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      The Kings of the Underworld series is a multi-state interconnected series with the Kings of California, Kings of New York, and King of Nevada. While each book is a standalone, the characters from state to state will appear in other books. These are considered mafia light contemporary romances with dark elements. Some themes may be triggering with graphic violence, death, and in some cases abuse.

      
        
        Find more information here:

        Kings of the Underworld
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        From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes the one and only King of Nevada. Monster is book 5 in the Kings of the Underworld series.

      

        

      
        I shouldn’t want her, but her eyes captured me.

      

        

      
        For years, I’ve been alone,

        Wanting or needing for no one.

        I was prepared to die that way.

      

        

      
        But then there she is,

        Ella Gallagher.

      

        

      
        Sweet, strong, vulnerable.

        And on the run from a man who strives to control her with violence.

      

        

      
        I don’t hesitate to mark her as mine.

      

        

      
        Ruthless and out for blood, her ex manages to find her.

        With me.

        A wall of cruel intentions ready to send him to his bloody grave.

      

        

      
        I am Theias Lorde, the Monster who doesn’t bother to hide in the closet, instead, becoming your worst nightmare if you look sideways at what’s mine.

      

        

      
        Theias is a man on a mission, ready to do whatever it takes to keep his woman safe in this strangers-to-lovers, age gap, daddy kink, dark romance that will have your toes curling for more.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          ELLA

        

      

    

    
      “Shit,” I hiss as Rue dabs the fresh cut with an antibacterial wipe gently.

      “Sorry,” she whispers. I realize she’s risking the wrath of her husband by helping me.

      Why she’s not more afraid of Nick Gambino, I’ll never understand.

      That’s a lie. I’ve seen the way he looks at her, the gentle way he handles her. He’d never hurt a hair on her pretty little head, and I’m jealous. Not in the green-eyed monster and wanting to terrorize them kind of way; more in the I wish I had that too, and I’m so envious I could cry kind of way.

      “Do you want to tell me what happened?”

      I cringe and draw away at her question. I hadn’t wanted to let Rue see the fresh damage to begin with, but for as soft and sweet as she is, the woman doesn’t take no for an answer, either.

      Shaking my head, I pull my hair forward to hide the new bruises from the other ladies who will soon be here for our little book club.

      I’ve done pretty decently hiding my secret from everyone, but Rue and Soren seem to always know what’s going on behind the heavy makeup and sunglasses. I’ve never been good at hiding, but I thought I’d done a decent enough job. None of the other women in our book club have asked or made like they know what I’m going through.

      “All done.” Rue smiles as she puts her things away. “I’m here to listen when you want to talk,” she tells me quietly as Soren leads some of the arriving women into Rue’s opulent front room.

      Giving a nod, I sit back in the corner chair, cover my legs, pull down the sleeves of my sweater, and hope I make it through without too many questions. I listen as they talk about the latest fantasy romance book we read this month. It isn’t really my cup of tea, so I don’t offer many opinions because, for the most part, everyone else seems to have enjoyed it, and the writing is fantastic. I just don’t vibe with those types of books. I love a good contemporary romance with realistic situations. It allows me to believe that my one true love is still out there, waiting for me to arrive.

      By the time everyone is on their way out, I gather up my things, not realizing Rue and Soren are about to corner me.

      “We were thinking,” Soren begins. They share a look that makes my stomach drop to my feet. “We understand you don’t want to talk about what’s happening, but what if we can get you out, anyway?” Tears spring forth and spill over before I can stop them.

      “How?” I barely speak through the constriction in my throat.

      “My brother-in-law has been looking for some help around his house. Someone he can trust and who won’t get in his way. He can be cranky. It’s in Las Vegas, and Eli and Wes are prepared to take you right now.” The men in question step forward from around the wall. “Just say yes, Ella, please,” she finishes.

      I accept after looking into my friends’ pleading, worried eyes.
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            ELLA

          

        

      

    

    
      “You two are brave,” a man says as he opens the large oak doors leading into Mr. Lorde’s mansion on the outskirts of the city. “You’re really going to leave the girl here?”

      I turn back to stare at Eli and Wes. They didn’t say much on the drive to Vegas, and I didn’t offer conversation, either.

      Matching smirks cross their mouths now. “It’s what Rue and Soren want,” they say in unison, making it sound like that’s all the incentive they need.

      “Theias is going to kick some ass,” the man mumbles.

      “Tell him she’s Rue’s gift,” Wes calls back, amusement in his tone. The statement is confusing to me but not to those around me because the man in front of me now looks like he’s assessing me.

      “What happened to your face?” Well, he’s kind of rude.

      “What happened to yours?” I snap back, regretting it but not showing it. My mouth is the reason I’m in so much trouble.

      “You are not going to last if you keep that up,” he warns, pushing open the door in welcome.

      “Then I guess I better leave.” I move to turn around, but he grips my arms gently while dragging me inside.

      “Not on my watch,” he mutters, closing and locking the door. I notice that the entrance is fingerprint accessed.

      “What, am I a prisoner here or something?” I’m half joking, but as he raises a brow, a sense of unease runs up my spine.

      “My name is Lucas; I’m Mr. Lorde’s personal assistant. Everything goes through me before it reaches him.” That sounds like a threat. “He’s out for the evening and should be back around lunch tomorrow. You are expected to remain in the house until his arrival.”

      “You sound like an automated machine.” I roll my eyes when he scowls.

      “Your quarters are this way.” He offers his hand as he leads me up a curved staircase resembling something from the castle in the Anastasia movie she lived in as a girl.

      “It’s nice here,” I say, stopping to admire an abstract image of color with what feels like no real direction. Like my life.

      “It is,” Lucas agrees. “So don’t break anything.”

      My face heats at his warning. He can’t know just how clumsy I am sometimes.

      “What exactly am I supposed to do here?” Soren wasn’t very clear on that.

      “That will be discussed once Mr. Lorde returns.” Helpful one this Lucas is. “Here is your room. Feel free to explore the house. There is an indoor pool on the main floor as well as a fully-stocked kitchen and gym if you like to work out.” His tone implies that I don’t. He wouldn’t be wrong, but I won’t tell him that.

      “A pool, you say?” I do love swimming.

      “Yes, at the back of the house off the sunroom. Hard to miss.”

      “Thanks, Lucas.”

      He grunts and takes his leave.

      Alone, I quickly unpack, marveling at how large the room is. A queen-size bed sits against one wall, with floor-to-ceiling windows on either side, and periwinkle drapes flow along their length, leaving me breathless with the view.

      Lavish trees sprawl over a vast yard, hundreds of feet wide, before meeting an iron fence at least fifteen feet tall spanning the property. Theias is rich-rich. The kind of rich that intimidates. I’m not sure I should even be here.

      Focusing on the room again, I love the crown moldings along the ceiling and floor. The pearl white pops in the room, adding to the luxurious appeal of the periwinkle color palette. Even the bedding showcases soft shades of cream and light blues, with purple accents.

      This is a room I’d have chosen for myself. Something I’ve dreamed of being mine since I was little, with bookshelves on either side of a brick fireplace, and one of those oversized chair sofas in front for comfortable reading.

      I grab a swimsuit I just put away, wrap my hair up in a bun, and find a towel in the bathroom that I’ll have to explore later after spotting a jacuzzi tub, and head downstairs to find the pool.

      I pass Lucas coming out of an office just as I spot it and ask him, “Are there speakers I can connect my phone to for music?” He’s frozen in place as his eyes roam along my body, and I realize the bikini might not have been the best idea. “Lucas?”

      “Sorry,” he mutters. “Yes, I’ll show you.” Thankfully, my sun-kissed tan hides the blush I try to suppress as I follow behind Lucas. “Phone?” He holds out a hand for me as we enter the pool room.

      Unlocking it, I hand him the device, not thinking he’ll do anything more than open my music app. I bristle when I see him click on the messages showing over forty notifications that I was ignoring. “Hey! That’s not for you.”

      He turns his head to face me, arching a brow. “When I see a message threatening your well-being, it’s for me. Especially if that type of threat can affect my boss.”

      “Whatever.” Feeling scolded, I drop into one of the lounge chairs, squeezing the towel tight to my chest.

      “This what happened to your face?” His tone is less accusatory this time. I only shrug. I don’t really want to talk about it. “You need someone to handle it?” The question surprises me, and I turn to stare at him as he scrolls through the messages, the frown between his eyes deepening in anger with every word he reads.

      “No. He won’t follow me.”

      Lucas grunts in response before getting the music going a minute later.

      Handing me back my phone, he doesn’t relinquish it until I look up at him. “He comes here; he won’t be leaving. Remember that.” Swallowing, I nod and watch as he leaves.

      I’m not a complete idiot, I know what he’s insinuating. Glancing down at the last threatening message from Blake, I ponder Lucas’ words about him not leaving if he came. For a fleeting moment, I debate telling Blake where I am. The desire for him to be punished for his behavior nearly overrides my common sense.
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      Watching the violence unfold before me, I bring the cigar to my lips, inhaling deeply before blowing out a ring of smoke, adding to the already hazy arena. I live for nights like this. Blood, booze, and whores galore. The money rolls in the later it gets, and soon, I’ll quadruple the amount I paid to host the fight.

      The night wears on, and so does my amusement. I can only enjoy these events for so long anymore. Boredom quickly invades my surroundings, and I get antsy.

      I’ve begun to want more.

      Almost become desperate for it.

      Ever since Nick Gambino stole that girl from beneath my fingertips, I’ve been looking for the same type of relationship. Unfortunately, Nick and Rue made me a promise that has fallen flat with every girl they’ve sent my way.

      None of them hold a candle to the strength in the self-assured woman I paid a hefty sum for. Rue hasn’t given up, though, despite me telling her it’s useless.

      After my own brother, Adonis, found his Soren, I became more frustrated.

      Nearly forty years old and all I have is money and power.

      I don’t know how or when it happened, but I’ve begun to want more.

      Growing up, I was ambitious, far more so than my father or brother. I wanted more than the California life and territory that has been controlled by my family for generations.

      I was young when I came to Las Vegas, my reputation helping me make connections with the right people and earning top dollar for my work as, first, an enforcer for a loan shark. Then, when I had enough capital and power, I bought his clientele as the man retired to Texas.

      From loaning money, I moved into the fighting circuit, but legal fights were too soft for my taste. I wanted a blood sport that didn’t come to an end because someone showed weakness. I wanted more. I wanted men to pay me to stop the fights so their fighters didn’t die.

      I built an empire off my thirst for blood, and now, I have it all.

      But I still feel like something’s missing.

      Or someone.

      A warm body to bury myself in at night. Someone as committed and obsessed with me as I would be with them. Which is precisely why I won’t settle. I want something specific. A particular lifestyle, and I won’t give that up just for a cum dump.

      “We’re done here,” I tell Caleb, stubbing out my cigar and chugging back my thirty-two-year-old Teeling Purple Muscat in a single gulp–an insult to the Irish-aged whiskey at thirty-five hundred dollars a bottle. But I’m too frustrated to care.

      “You alright, man?” my oldest friend and second-in-command asks as I get up, dismissing the fight I sponsored below.

      “Something’s off…” I mutter.

      “I’ll get security on it.” I shake my head before he’s done speaking. “No?” Caleb has always been good at reading me. Mostly because I’m a heartless bastard, and it’s easy to discern my desires.

      This time, he can’t.

      “Not here. Not tonight. We’ll talk tomorrow.” He nods, but I can see he’s still confused.

      Taking the private elevator to the bottom floor of Lorde Arena–something else I built on a whim but is now my largest income source. An event center for a myriad of entertainment. Sports, concerts, fights. You name it, we host it.

      As soon as my private door opens into the parking garage, Owen, my driver, is waiting with the back door of my personal limo ajar.

      “Sir.” He nods in subservience as I roll my eyes. The man likes to get on my nerves.

      “Home, Owen,” I say once he’s behind the wheel.

      His brows pique because I planned to spend the night in my hotel, but he doesn’t question me. “You got it.”

      I raise the privacy partition as he begins to drive. It’s an hour to my house, so I scroll through emails and messages.

      One from Rue catches my eye, and I curse as I read what she’s said.

      Rue: I know you said no more but Soren and I have a friend. She’s perfect.

      Several hours later, there’s another one.

      Rue: Don’t be angry with me.

      More…

      Rue: Promise to give her a chance.

      Nick: Stop ignoring my fucking wife.

      I chuckle at his anger. The man is always pissed off unless he’s between his sweet wife’s legs. His obsession was startling at first.

      Rue: I swear she’s the last girl I’ll send, just give her a real chance.

      I finally type out an answer.

      Me: She’s got forty-eight hours.

      Two days is long enough to say I tried while avoiding someone who will only say what she thinks I want to hear so she can get her greedy hands on my fucking money. I don’t have time for that kind of bullshit.

      All the girls Rue sent my way have been one of two things: gold diggers or lacking a backbone.

      While I want a submissive woman, I want one who’s able to stand up for what she wants and not take my shitty fucking attitude all the time. Money means nothing to me, so the gold diggers didn’t bother me, but they weren’t putting in the effort to give me what I wanted, so they lasted less than a week.

      Rue: She might need more time than that.

      Fuck me.

      Me: Did you send me a fucking project, Rue?

      Nick: Don’t fucking swear at her.

      Me: Fuck off.

      Rue: Please, Theias, just give her a real chance. She won’t open up until she trusts you and you’ll have to work for that. I swear, Ella is worth every ounce of effort.

      Fuck. Rue has never fought for or spoken about the other girls like this. Of course, I’m going to give in.

      Me: All right, fine. One month. Sorry for swearing.

      Rue: Thank you! You won’t regret this, I swear!

      We’ll see about that.

      Leaning my head back, I close my eyes until we arrive at the mansion I purchased a decade ago. I spent four years renovating it and then waiting for the perfect woman to gift it to. If Rue is correct, then this Ella girl could be her, though I doubt it. I’m too old to trust in the word of a hormonal woman who just gave birth a few months ago.

      The cool desert breeze invigorates me as Owen opens my door and waits for me to step out. He doesn’t push me to move faster than I’m ready to, but I sense his impatience as I take my sweet fucking time.

      Stepping into the night, the moon is bright, the sky clear, and out here, I can see the millions of stars in the sky as coyotes howl in the distance. There’s a peace that always settles inside me on nights like this.

      Moving up the steps to the house, Lucas opens the door before I reach for the handle. “We’ll be having a guest soon, Luke. Can you ensure one of the east wing rooms is prepared in the morning?”

      “Uh…” There’s a subtle tone in his hesitation.

      I glance at his face, and it’s apparent that he wants to say something but is unsure of my mood right now. “What?” I snap.

      “She’s already arrived.” His eyes shift to the back of the house, where I can now hear the distinct thumping of bass from some Taylor Swift song.

      “Fucking hell,” I curse. “I’m going to bed.”

      I’m not in the mood to deal with her tonight. I won’t force politeness when all I want is to crash for the next twelve hours before dealing with business in the morning.

      “Good night, sir.” Lucas sounds puzzled, but I don’t have it in me to explain.

      “Caleb will be here early. Make sure breakfast is made.” I slam my door shut before hearing his response.

      A hot shower and my bed are the only things on my mind tonight. I’ll deal with everything else in the morning.

      Including the woman invading my pool tonight.
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      Startled, my body jerks awake.

      For a year now, I’ve suffered from that free-falling feeling that instantaneously awakens you. Every morning. Because of him.

      I thought being away from L.A. would have ended it. It hasn’t, and I can’t say I’m not disappointed. I hate what he did to me, to my peace of mind. My body. The fear I constantly live with.

      As my pounding heart begins to slow, I stare up at the ceiling, admiring the beveled design in the paint. I didn’t notice it last night because it seems to only be present in the daylight, which shines through curtains I swore I closed before crashing. Maybe I only thought about it.

      The little flowers appear to grow as my eyes move across the surface, leading to a blossoming garden. It seems impossible; maybe it’s all in my head. Somehow, it’s soothing, though, and my body gradually relaxes again.

      Stretching, I toss the blanket off my body and get up, heading for the bathroom I didn’t really get to investigate last night. I spent hours swimming until my body was so exhausted I felt like I would drop.

      I grab a pair of shorts and a tank top before flicking on the light and marveling at the opulence. There is white marble everywhere, with streaks of gold and silver throughout, for a design that makes my mouth water.

      “Fit for a king,” I mutter.

      Mr. Lorde is something else to have this as a guest bathroom. Makes me wonder what his private one is like.

      Double-bowl sinks sit on a counter that spans the entire wall, with mirrors offering an expansive view of the room. The walk-in shower has more spouts than I’ve ever seen, jutting from every angle.

      I place my clothes on the vanity, which needs exploring once I can afford high-end makeup and hair tools. And as I turn on the water, I toss my sleep shirt in the hamper and step inside the shower. Playing with the sprays and spouts, I discover the waterfall from above and giggle as I dance and splash around.

      Acting about four years old, I play in the water, not remembering the last time I had so much fun without fear of someone plowing their fist into my face.

      Sobering at the thought, a barrage of emotion hits me all at once–anger, sadness, fear, relief. I feel everything because, for the first time since meeting Blake Ramsey, I don’t have to worry about the beatings he was always so eager to dish out. The punishments he felt I deserved for the littlest infractions. Like not having dinner ready right when he got home or telling him about plans I would make with friends or family. Sleeping in after he would spend the night…

      I can’t even think it, let alone say it.

      Tears pour down my face, washed away by the shower spray as I drop to my knees and sob. Given the uncertainty of my future, I don’t know how I’ll ever be free of him. Blake is a powerhouse, and he won’t let me go. Eventually, he’ll find me, and I’ll have nothing to protect myself with.

      I scream into the shower as I break and shatter into a thousand tiny shards of pain and terror, never imagining that someone might see me at my lowest.

      “You’re free for now, Ella.” I whisper the words, attempting to convince myself that I am free. That he can’t touch me, and maybe, by some miracle, I’ll find a way to escape for good. I’ll get out from beneath his cruel tyranny before he finds me again.

      I have to.

      Because the alternative…forced back into his arms…it’s not an option. Not anymore. Rue and Soren set me up to vanish without a trace, and while Blake knows about the book club because, according to him, what could possibly be less harmless than a group of women reading romance. He has no idea who some of those ladies are.

      Las Vegas is my new beginning. My chance to change my future, and I refuse to squander it by acting the role of a happy little housekeeper, or whatever it is Mr. Lorde will want me to do.

      Scrubbing my face with the cloth on one of the bars in the shower, I get to my feet, shampooing and conditioning my hair before washing my body and hoping the bruises I can feel are hidden enough that no one will be the wiser. I can’t do much about the ones on my face, so I brace myself for those questions once I make myself known in a bit.

      I don’t know when Mr. Lorde is returning, but I’m determined to make a good first impression with him, so I need to speak to Lucas about what’s expected of me and beg him not to mention the texts he nosed his way into last night.

      Stepping out of the shower and into the steamy room, I wrap my hair in a towel before drying myself off with another. I slip into my shorts, pulling my tank top over my head, and go back to find my brush and a scrunchy so I can dry my hair and toss it into a bun.

      I clean up the bathroom and hang my towels to dry. Making the bed quickly, I double-check that the room is the same as how I arrived. Not due to some delusional sense that I’ll be punished but because I want to be sure I won’t get myself kicked out by being a mess.

      Heading downstairs, I can hear noise coming from the kitchen and find Lucas at the stove cooking what looks like a veggie-lovers’ omelet. My mouth does water now because it smells heavenly.

      “Good morning.” I paste on a bright smile as he glances over at me and scowls. “What?” I deflate at his look.

      “Your face is worse,” he says.

      “So’s your attitude,” I clap back.

      I don’t understand why I’m so comfortable being this bold with a man I barely know, but Lucas sets me at ease for some reason.

      “Your mouth needs some more work, too.” He grunts as he turns back around to continue cooking.

      Sliding onto a stool at the island counter behind him, I grab one of the empty coffee cups and the carafe and pour myself a cup. “Do you want some?” I ask him, hoping to keep the peace.

      “Not really.” He shuts the burner off before plating the food and offering it to me.

      “I can’t eat that much.” As much as I’d like to, I know most of it would go to waste. I’ve always had a small appetite.

      Lucas scowls and places it in front of me anyway. He then pours himself the coffee I just offered to do for him, so I hide my hurt because it’s ridiculous.

      “Eat anyways,” he says before leaving the room, the scalding coffee left behind untouched.

      “That was a waste!” I call after him. He mutters something, but I can’t make it out.

      A few minutes later, he re-enters the kitchen. I’ve only had a few bites of egg when another man joins us.

      “This her?” He scowls at me, but his question is for Lucas.

      “That’s her,” Lucas confirms.

      The man, Mr. Tall, Dark, and Deadly, takes a seat next to me, reaching for the coffee Lucas poured, and sips it while staring at me. He’s seriously gorgeous. With his dark blue eyes that remind me of a midnight sky, a sharp jawline and clean beard I’d like to run my fingers through, and the way his dress shirt and pants fit him makes my mouth water for an entirely new reason.

      “You’re staring,” I point out when no one says anything else.

      “What happened to your face?” He asks the obvious.

      Grinding my teeth, I fight back the first retort that comes to mind–telling him off–and instead go on the defensive. “What happened to yours?”

      He scowls, and this thunderous look enters his eyes. “Don’t get smart with me, little girl. You won’t like the consequences.”

      Why do I suddenly feel lightheaded by the innuendo of that threat?

      “Neither will you.”

      Pushing my plate back to Lucas, who looks amused, I get up and walk out to the pool, intending to escape through the door leading to the backyard before anyone can stop me.
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