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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 don’t know him yet; he makes his first appearance in book 4, Born into the Mob. Trust me, you’ll love (and maybe hate) him and you’ll definitely be glad to know he gets his own book by 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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        Detroit Mafia Series Book 1

      

      

      

      
        
        PAID BY THE MOB

      

      

      

      
        
        Samuele Adelmo’s job is to do whatever mafia kingpin Gino Sarvilli pays him to do. No questions asked, no emotional involvement. It’s just a job.

      

      

      

      
        
        When he meets Lola Pennington, a sweet and beautiful woman who always sees the glass as half full, he starts to care about how his chosen career affects other people.

      

      

      

      
        
        Problem is, when you’re paid by the mob, there’s no retirement plan.

      

      

      

      
        
        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


          

        

      

    

    
      Samuele pounded the pavement, the burning muscles in his legs steadily propelling him down a path he’d taken so many times he could close his eyes and probably still stay on the trail, so long as he didn’t have to dodge oncoming bikers, dog walkers, and other runners.

      It was an old railroad track, converted into a link of trails meant to encourage the local community to get out and get healthy. Hey, Samuele was doing his part.

      His brain was exercising, too, thinking through the latest complication in his life. He wasn’t a fan of complications. He preferred that his life stay even keel, at least when he wasn’t working.

      When he was working, he never expected even keel. Which was at least partially why he was so good at his job. The other part was probably his heritage. Italians had a history of figuring out how to get shit done, by any means necessary.

      So, yeah, this latest complication. It was annoying as fuck, to say the least. He was content with the way things were. Why did Gino Sarvilli have to throw a kink into their arrangement?

      How fucking complicated did it need to be? Gino needed a job done, Samuele did it, Gino paid him a lot of cash, and everybody was happy.

      Everybody who mattered.

      Even Gino’s brother Antonio, who handled the books and otherwise liked to pretend that he wasn’t related to the mob, thought Gino was stupid for his most recent suggestion. Antonio didn’t say as much, of course, because if anybody called Gino stupid, even his own brother, they’d end up wearing cement shoes at the bottom of the Detroit River. But Samuele could tell during their meeting that Antonio agreed with him; they should not rock this boat. It had been awfully smooth sailing up to this point.

      So how the fuck did he tell Gino as much without insulting the guy and potentially putting a bull’s-eye on his own back?

      Or did he just suck it up and do as Gino suggested? Would that really be so bad? He’d have to give up his other clients, but if he were being honest with himself, Gino’s jobs were already 95 percent of his income.

      And, seriously, the raise Gino proposed was tempting as fuck. Samuele wasn’t stupid; he didn’t want to be a mob hitman forever. He’d been steadily socking money away into offshore accounts for years. When he was ready, he planned to bail, to disappear off the radar and enjoy whatever was left of his life.

      With the pay scale of this new complication, he needed to put in only another five years and he’d be golden. He’d be retired at thirty-five. How many professions allowed one to enjoy retirement for fifty or sixty years?

      Movement caught his eye, and Samuele went from introspective to high alert over the course of a single heartbeat. He even started to lean forward, ready to grab the Beretta Nano strapped to his ankle.

      But it registered that the movement came from a pile of fluff that had curled up in the middle of the jogging path, and he was reasonably certain this little guy meant him no harm, so Samuele did his damndest to avoid stepping on the animal, whatever it may be.

      This resulted in him twisting to the left, which still likely would have been okay, except when his foot hit the path a few inches away from the animal’s body, his running shoe sank into something soft, squishy, warm, and smelly.

      “Fuck me,” he growled. He’d just stepped in shit. Without thinking it through—unusual for him—he twisted again, which in retrospect was stupid because his shoe was already coated in some sort of feces.

      This resulted in his foot going one way while his knee went the other, and then a shooting pain hit his ankle and he went down like a sack of potatoes.

      Thank Christ he didn’t land in the pile of shit that started this whole mess.

      “Ohmigod,” he heard a high-pitched voice cry out, and then something warm and faintly abrasive was sliding across his face, and it took him way longer than it should have to realize the animal he’d been trying to avoid was a dog—a puppy, actually, that might be a golden retriever—and it was now licking his face.

      He pushed the muzzle away. “Okay, okay, I’m alive, leave me alone.”

      “But are you okay?” that same feminine voice said, and Samuele turned away from the overly enthusiastic pup to look up into the very concerned looking face of an angel.

      That was maybe a bit of an exaggeration. But, fuck him, she was beautiful. Vibrant red hair pulled back into a ponytail. A mass of curls draped over her shoulder. Big, bright blue eyes. High cheekbones. Full, rosy lips. A narrow neck that curved down to a smooth chest and breasts that weren’t too big or too small.

      He kept up his perusal, because why the hell not?

      Below those tempting breasts was a narrow waist that flared into hips that were so perfect for grabbing during sex that his cock began to swell, which was problematic since he was wearing a pair of running shorts and not much else.

      “Uh…” He finally checked himself because Jesus, Samuele, you aren’t in a fucking strip club. This particular neighborhood was one that pretended it didn’t cater to his kind, even though a fair number of the residents were likely connected to Gino Sarvilli in one way or another.

      Samuele cleared his throat. “I stepped in dog shit.”

      Classy, real classy. What the fuck was he thinking?

      The woman’s gaze flew up past his head, and she scrambled to her feet. Yeah, he tried to grab a peek up the leg of her shorts as she hurried past him. Then she bent over, and all sorts of far-less-than-appropriate thoughts hit him at once, and if his dick wasn’t swollen yet, it would be in about five seconds flat.

      When she straightened, she had the fluffball in her arms, holding it close to her chest, and he really wished he and that dog could trade places.

      “I’m so sorry,” the woman said. “I just adopted him and I don’t have a fence and I only turned my back for a moment and… I’m really sorry.”

      “It’s okay.” Like he could hold that against her. Like he could hold anything against her, except maybe his own body. Which was stupid of him to even think because houses in this neighborhood didn’t go for less than half a mill, and a woman her age didn’t live here unless she was part of a dual income household.

      Translation: she was married.

      Not that Samuele hadn’t ever had an affair with a married woman before. To be honest, some of his craziest fucking experiences had occurred while he was banging married women.

      And yeah, if this woman was married and still wanted to go a round, he’d not turn her down. She was fucking hot, after all. If she was married, she probably wouldn’t have her eye out for a fuck buddy. There was something pure about her, something innocent. No, naïve was a better word. Her guy might fuck around on her, but she’d never betray him like that.

      Had he mentioned that he was good at reading people? Another aspect of his personality that made him damn good at his job.

      He tried to stand and grimaced and dropped to one knee when his ankle gave out. “Fuck. Sorry.”

      She shook her head. “It’s okay. I swear on occasion too. Especially when I’m frustrated.”

      He tried again and she scurried over to his side, like she thought she could help support two hundred pounds of solid muscle. Oh yeah, while she was cradling a puppy in her arms to boot.

      “I got it,” he said, waving her away while gritting his teeth and trying not to let it show on his face how fucking much his ankle hurt right now.

      “Okay, stop.” She pressed on his shoulder, pushing him back to the ground. He lifted his gaze to give her a solid glare, and she said, “Stay here. Let me put him in the house and I’ll come back to help you.”

      Seriously, what did the woman think she could do for him? He had no damn idea, although watching her jog across the expanse of lawn toward a massive mansion in the distance definitely helped him to momentarily forget about the pain.

      And then she was jogging back to him, her boobs bouncing in what was clearly not a sports bra, until she was once again bending over, trying to help him, this time pulling his arm across her shoulders.

      “This isn’t going to work,” he complained. “I’m going to squish you.”

      “I’m sturdier than I look,” she retorted, and lo and behold, she was right. She managed to get his arm wrapped around her shoulders, and then he was leaning heavily against her as they made their way excruciatingly slowly toward a crumbling patio attached to a mansion with peeling paint, broken gutters, and cracked windows.

      “You live here?” he asked when she helped him into a chair with stuffing sticking out of a hole in the middle of the cushion.

      “At the moment.”

      He eyed the splintered bannister. The neighbors must loathe that this piece of crap sullied their neighborhood. “I’m guessing it’s not what I was initially thinking.”

      “What’s that?”

      “That you’re married to a man twice your age. Or possibly divorced from him.”

      She chuckled. “Nope. Not even close. Now give me your shoe so I can use the hose to rinse off the dog poop. Oh, and let me grab an ice pack too.”

      She hurried away, and he barely had time to digest what she said before she was back again with his shoe, now free of dog shit, and a plastic bag filled with crushed ice and wrapped with a kitchen towel.

      While she lifted his ankle onto another chair and then gently placed the homemade icepack on his injury, he asked, “So if it’s not one of those options, what is it?”

      She gave him a quick smile and said, “Do you want something to drink?”

      “Are you offering water or booze?” He should drink water, but if she suggested an icy cold beer, he wouldn’t turn her down.

      “I have water, obviously. Or I have a lovely rosé I’m happy to share.”

      “What the fuck is rosé?”

      She laughed. “Wine. Cool, refreshing. Not too sweet, not too dry. Perfect summer beverage. Besides water, of course.”

      He swiped his hand over his face. What a fucking dumbass. He knew what a rosé was. He was just off his game, that was all.

      “Yeah, wine’s good. Thanks.”

      She hurried away again, giving him yet another eyeful of a seriously perfect ass. Not that he expected to have the opportunity, but if she did let him tap that, he’d sure as hell bite that fleshy bit of skin. A couple times. Leave his mark, like he was an alpha wolf or some shit.

      She returned carrying two wineglasses and a bottle in a ceramic container designed to keep it cool even in warm weather like this. And then she poured the wine and offered one to him.

      This was, by far, the most surreal experience of his fucking life.

      “Why are you being so nice to me?” he asked, unable to keep the suspicion out of his voice.

      She sipped at her wine. “My dog could have broken your ankle. And then you might have sued me, and I can’t really afford to be sued right now.”

      He could tell, based on the condition of her house. Still, he arched his brows. “Is there a good time to be sued?”

      She laughed. “No, I suppose not, but right now is really not good for me.”

      He leaned back in his chair, watching her while he let the ice soothe his ankle and the wine cool his insides. “Why don’t you tell me about it?”

      She laughed again. “I don’t even know your name.”

      Stretching out his arm, he said, “Samuele Adelmo. Nice to meet you.”

      “Italian,” she said, shaking his hand but not offering her name.

      He nodded.

      She blew out a deep breath. “I hate Italian men.”

    

  

OEBPS/images/alt-logo_web.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/paidmobbk1.jpg
by the

MOB

DETROIT MAFIA BOOK ONE

TAMI LUND






