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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      After completing this series, I went back in time (metaphorically) and wrote a prequel. It’s called Destined for the Mob.

      

      It takes place during Christmastime in 1989, when the colorful lights you draped over the front bushes were huge, constantly blew fuses, and burned your fingers. Hair was big, Keds were all the rage, and Prince was king (at least, according to one of the characters in the book).

      

      Destined for the Mob is about Marco Romano’s parents. You’ll meet him in this book. You may dislike him initially, but I promise, you’ll end up loving him, and you’ll be excited to know he gets his own book at the end of the series, Return to the Mob.

      

      If you’d like to read Destined for the Mob, click the link below. You’ll be invited to sign up for my newsletter and then you’ll be emailed a copy of the book. I hope you enjoy it!

      

      Click HERE.

      

      Cheers!

      Tami
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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        BORN INTO THE MOB

      

      

      

      
        
        Deceased mafia boss Gino Sarvilli’s daughter Nina is all grown up. And she’s back in Detroit, exactly where she shouldn’t be.

      

        

      
        She’s looking for closure. A quick tour around town, and then she’ll catch the next flight back to her uneventful, not-dangerous life.

      

      

      

      
        
        That was the plan, until she meets Luca Russo, nephew to the man who kidnapped her when she was a child and sent her life spiraling out of control.

      

      

      

      
        
        Instead of running the other way, she asks Luca out. One date leads to another, and, suddenly, Nina’s in no hurry to leave town anymore.

      

      

      

      
        
        But she has to, because there are dangerous men in Detroit, and they have long memories. And they all remember one thing:

      

        

      
        When Nina’s father died, he left a whole lot of money to…

        Her.

      

      

      

      
        
        Detroit Mafia series, in reading order:

        Destined for the Mob

        Paid by the Mob

        Trapped by the Mob

        Freed from the Mob

        Born into the Mob

        Controlled by the Mob

        Return to the Mob

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      “Nina Swanson Karney! What are you doing in Detroit?”

      “Shit.” Nina fumbled her phone, nearly dropping it as she stepped off the plane and hurried to keep up with the flow of foot traffic pouring out onto the concourse.

      “Seriously,” Hill demanded through the wireless earbuds as Nina made her way through Detroit Metro Airport, following the signs to the car rental area.

      Nina sighed. “You wouldn’t understand, Hill.”

      “Try me.”

      Hillary was her best friend and her adopted sister, and, generally, Nina told her everything—well, everything she could handle hearing, anyway. And this was definitely one of those situations her sister would not handle well. This was a piece of her life from before Hill was part of it. This was the part of her life everyone else in her family liked to pretend didn’t exist.

      “I just need to see it,” she finally said, stepping onto the escalator and moving to the right so people who were in more of a hurry could pass her.

      “See what?”

      Another sigh. “Where I grew up.”

      “You grew up in Sleepyville, New Hampshire. The place you just left, oh, five hours ago.”

      “Before I turned six, I lived in Detroit.”

      “How can you call it ‘growing up’ there when you don’t even remember most of it?”

      She was right. Nina’s memories of this part of her life were hazy at best. And the people who could enlighten her—Mom and Uncle Antonio—didn’t like to talk about it.

      “Hill, he was my father.”

      “Yeah, well, my dad is your father now, and he’s a much better guy. Our dad doesn’t press the barrel of a gun at a little kid’s head and threaten to kill them.”

      Nina winced. Hillary had met Nina’s biological father—once. When they were eight years old, he’d tracked Nina and her family down all the way in Sleepyville, and he’d pointed a gun at Hillary because Uncle Antonio had stolen all his money. And even though Nina was the one who had been born into the mob and had watched her now-adopted dad shoot and kill her biological dad, Hill was the one who’d needed extensive therapy after that incident.

      “I told you, you wouldn’t understand,” Nina reminded her.

      A sigh dragged through the earbuds. “You’re right. I don’t. Nina, your father was the head of the mafia in Detroit. He killed people for a living. And made a ton of money doing it. And from what you’ve told me, he didn’t even love you.”

      Nina winced again, because damn it, Hill was right. Why did she even want a visual representation of her past? What did she expect to accomplish?

      “Maybe I just need some closure,” she suggested.

      “For what? Your father died seventeen years ago. His empire was disassembled by the local police.”

      Hillary was currently working on her Ph.D. in psychiatry. Nina had told her on more than one occasion that it was the perfect career choice for someone who liked to break down and psychoanalyze everything.

      “Look, I’m here now, so I might as well do what I came to do.” She’d reached the rental car area, which was swarming with other passengers, so she held back, preferring to wrap up this conversation before getting in line, where other people might overhear and come to conclusions that might be detrimental to her health.

      “Which is what, exactly?”

      “I’m going to go visit his house. Drive around the neighborhood. Go to the park Uncle Antonio used to take me to when he was sneaking behind my father’s back so I could visit my mom. That’s it. I’m flying home on Sunday.”

      A slight pause. Hill was probably struggling with her own desire to pick apart Nina’s reasons for doing this. To her sister’s credit, though, she finally sighed and said, “Okay, fine. I assume I’m not supposed to tell anyone where you are?”

      Nina blew out a breath that ruffled the lock of hair curling over her forehead. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t.”

      “I expect to hear from you every single day.”

      She bit back a groan. “You’re worse than Dad, Uncle Antonio, and both our mothers combined. I’ll be fine, Hill.”

      “I’m serious, Nina. I don’t trust that town.”

      “You don’t even know this town. You’ve never been here. You would never in a million years come here, either.”

      “You know what I mean.”

      “It’s just a place on the map, Hill.” If Nina truly believed that, she wouldn’t even be here.

      “Keep lying to yourself. Or better yet, don’t. Just deal with your demons and call me every day, okay?”

      Nina rolled her eyes, even though Hillary couldn’t see the action. And then, as if she were fourteen again and promising she wouldn’t sneak out to go to a concert with that boy who turned out to be as bad as every other guy Nina had ever crushed on, she crossed her fingers. “Fine.”

      “I love you, sis. Don’t do anything dumb. Well, besides going back to that place in the first place.” Hill disconnected the call, and Nina sighed as she popped the earbuds out of her ear.

      It wasn’t dumb to want to see a piece of her past, of the world that had helped to shape her into the cynical, afraid of relationships person she was.

      Was it?
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later, she guided the rental car to the curb in front of a home with a gated entrance. She remembered the thick, stone pillars with black, wrought iron fencing between, but she didn’t recall there being a gate across the driveway. She’d hoped she could drive right up to look at the house, to be honest.

      Climbing out of the car, she walked up to the gate and took in what she could see of the grounds and the building.

      At the top of a slight hill, probably a quarter mile away, was a massive white mansion, as large as a hotel. Fat, cylindrical pillars ran the length of the front, with tall, narrow windows between each one. Massive oak trees dotted the expansive of green lawn on either side of the driveway leading to a circle in front of the pretentious house. It vaguely resembled an antebellum mansion, which felt out of place in a wealthy Detroit suburb.

      Well, here she was. She’d seen it. This was her last stop, after the park and then a cruise through the strip mall where the first dry cleaner her father had ever owned was located.

      She’d done what she’d told Hillary she wanted to do. She should turn around and head back to her car and go to her hotel, maybe even see if she could reschedule her return flight for tomorrow instead of Sunday. She had no other reason to stay in Detroit.

      And yet, she continued to drink it in, this part of her past that she honestly hardly remembered. Her parents had divorced when she was four, and she’d barely seen her dad at all until the end of her kindergarten year, when he’d had his man Frankie kidnap her from the bus stop a couple weeks before the end of the school year.

      She’d then spent a week wandering the halls of that gigantic mansion, bored out of her mind because her nanny—she couldn’t remember the girl’s name, but she recalled that she’d been far more interested in screwing around with Gino’s men than actually being a nanny—was always too busy to do anything with her. And God forbid her father would actually interact with her.

      She was so dumb for taking this little trip. Why had she needed to see this part of her past? There had been nothing good about it. If she’d thought she was going to get some sort of closure, she was wrong.

      She was still a product of the mafia. The single offspring of a man who had once been the most powerful individual in all of Detroit. A man who hadn’t wanted anything to do with her unless he could use her as a pawn to hurt someone else.

      And now that man was dead, and she had a new—and much better—life in New England.

      The gate abruptly started to open from the center, and Nina released her hold on the wrought iron poles. A man stepped onto the driveway from somewhere to her right, strolling toward her with his hands in the pockets of his slacks.

      He was tall and lean yet muscular, as much as she could tell under a pair of well-tailored trousers and a white, button-down shirt that was rolled up over his forearms. His slightly wavy, thick, dark hair, olive skin tone, heavy stubble on his cheeks and chin, and brown eyes screamed Mediterranean heritage. Italian, she suspected.

      She guessed he was around thirty, so five years older than her.

      And holy cripes, was he ever gorgeous. Would it be in poor taste to bite down on her fist while watching him approach as if he had not a care in the world?

      The churning gears of the gate came to an abrupt stop, and the man paused in the middle of the driveway to observe her for a few moments before asking, “Can I help you?”

      “Hey.” She gave a little wave and offered up what she hoped looked like an innocent smile. “I was just admiring your house.”

      He glanced over his shoulder as if to verify what, exactly, she was admiring, and then turned back to her. “Do you do that often? Walk up and stare at people’s houses with longing?”

      She furrowed her brow. “Er…”

      “I’d be careful in this neighborhood. My neighbors have little tolerance for trespassing. Someone is likely to call the police.”

      She glanced up and down the sidewalk. “Sorry. I used to live here. Was in the area, so figured I’d stop by, see if anything has changed.”

      He canted his head and studied her face with significantly more intensity. “You used to live here?”

      She nodded.

      “What’s your name?”

      When she and Mom and Uncle Antonio and Aunt Phoebe had run away in the middle of the night to escape her dad’s clutches, they’d all changed their last name to Swanson. Uncle Antonio knew a guy who, for the right price, gave them all new IDs, including a birth certificate and social security card for Nina.

      From that point until her father found them, she’d been afraid to even so much as whisper her real last name, as if the walls in her bedroom in a little town in New Hampshire might be bugged and had a direct link all the way back to Detroit.

      After Dad died and RJ adopted her, she and Mom took RJ’s last name, and even though it wasn’t something they had to fear anymore, they still rarely spoke of their previous moniker. Even Uncle Antonio, who had been a Sarvilli for thirty-five years, kept Swanson, claiming it was a cleaner name, one he was proud to hand down to his kids.

      Nina opened her mouth. The guy’s interest seemed to have sharpened. Surely, he didn’t suspect… It had been seventeen years since Gino Sarvilli lived here; this place had certainly changed hands more than once since her father died. If this guy owned it, it most definitely had, since he wasn’t that much older than her, so at most may have purchased it ten years ago.

      She almost said Hillary’s name, but that was dumb. She was overreacting. “Nina.” She threw her shoulders back and looked the guy in the eye. “Nina Karney.” She offered her hand to shake.

      He dropped his gaze and hesitated for a fraction of a second before sliding his much larger hand into hers. She liked the way it felt—warm, rough, like he did manual labor for a living.

      “Nina Karney, you say?”

      She could feel her smile wobbling. Could he tell how nervous she suddenly felt? “And you are?”

      “Luca. Luca Russo. Frankie Bianchi’s nephew.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      She immediately tried to jerk her hand out of his grip, and Luca held onto it, just long enough that he knew her heart rate had kicked into overdrive. And then he released her and grinned.

      Nina fucking Sarvilli had returned.

      Who would have thunk it?

      Luca didn’t know her, of course. He only knew of her.

      “I see you remember my uncle.”

      Her blue eyes—definitely from her mother’s side—already huge in her face, widened, and he saw the trace of fear in their depths. Good. She didn’t belong here, so she should be afraid. She’d gotten out almost two decades ago. She had no freaking clue what would happen if certain people discovered Gino Sarvilli’s heir was back in town.

      She didn’t want to know, either.

      He watched as she smoothed her thick, dark hair away from her face and straightened her shoulders again, like she remembered she was supposed to be brave. “I do. I don’t remember you though. Luca, you say? Doesn’t ring a bell.”

      He had to give her credit for admitting it rather than attempting to deny what he knew to be true.

      Although, even if they had ever met, he doubted she’d remember. She’d been just a kid when her mom spirited her—and all of Gino Sarvilli’s money—away in the middle of the night. She looked younger than him, mid-twenties at the most. What would that have made her when she left? Five? Six?

      He shrugged. “We never met. I didn’t hang out with Uncle Frankie back then. Mom wouldn’t let me. Said he was a bad influence.”

      “Your mom sounds like a smart woman.”

      He chuckled. “She is.” Not that he had ever been very good at listening to her advice. What was it they said about the more you told a kid no, the more they wanted what they weren’t supposed to have?

      He watched her throat work as she swallowed. “So, um, you live here?”

      He glanced at the ridiculous monstrosity looming behind him. “Yes.” And then he waved. “Would you like to come in? Walk down memory lane?”

      Why the hell was he inviting her inside? For Christ’s sake, Uncle Frankie had texted, said he might be swinging by to take a look at the alarm system, which had been giving him an error message the last few days. Luca should be telling her to get back into that rental car and take her ass to the airport and go back to wherever she’d managed to hide out for the better part of her life.

      And yet, he held his breath, willed her to say yes. Not because he wanted her to be in danger, mind you. He wasn’t a sadistic fucker like so many he associated with.

      Nope. He wanted to keep talking to her, get to know her.

      Wasn’t that some messed up shit?

      She hesitated, those beautiful blue orbs staring up at the house in the distance.

      “There’s no one else here,” he assured her. “I live alone.”

      Her gaze shifted to the side, and she glanced at him without actually looking directly at him. “Is that safe?”

      He shrugged and stuffed his hands back into his pockets. Otherwise he might give in to the urge to smooth that errant curl behind her ear. “I’m not like your father, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

      Sure, he rubbed elbows with that lot, on the regular, in fact, but that’s because he was a business owner and they were excellent customers. Plus, even though they weren’t organized anymore, their presence did a reasonable job of keeping the Armenians from busting his balls.

      It was, apparently, what she wanted to hear. Her shoulders sagged, and he saw visible relief etched into her face.

      “Hop into your car,” he suggested, “and drive up to the circle drive so I can close the gate.”

      The fear was immediately back on her face. He pointed at a red button to his left. “When you’re ready to leave, just pull up, push that button, and you’re home free.” He lifted his arms, palms out. “I don’t know what you remember about this place, but I swear, I’m not like that.”

      Her gaze darted to the mechanism that controlled the gate. “Your uncle kidnapped me and brought me here after my parents divorced.”

      “No shit?” He knew Uncle Frankie had done some bad shit in his career as Gino Sarvilli’s right-hand man. He had no idea kidnapping was on the list. Especially kidnapping his boss’s kid.

      “He didn’t hurt me or anything. It was really just so my dad could torment my mom.”

      Ah, so Uncle Frankie did it on Gino’s orders. That made far more sense.

      “I’ll come up if you leave the gate open.”

      Luca tried to school his features so she would not see his surprise. What made her think she had any negotiating power whatsoever? What made her think he cared whether she got an inside look at her childhood home?

      “Sure, okay.”

      She smiled triumphantly and, yeah, she had negotiating powers. Because, damn, he would love to witness a few more of those smiles. Her face lit up like a freaking angel when she did it.

      “Okay, come on, I’ll drive us both up there.” Without waiting for his consent, she turned and strutted down the driveway to the vehicle parked at the curb.

      He dragged his hand over his face and followed. What the hell was he doing? Getting friendly with Gino Sarvilli’s daughter was playing with fire. Gino’s old enforcers frequented his club, kept the Armenians off his back, because of Luca’s connection to Frankie.

      But he didn’t kid himself that any of them weren’t still seriously pissed off over how Gino’s empire had crashed and burned so spectacularly nearly two decades ago. Half of them had gone to prison. The other half took plea deals, rolling on their compatriots like they were all participating in a fire drill and learning how to stop, drop, and roll. None of them ended up with any compensation beyond whatever they’d managed to save from their previous work for Gino.

      And they all knew it happened because Nina and her mother and her uncle disappeared with all of Gino’s money.

      It was a little over a quarter mile if one walked the length of the driveway, but of course, in a car, it took only a moment until they were parked in the circle with the ridiculous fountain shaped like a naked woman in the middle and the ostentatious entrance to the house on the right.

      As they mounted the steps, she asked, “How did you figure out who I was?”

      “Your father is the only other person who’s ever owned this house, so when you said you used to live here, it was pretty obvious.”

      Her eyes widened again. “Really? That was seventeen years ago. You’re—you look really young for your age.”

      He chuckled. “I’m not that old. Hit thirty a couple months ago. I bought it at auction three years ago.”

      “Auction?”

      He nodded. “When Gino died and no heir stepped forward…” He arched his brows, not that he expected her to tell him anything about how she’d managed to escape or where she’d been for all these years. Truthfully, it was far safer if she didn’t tell him a damn thing.

      “Actually, my mom came back and testified after he died and they started arresting the guys in his organization. But she didn’t want anything that belonged to him. Neither did my uncle. He even gave away all the money he’d made working for my father.”

      “Jesus.” Luca pressed his hand to his heart. “That had to be a lot of fucking money. Sorry.”

      “It’s okay, f-bombs don’t offend me. And yes, it was a lot of money. I assume so, anyway. I was obviously not involved in any of the decisions because I was only eight at the time, but we still get invited to go to this fancy charity ball every year from the organization they gave everything to.”

      She lifted her shoulders, let them drop, like it was no big deal to give away what had to be millions of dollars to a freaking charity. Hell yeah, they’d better get invited to a fancy ball every year. That charity ought to be kissing their damn feet every chance it got.

      She glanced up at the double doors. “It really sat empty all that time?”

      She studied the exterior of his residence. He’d had it repainted last year. “Yeah, it was pretty disgusting, to tell the truth. You’d be surprised how much wildlife actually lives in the suburbs. I’m pretty sure I had to exterminate every single one of them after I bought it.”

      “Why did you buy it?”

      She sure knew how to ask exactly the questions he didn’t want to answer. “It was the right price and good for my image.”

      And yet, he answered truthfully. Huh.

      Naturally, saying that piqued her interest, and as he opened the door and motioned for her to enter first, she asked what he meant by that.

      “The price was right because anyone who wasn’t connected to your father’s organization wouldn’t touch this place with a ten-foot pole, and anyone who was would never go to a police auction.”

      She stepped into the center of the massive, two-story foyer, with its white marble flooring and that stupid chandelier that cost him a small fortune to get cleaned every six months. At least he’d trashed all the portraits of naked women that had been on display everywhere. Truthfully, they were perfect for the image he was trying to portray, but most hadn’t handled well the fifteen years or so of this house sitting empty, and despite what he did for a living, that kind of art wasn’t his thing.

      If he were honest with himself, a small cottage on a lake was more his style, but appearances were everything in the industry he’d chosen. This house fit the bill perfectly.

      Which was why, other than cleaning it up, modernizing the appliances and furniture, and taking down the moth-eaten naked pictures, he’d done little else to change it. The only room he’d updated to fit his own style was his bedroom, but then again, no one else ever went in there, so it didn’t matter. Even when he had lady “friends” over, he used one of the myriad other bedrooms for those activities. He didn’t want to sully his personal space with the sort of women he tended to sleep with.

      “I remember this,” Nina whispered, her voice sounding far away, her gaze taking in the huge, whitewashed space. He’d had parties in which the guests filled this area when he first bought the house and was promoting his club to all the wrong people. Except those were the people who spent the most money there, so he’d had no choice.

      He stood where he was as she wandered about, those huge eyes absorbing the minute details, her mouth forming a perfect little O. She was feminine and confident and…he struggled for the word.

      Dainty. That was it. It was an odd combination, to be sure, but it worked for her. With those big eyes and cupid’s bow, rosy lips, high cheekbones, and that mass of dark hair, she reminded him of the elfin princess from the Lord of the Rings movies. Without the pointy ears, of course.

      Her body was decidedly feminine too, although not in the overtly sexual way of most of the women he associated with these days. Hers was more of a quiet elegance, with her long, narrow neck and smallish breasts, slight curves, and long, lean legs. He was definitely a leg and ass guy, so yeah, he appreciated the way hers looked in those form-fitting, casual pants. They weren’t quite leggings, and they weren’t sweatpants. Yoga pants, maybe? Whatever, he liked the way she filled them out.

      And all of these observations were pointless, considering who she was and the fact that she should get the hell out of town as quickly and quietly as possible.
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