tosses me onto the mattress. I’m immediately buried in the pillows as everything billows up around me.

      “Rip!” I laugh when I feel his fingers gliding up my calves. His touch is feather-light until he reaches my thighs, where his fingers sink into my flesh, making me moan and sink deeper into my little mountain of comfort. “That feels wonderful,” I murmur, flicking a pillow off my face and staring down my body at the man slowly crawling towards me.

      His shirt and pants are gone, bare except for his boxers, and I whimper at all that muscle covered in black ink…and the scars. I always thought it silly when people said chicks dig scars. Turns out I do. On Rip, anyway.

      “Wrenlee,” he groans as I feel the heat of his touch between my thighs, “Open for me.” I’m helpless to do anything but what he demands of me. “That’s my good girl.” I melt at the name.

      Sinking my teeth into my lip, I nearly detonate on the spot.

      He couldn’t possibly know what I did. Could he? He’ll eventually spot the tiny tattoo I got on the side of my ass cheek, but I never expected him to. Gripping my skirt, he drags it along with my thong down my legs and tosses it behind him.

      “We’re leaving these on.” He kisses one of my raised ankles above the strap of my heel before letting my leg go. “You’re not wearing a bra, little mouse.” His eyes darken as realization sets in for him. I don’t have large breasts, so I rarely wear a bra. Typically, a camisole or bralette works for me.

      “I don’t need them.” Shrugging, the strap of my shirt slides down the top of my arm. Reaching forward, Rip grabs the neck’s material and tugs, shredding the fabric with a predatory grin on his incredibly handsome face.

      What’s funny is I don’t feel an ounce of shyness at being naked in front of him. He’s the only person since I was a young girl who has seen me like this, and I always imagined I’d be more reticent.

      Kissing his way up my thighs, I quake under his touch, unsure of what to do, what he’s going to do. When I feel his hot breath on the inside of my thigh, followed by his lips, I whimper. The pressure inside me is overwhelming, and I can’t contain my body's response.

      The touch of his tongue on my bare pussy makes me cry out as he slowly laps at me like I’m a bowl of fresh cream. Gently he licks me until he finds my clit, and then my body truly soars. All thought rushes free, and my hands clutch at the duvet under me. He attacks my pussy with single-minded focus, and I can’t catch my breath.

      “Rip!” I gasp at how he sucks me into his mouth. His response is a hungry groan and more intense suction, carrying me to new heights of pleasure than I ever could have imagined.

      His hands move to the backs of my thighs, and he pushes them forward, exposing everything I am for his viewing pleasure. From the way he holds me in place and the sounds he makes, I know he’s enjoying it.

      I’ve never been more vulnerable in my life.
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