

    
        
          The Deal

        

        
        
          The Beautiful Monster Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Lexy Timms

        

        
          Published by Dark Shadow Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DEAL

    

    
      First edition. August 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lexy Timms.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231211470

    

    
    
      Written by Lexy Timms.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: A black background with a black square

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

@Copyright 2025
[image: A person in a white dress

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
[image: A red paint brush with black text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

––––––––
[image: ]


All rights reserved.

The Deal

The Beautiful Monster Series

Copyright 2025

By Lexy Timms 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find Lexy Timms:

[image: ]


[image: A red paint splash with black text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

LEXY TIMMS NEWSLETTER:

http://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter

Lexy Timms Facebook Page:

https://www.facebook.com/LexyTimmsAuthor

Lexy Timms Website:

http://www.lexytimms.com

Lexy Timms YouTube:

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCTr3Qw4JKDg_aHtkXkw3MYw

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: The Boss Box Set BOOKBUB Small1]

Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Lexy Timms’ newsletter

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
http://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Beautiful Monster Series

[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 1 – The Deal

Book 2 – The Pact

Book 3 – The Bond 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE DEAL BLURB

[image: ]


[image: A person in a white dress

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

VALENTINA, THE CUNNING mafia princess fighting to be the first woman to head the Romano crime family.

Enzo, heir to the De Luca’s criminal underworld. With a reputation as a ruthless enforcer and a heartless womanizer, he is everything Valentina despises. 

The two rival families had always been at war. Until Enzo and Valentina are forced into an arranged marriage. 

Will their union stop the war between the families, or reignite it all over again?
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Valentina

My heart pounded as I watched the velvet curtain come down, ending the final act of the opera. The audience burst into wild applause, but it took me a moment to remember to clap as well. Ordinarily, I would have been riveted by a performance that exquisite, but not tonight. 

Tonight, I was on edge. 

Sitting in my family’s private box, high over the entire audience, I didn’t feel the usual surge of power I had previously felt up here. Instead, I could feel my nerves fraying. That grip on power that I held so tight, felt tenuous at best tonight. Still, I could see everything from up here. My father’s henchmen blending in with the crowd. Mostly the politicians and business elite that my father had in his pocket. Anyone connected to the Romano crime family made appearances at locations that my father funded, including the opera house. These appearances were a show of loyalty and goodwill.

But it was rare for me to make an appearance at our family’s opera house. It had only happened twice before—each time I had been summoned by my father. Being summoned was different from a regular meeting about our family’s day-to-day operations. A meeting was routine. But a formal summons? With a hand-delivered invitation for my eyes only? That was another thing entirely. Even though I had suspected something was up for months, I had only gotten the invitation via my cousin Francesco just three days ago, when he arrived to inform me that I was to visit the opera house. A signal that I’d been right to suspect. Something was about to change. 

On the two previous occasions I was summoned to our family’s private opera box, I had been formally invited into the family business, and then years later, been ordered to take over our New York City operation. A third summons could only mean one thing: That my father was going to formally make me his second-in-command over the Romano family business. Not just over the New York City operation, but the entire North Eastern enterprise. Boston, Baltimore, Philadelphia, and New York would all be under my control.

And yet, even though I was on the cusp of everything I had worked for all these years, I still felt ill at ease sitting in the large velvet chair of the private box. Probably because I was surrounded by Romano family elite—an assortment of cousins, uncles, and family friends who were no doubt also vying for the second-in-command role. As Umberto Romano’s only child and sole heir, the family business was mine by right. But I was a daughter, and for the past hundred years, the Romano family had been headed at all ranks by men. Any woman involved in the family business did so in an informal capacity—wives, mothers, sisters. Ruthless in their own right, but not in charge of vast swathes of territory.

But I had no intention of being a mere mafia wife. Not that I even had time to seriously date. A fling every now and then reminded me that I was a human being, but I was too focused on ascending the Romano throne to care about a relationship.

I was determined to be my own woman. Turn tradition on its ear and make my mark. Ever since my seventeenth birthday, I had been working relentlessly toward one goal: taking over the family business. Ruling the Romano crime family and earning my father’s pride. Because if my father did crown me as his heir officially, I would have to make sure he never regretted that decision. As the only woman vying for the second-in-command role, I had always had to be better than my male relatives. 

That was why I was so on edge, despite all my well-earned confidence. I was surrounded by all my male rivals. They had never had to prove themselves over and over like I had. No matter how successful I was—and I was—every day was a battle to show that I was even more cunning, ruthless, and ambitious than the boys around me.

Suddenly, I felt one of my cousins tap me on the shoulder. 

“Time to get a move-on, Lena,” Frankie instructed. “Don’t want to keep your old man waiting.”

Those words gave me a surge of confidence. My father had summoned me for a reason. To name me as his second. That was the reason for all the pomp and ceremony. The reason for getting us to meet at the family’s private box. Only the most special occasions called for the glitz of the opera. My father was going to choose me and he wanted all of the elites in New York City to know that I was about to be crowned. Very soon, they would all have to answer to me, no matter how much they pretended to be on the right side of the law.

Grabbing hold of my regained confidence, I rose to my feet, the silk fabric of my evening gown swishing around my ankles. 

The audience was already filing out of the auditorium, but luckily for us, my family could use the VIP exit. It was a perk that not even the mayor had. Which was the beauty of being a Romano. I had all of New York City at my feet. Nowhere was off limits. Most of the funding for the opera house came from my father after all—which meant we could do as we pleased. 

“Car or chopper?” I asked my cousin as I approached him.

My father’s summons gave me an excellent reason to travel in style. Now that the show was over, I could meet him at one of our casinos upstate. A summons was the perfect excuse to take the fastest transportation, and since we didn’t want to keep him waiting, a chartered helicopter made the most sense.

“We don’t have to travel that far,” my cousin informed me as he stood up to adjust his jacket. He lowered his voice as the rest of my family began to file out away from our box seats. “The old man’s here in the opera house.”

My eyes widened. “What? He’s here?”

That had never happened before. When my father made a grand summons like this, everything was a perfectly orchestrated sign that you were supposed to meet him. After a glamorous night at the opera on his dime, I was sure that I’d have to meet him at the casino, a favorite location of his choosing. Because that was a sign of the utmost respect. Following his instructions and making the effort to meet him exactly where he wanted. The thought of my father coming down to the opera house to meet me—to meet anyone—that was unheard of. 

“He arrived about thirty minutes ago,” my cousin confirmed with a nod.

“Why didn’t he join us for the performance?” I asked, still shocked that my father had breached protocol. 

“You know your father,” Frankie responded. “He’s not an opera kind of guy.”

That much was true. If my father had a choice, every meeting and every deal would be made over a large meal at one of the five-star Italian restaurants he owned in the city. Sitting in silence while getting swept away by the romance of the opera was something that I enjoyed, along with my taste for fashion, jewels, and expensive wine. My father was a little bit more down-to-earth than the daughter he spoiled. 

My stomach tightened as the magnitude of the situation started to hit home. Not only had my father summoned me, he had arranged to meet me. Whatever it was that he was about to offer me, my life was never going to be the same. 

I desperately wanted to ask my cousin how much he knew about my father’s plans. But I hadn’t survived New York’s criminal underworld by showing my cards before I was ready. I’d have to finesse the truth out of him. 

It was just us in the box now, with no other family members around to overhear. Though most of my family members knew that something was going on, they were as in the dark as I was. As the family lawyer, however, cousin Frankie was well aware of the intricate workings of the business. Even more than I knew. Probably even more than my father. Our lawyers had to know everything if they wanted to protect us from law enforcement.

“Francesco, will you be present for the meeting?” I asked, keeping my tone even. I didn’t want him to guess that I was trying to pry information out of him. Despite the calm in my voice though, I gripped onto the detachable strap of my clutch purse tightly, anxiety taking over again. I was desperate to discover how much my cousin knew. 

“No, this is an occasion for father and daughter,” Frankie responded. 

I followed him out of the private box and down a hallway. Our security detail was still present, my father’s henchmen blending into the shadows as my cousin and I began to make our exit.

When we reached the end of the hallway, I felt a new, imposing presence. I wasn’t sure if it was a sound, or the intoxicating scent of an unfamiliar cologne, but this wasn’t one of my father’s silent henchmen. Turning to look, I spotted a tall man in a suit. With his face hidden by shadow, I could have easily mistaken him for one of my father’s men, but then I saw the flash of gold at his neck. A medallion. Etched with an image of the sun.

I couldn’t see the sun from where I was standing, but I still recognized that medallion on sight. Only the members of the inner circle of the De Luca crime family were permitted to wear them. But none of the De Lucas were supposed to be here. Not in my father’s opera house. The De Luca family was the enemy. Our main rivals for decades. No matter how many other criminal organizations we managed to crush or take over, we could never get rid of the De Lucas. My family’s territory might have been bigger, but the De Lucas ruled New Jersey with an iron fist. There was no getting around them when we wanted to do business in Jersey, and we had lost out on a ton of money because of them. And that was just the start. In addition to them grabbing onto Jersey and making a dent in our finances, they had also managed to kill some of our allies over the course of several decades, including my father’s best friend. 

Then there was the car bomb that had gone off a year ago. Even though the car had been empty, it was one of my father’s cars. A clear message from the De Lucas that they could harm us whenever they pleased if we kept trying to push into New Jersey. My father and I had retaliated by setting one of their Newark businesses on fire, amongst other unpleasant things. Both families had been on the brink of war ever since.

Now one of them had dared to set foot in my father’s opera house. Which could only mean one thing: We were all in danger.

~~*~~
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LIGHT GLINTED OFF THE medallion, a dangerous reminder of what our enemies were capable of. Hands shaking, I tore my clutch open, desperate to reach the small pistol inside. It didn’t seem possible that my father’s men could fail to protect me and Frankie on our own turf, but if for some reason they had dropped the ball, I was determined to save us all by myself if necessary.

Heart pounding, I reached into my purse, my fingertips finding the hard metal of the gun. 

Suddenly, I heard Frankie’s voice behind me. “What’s going on, cousin Lena?” he asked, grabbing onto my elbow.

“The De Lucas,” I choked out under my breath. “I think they’re here. I don’t know how they managed to get in—”

“This place is like a maze,” my cousin said, his voice sounding deceptively causal to my ears. “I swear sometimes it plays tricks on me.” 

“Frankie—”

“Your eyes are playing tricks on you as well, Lena, that’s all,” Frankie said, brushing me off as he tugged at my elbow to steer me back to the end of the hallway. “Let’s get you to your father. Can’t keep him waiting any longer.”

For the first time in a long time, I could feel myself unraveling. Nothing around me was making any sense, and as Frankie hustled me past the hallway exit, something resembling panic seized me. This wasn’t right. For one thing, my cousin was acting suspiciously. Then there had been that man in the shadows. Not to mention my father’s decision to come down here to meet me, instead of the other way around. It was like I was being ambushed.

I opened my mouth to protest again, but I suddenly found myself on a balcony overlooking the opera’s outdoor courtyard. My father was standing by the railing, a stern expression on his weathered face.

“Papa,” I said, stumbling toward my father. 

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Frankie said behind me. I heard my cousin’s footsteps get fainter and fainter, then came the sound of the doors to the balcony closing shut.

“Papa, we’re in danger.” I reached for my father, desperately grabbing onto his arm. “The De Lucas are here. I saw one of them in the hallway.”

To my surprise, my father lifted his shoulders in response. Shrugged and then turned to look out at the courtyard below. My father had always been a calm man when we worked together. He was never rattled or fazed by anything. And yet, his manner was far too relaxed, even for him.

“Did you hear what I said?” I demanded, my chest tightening with apprehension. Something was going on. The sense of uncertainty that had gripped me all night now seemed more frightening than the De Lucas’ sudden appearance out of the shadows. Because I couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone around me knew something that I didn’t. From my father’s henchmen to Frankie, to my other family members. If I was going to be the last one to know something, what chance did I have of becoming my father’s second-in-command? 

“I heard you,” my father replied smoothly in placid tones. “But there’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“I wasn’t seeing things,” I insisted, remembering Frankie’s earlier dismissal. 

“Oh, no Valentina, I wouldn’t ever assume that,” my father said, placing a hand on the railing. “If you say you saw one of them, then there is no doubt.”

The calmer he was, the more frantic I became inside. But I couldn’t give in to fear right now. Scared as I was, I had to keep the panic in check. Keeping a cool head was the only way I was going to protect my family. Besides, none of my male cousins ever showed distress. That meant I was going to have to be ten times tougher than them. I swallowed hard, fighting to regain composure. “We need to get out of here.”

“The De Lucas wouldn’t dare hurt us here,” my father said.

“They also wouldn’t dare show their faces here in our territory, and yet, they have,” I said.

“If they wanted to hurt us, they would have done so already,” my father said.

Those words reassured me. If my father was sure that we were safe, then I had no reason to doubt it. I never doubted my father, not ever. But his demeanor left me with more questions than answers. His summons was still hanging over me and I was determined to find out exactly what was going on.

“Are you expecting them?” I asked suddenly.

Maybe our enemies had overplayed their hand and my father had found a way to deal with them. He hated the De Lucas even more than I did. Which meant that there was a good chance my father had laid a trap for them. It would explain all the secrecy. While I didn’t like being kept in the dark about something so important, a secret plan to destroy our enemies would have been a good reason for the summons. 

“Yes,” my father responded, giving away nothing else.

“That’s why you came down here,” I said, understanding it now. “We’re not the ones in danger. The De Lucas are.”

My father snorted. He was usually very well-mannered. Grandfatherly at times, with a twinkle in his eye. At least, he was that way with his family. His enemies got a very different side of him. With the De Lucas under our roof, that side was likely going to come out now.

“Papa, are you going to...” I paused to pull my hand away from his arm, taking a moment to really look at him. Despite how relaxed he seemed, it was very clear that something out of the ordinary was happening tonight. 

His graying hair was thinning at the top and with my heels on, Papa was shorter than me. To anyone who didn’t know him, my father was just a mild-mannered businessman. But I obviously knew better. While he was calm with his family, when he was facing down our enemies, my father became a different person. I had seen him order hits before. Seen him take on men twice his size. Once, I watched him smash a man’s legs with a mallet. So, I was well aware of what my father was capable of.

And he was well within his rights to go after his enemies. The De Luca family had not only tried to kill him, they had actually succeeded in killing my father’s best friend back when I was a kid. Our family had retaliated for that by getting rid of some De Luca associates, but we had never been able to get close enough to Don De Luca or his inner circle. Until now, it seemed.

I cleared my throat, and then leaned in close to whisper a question, “Are we taking out the De Lucas?” 

My father didn’t respond immediately. All he did was look at me for a long moment without saying a word. A sadness flashed in his eyes then, a lifetime of pain flickering so briefly that I very nearly missed it. But even though that show of emotion vanished quickly, I knew my father well enough to see when he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. Whatever came next, he wasn’t doing it lightly.

Maybe he regretted that I would have to see him commit yet another act of violence. Maybe he was thinking about his best friend Tony. They had been so inseparable all their lives that they might as well have been blood brothers. Only death could separate them, and thanks to the De Lucas, it had.

My heart ached for my father. And the truth was, I felt a pang in my heart for myself. Tony had meant so much to me and I missed him terribly. He was the first major loss in my life and his murder that knocked the air out of me that first year he was gone. My grief, however, had given way to anger and a thirst for vengeance against the De Lucas. One way or another, I intended to make them pay for everything they had done to us.

“No, we’re not taking them out,” my father finally answered. 

“Then why are they here?” I asked.

“We’re all here to celebrate.”

My heart pounded again. This was it. My father was finally going to make me his second. Anticipation coursed through me. “Celebrate what?”

What he said next left me so unbalanced, that I reached out my hand to grab hold of the railing to steady myself.

“Your engagement, Valentina,” my father said. “You’re going to be married.”
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Enzo

We were surrounded by our enemies, my father’s men and me. As the entire theater was trained on the performance unfolding onstage, I was too alert to focus on opera. From my seat, I scanned the dim auditorium for anything out of the ordinary. I knew better than to let my guard down in enemy territory. And so did my security detail. They were nothing more than glorified street thugs, but that was exactly why I had opted for them tonight. If this was a setup, they wouldn’t hesitate to do whatever was required. Neither would I.

Despite the opera’s security relieving me of my weapons, I was still secretly armed. Ready to spill Romano blood if they tried to double cross us. Knowing those treacherous bastards, that was exactly what they planned to do. They were our arch-rivals. The family we had been at war with all these years. 

Years of experience had taught me that the Romano family was capable of anything. The charred ruins of one of our businesses was proof enough of that. So was my uncle’s severed hand. The hand incident had been the most recent message the Romanos had sent to us. A grim, bloody affair that pushed my father into considering the unthinkable: making peace with the Romanos. Getting a severed hand in the mail had made the old man go soft in my opinion, but even at his softest, my father was still a dangerous man. Even I
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