
  
    [image: MAFIOSA]
  


  
    
      MAFIOSA

      (TESSA EXTRA-SENSORY AGENT BOOK 7)

    

    
      
        KFIR LUZZATTO

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Pine Ten]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

    

    
      
        TESSA'S JOURNEY ISN'T EASILY FORGOTTEN...

      

      
        CONTINUE EXPLORING TESSA'S WORLD

      

      
        Join my reader community

      

      
        Explore more books

      

      
        Meet the Author

      

      
        Also by Kfir Luzzatto

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Pine Ten, LLC

      205 North Michigan Avenue

      Chicago, IL 60601

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, places, organizations, or living or dead persons is entirely coincidental.

      

      First publication, September 2025

      

      Copyright © 2025 by Kfir Luzzatto.

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any form without permission except as provided by U.S. Copyright Law. For information, please address Pine Ten, LLC.

      

      
        
        ISBN: 978-1-953864-31-4

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      I was back in France and at Chat’s headquarters, and I was in a bad mood. I am usually not prone to depression, but leaving Mirek behind the way I did, meant leaving loose ends, and I hate loose ends. You know Mirek, the Molvarian secret agent I had been in love with for a short while—or at last, we both thought it was love due to a strong telepathic connection that played tricks on our brains.

      Still, much as I like closure, I had to get away, leaving things unfinished. Mirek’s father, the Regent of Molvaria, together with the actual king of that one-horse country, really wanted to organize my wedding to Mirek, so my best move was to get away without saying goodbye.

      But it was not only that I was feeling blue because of my aborted love with Mirek. In a way, it made me sad, although I realized that our connection was not real, at least not on the level I had thought it was at first. I mostly felt despondent because I had looked forward to my reunion with Dee, my current, unofficial girlfriend, and to a long evening where I would share my story and feelings with her, and I knew she would make it all better. I had called ahead from the airport and left a message on the machine, hoping to meet Dee on the doorstep. Instead, Henry, the chef, welcomed me at the door and took my bag, in which I had stuffed the few things I had left after Molvaria’s enemies had set fire to the romantic cabin where Mirek had taken me, which had devoured all my other belongings. You remember that fire, right? If you don't, you haven't been paying attention.

      “Welcome back, Miss Tessa. I trust you had a wonderful vacation,” said Henry in that prissy tone of his.

      “It was okay, thank you,” I said. I didn't feel like sharing my adventures with the cook, no matter how gifted he was. “I'm starved by the way. Is there any lunch on the horizon?”

      “Oh, no. I don't cook lunch when Mr. Chat is here alone unless he asks me to.”

      “Where is everybody else?”

      “Away.”

      “Away where?”

      “I don't know. It's not my place to inquire.”

      “All right, forget it. I'll go up to my room to freshen up. Please let Chat know I'm back.”

      I climbed the stairs in a pensive mood. I've never seen the castle so empty, and I wondered what this was about. Chat’s base, as you will remember, is located in an ancient castle in the French countryside, not too far from Paris. Chat modernized it and made it his headquarters. Although it's a big building that affords you privacy, at certain times when everybody gets together, like at breakfast or dinner, it comes alive. Right then, it felt cold and deserted.

      In my room, I picked some clothes to wear and got ready for a long shower, which I had been looking forward to since I had boarded the asthmatic Molvarian Airlines flight that, by what looked like some kind of miracle, took me to Paris Charles de Gaulle airport in one piece.

      I thought Henry was truly annoying, but I felt kindlier toward him when he knocked on the door bearing a tray with sandwiches and a bottle of Perrier. I was half naked already, but he didn't seem to notice or care. He gazed at me without batting an eyelid, and said, “Mr. Chat says you should take your time getting organized, and he would like to meet you downstairs when you're ready,” he announced in his usual pompous manner.

      I thanked him and locked the door after him. Then, I took a long, hot shower until it felt like my skin would peel off if I didn't get out. I was hoping it would scrub off some of my heavy feelings, but it didn't, so I decided to ignore them. I'm usually practical like that and don't waste my energy moaning about things I can't fix. It's much easier just chasing them away from my head.

      I cleaned up all the sandwiches on the tray Henry had brought to me, washed down with half a bottle of Perrier, and then, feeling satiated and freshened up, I dressed and walked down the stairs to look for Chat. I found him in the living room where I had met him the first time, sitting in the same armchair, and two glasses of champagne were waiting on a side table. Time seemed to stand still in that castle, and seeing Chat looking exactly the same as I first saw him strengthened that eerie feeling.

      “Hey Tessa! I'm so glad you're back. I was starting to worry.” He smiled that shark-like smile with his perfect white teeth that looked fake but weren’t. “Here, take this,” he added, offering me one of the glasses.

      I remember refusing to drink with him the first time, when I worried the champagne might be laced, but now I gladly took it. I don't drink much alcohol as a rule, but I make an exception now and then for the bubbly stuff.

      “I promised I'd be back,” I pointed out.

      “I know you did, but sometimes circumstances compel you to break your promises. So, how was your stint with the Molvarian secret police?”

      “Let's not talk about them. They are pretty pathetic, and I'm glad I was there to help them out; otherwise, the bad guys would have had it their way. But that's over now, and we can forget about them.”

      “And your beau? How is he?”

      “If you’re referring to Mirek, he’s not my beau or my anything. Well, he’s my friend, but we live in different worlds, and I don’t expect to see much of him in the future.”

      I knew which answers Chat was after, and I gave them to him clearly enough. He wanted to know if I was still entangled with Mirek, because an agent in love is a liability to an organization like his. I saw his face relax after hearing my answer. We didn't need to say too much to understand each other.

      “I'm happy to have you back safe and sound in general, but also because we've had a lot of activity at the agency and we are understaffed right now. I have a job waiting for you.”

      “I was meaning to ask you, where's everybody?”

      “Let me see… you know about Jada’s assignment; that's why she had to leave you in Venice.”

      “I only know she had to leave. She didn’t give me details.”

      “Good for her. I hope she’ll be back in a week or so. It’s getting boring here without her.”

      “And the others?”

      The one I was really interested in was Dee, but I politely inquired about everybody.

      “Adam and Dee are working together on a complex undercover job in Jamaica. I don't expect to see them back for at least one month. Alicia has gone home to look after her mother, who's seriously ill, and I don't know when she'll be back. So that leaves you and me.”

      I felt a pang of jealousy thinking of Adam and Dee thrown together for a long time, and I had to remind myself that Dee and I were not exclusive and that while away, I had acquired a boyfriend and almost married him. I certainly didn't have the right to be jealous because of anything that Dee might choose to do. Still, the way Jada had put it was that Adam was an insistent, convincing man who would get into my pants. Well, he almost did, but I stopped it in time. If Dee let herself be convinced, that was her privilege, and I didn’t mind. I only wished I believed it.

      “My days in Molvaria were intense, and I was hoping for a few days of quiet and relaxation...” I started to say.

      Chat nodded understandingly and then simply said, “I'm afraid I can't give you more than 24 hours.” He had a way of agreeing with you, only to drop the opposite on you.

      I sighed. “Okay, shoot,” I said.

      “Tomorrow. You deserve your 24 hours. I'll give you all the details tomorrow after breakfast.”

      I could have pointed out to him that “tomorrow after breakfast” was only a little more than 12 hours away, but I didn't see the point.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

        

      

    

    
      I didn't sleep well that night. I kept waking up for no reason and found it difficult to go back to sleep. That's why I didn't go down to breakfast until 9:30, much later than the usual 8:00 AM. Chat was not in the breakfast room but walked in as I was scooping up cold scrambled eggs and fossilized toast. I had often wondered whether Chat had cameras placed around the castle to keep track of our movements. Unless he, too, was a telepath (which I knew he wasn't), I couldn't think of another explanation for his consistent timeliness in showing up. I took a sip of the coffee, which, mercifully, the hot plate still kept hot. I can't engage in conversation before I have a sufficient amount of caffeine in my bloodstream.

      “Good morning,” Chat said pointedly. “I see that you're still thinking you're on vacation and can get up in the middle of the day.”

      I swallowed the coffee.

      “Not really,” I said. “Besides, 9:30 is morning, not noon in my vocabulary. I’m not in a vacationing mood right now.”

      “Well, that's a pity because I'm sending you on vacation in beautiful Sicily.”

      Chat has an annoying way of speaking in riddles that makes it seem like he's talking about something completely different from what he’s actually planning for you. I think he believes that this approach makes the assignment feel more palatable for you.

      “Am I getting assigned to the Italian desk? First Venice, then Sicily. I have no objection, mind you. I like Italy, and I'm starting to pick up a little Italian, too.”

      “I should consider that,” Chat smiled, “but no, it's just a coincidence. Finish your eggs and I'll explain.”

      “I can eat and listen, you know. Women can multitask,” I mumbled with my mouth full of toast and egg.

      Chat seated himself next to me and dropped a thin folder on the table.

      “As you wish,” he said. “The information you need is in this folder, and this is a quick background. We have a client for whom our agency has done work in the past, who now has a personal problem. He's the kind of client we like because he's a billionaire and never haggles about our fees. His name is Matthias Schattenreich.”

      “A German?”

      “Austrian. He's made millions with online casinos and other non-family-friendly activities, but the big money comes from her late wife, who in turn was the heiress of her father’s fortune. Her father was a shipping magnate.”

      “I don’t remember Austria having a sea.”

      “You don’t need a sea to be a shipping magnate,” Chat said severely.

      “I would have thought,” I insisted.

      “Can I continue with the briefing?” Chat said, visibly annoyed.

      I waved a toast in the air in assent, and he continued.

      “Since his wife’s death five years ago in a car accident, Schattenreich has devoted all his energy to growing his online betting activities and, apparently, has been quite ruthless with the competition.”

      “Not my type, really.”

      “We are not here to judge, Tessa, only to provide service and collect fees.”

      “True. I’m just saying.”

      “Well, don't. We can't let our preferences interfere with the job.”

      “I won't. Please forget what I said and go on.”

      “Okay. Schattenreich has a daughter, Lilith. She is twenty-two years old and really pretty, as you can see from her picture in the file.”

      I opened the folder he placed before me, and the image of a smiling platinum blonde jumped out at me from the first page. From what I could tell from the picture, she was not only a pretty face but also had a great figure with all the right curves in the right places.

      “She is more than pretty, she's gorgeous,” I corrected him.

      “You could say that. Anyway, Schattenreich is very worried about her because she associates with the wrong crowd. Right now, she has a mafioso boyfriend who goes by the name Matteo Esposito. He belongs to one of the most ruthless and influential Sicilian mafia families. The reports we received indicate that she is very much infatuated with him. She ran away with him, and her father is frantic about it. He spoke with her and tried to convince her to come home, without success, and since then, she’s been ghosting him.”

      “So, she's not been kept against her will by this Matteo, right?”

      “Definitely not. She is vacationing with him in Taormina, a charming town on the coast of Sicily. Most of the time, her boyfriend is not there; we assume it's because he has mafia business to attend to, but he shows up frequently to spend time with her.”

      “I'm confused. Is the agency now getting into the business of educating young people instead of their parents?”

      “The facts related to me are that the education stage is over. She's not listening to her father, and he has no leverage over her because she doesn't need his money since her boyfriend supports her in the style to which she's accustomed. So, we are not in the business of educating, but rather of kidnapping.”

      “Pardon me!” I was shocked. That sounded heavy-handed even by Chat’s loose standards.

      “Don’t sound so outraged. You’ve done that before.”

      “With criminals, not innocent young women.”

      “This, in fact, is a righteous proposition. We just want to keep her safe by taking her away from this dangerous mobster.”

      “Wait a minute. Wait a minute! Are you telling me that I’m supposed to go there and kidnap this young girl who's obviously in love with her boyfriend and take her away from him? Who are we to get in the way of true love?” I said, admittedly a bit theatrically.

      I have to admit that my recent history with Mirek had made me a little more sensitive than usual when it came to matters of the heart, but I mostly reacted that way because I was annoyed with Chat, who kept assigning me tasks that I felt were really below my level. First, he sent me to Venice to see to it that nobody would steal some jewels that anachronistic Countess Veroncini insisted on displaying, although she knew it meant inviting heists, and in addition to that, I had to ensure that she was not falling for a sleazy social climber; now he wanted me to intervene in a father-daughter fight over a boyfriend. I found it demeaning.

      “We are problem solvers, and this problem carries with it a very, very fat fee. Besides, there's nobody else I know of who can pull this off.”

      “Why? Kidnapping a young woman shouldn't be that difficult. I'm sure there are many people much more talented and experienced with that than I am.”

      “You're wrong. Sicily is a mafia kingdom, and even if someone kidnapped her, getting her to an airport and on a plane in a place where the mafia has eyes and ears everywhere would be next to impossible.”

      “So, you want me to do the impossible. How considerate of you,” I said with a snicker.

      “You have done the impossible before.”

      “Yes? And how do you suggest I go about it?”

      “You need to strike up an acquaintance with her, learn her personality and her thoughts, and see if you can find a way to convince her to leave. If you can't, you can always zombify her and make everybody believe that she's leaving of her own will.”

      “I don't like it, it’s snaky.”

      “I knew you wouldn't, but it needs to be done. I’m sure you can do it with grace.”

      “I hate it, but I won't let you down. Once this is over, you'll owe me big time for forcing me to do it.”

      “I'm not forcing you. You know you can walk away from this if you want. Of course, if you do, I’ll be in a fix because I don’t have anybody else to replace you, and I’ve already agreed to take the job. So, while you can let me down, I know you enough to guess that you won’t.”

      “I know, and I hate you more for that,” I said with a sigh.
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      I usually try to avoid flying Air France. I dislike the supercilious approach of many of their crews and their general attitude. However, they were the only airline with business class seats from Paris to Catania, so I had no choice. An American heiress like me could not be seen flying in a plebeian coach seat.

      Oh, I forgot to tell you that my new persona was the daughter of a Beverly Hills real estate tycoon. Chat had created beautiful profiles for me on social media—not on Facebook, mind you. That’s so for old people!

      My brand-new forged passport identified me as Selene Montclair. My friends can call me Sel.

      Chat had the high-level travel agency that booked the hotel for me also arrange for a car to meet me at Catania airport, and to be in character, I gave a fat tip to the airport porter who carried my two heavy bags and loaded them into the trunk. Besides, the poor guy was sweating buckets, and I felt sorry for him.

      As soon as my briefing breakfast with Chat concluded, he had Henry drive me to Paris for shopping. I always enjoy this part of the assignment, although I like it more when I can do my shopping with Jada. She knows all the best stores in Paris. Anyway, I started by buying two flashy red Tumi suitcases, the most expensive ones I could find, which I filled with designer clothes without paying any attention to the prices. I knew his credit was so high that I wouldn't max out his credit card, but I certainly did my best trying. Was I being vindictive because of the distasteful assignment I had to undertake? Well, maybe just a little.

      But enough with that. Back to Sicily now. The Mercedes that waited for me was black, shiny, and smelled good inside; It would not have shamed a head of state.

      “To Taormina, si?” the driver asked the moment I seated myself.

      “Si. To the Grand Hotel Paleo,” I clarified.

      “You want me to explain the view?” the driver asked as we rolled out of the airport’s parking lot.

      “No, I have a headache,” I answered brusquely to make sure I wouldn't be misunderstood. The last thing I wanted was the driver to talk for the two and a half hours that it takes to get from Catania to Taormina. Italian drivers can do that with their hands tied behind their backs. They do that to court a tip, but with me, they don't know that the quieter they stay, the fatter the tip they get.

      One of the things I've learned in my short but tumultuous life is never to pass up an opportunity to rest when there's nothing else to do. So, I closed my eyes, dozed off, and opened them again when the car slowed down and turned into the hotel's driveway. I wasn't fully asleep, of course, because I never do that when I'm not in a safe place, but I was sleepy enough to make the trip restful.

      I can’t say the job wasn’t treating me well. Take the hotel, for instance. Okay, so Grand Hotel Paleo? It’s like something out of a movie. You walk in, and it’s all arches, marble floors, and these insane views of the sea that make you stop and forget how to breathe. There are gardens with lemon trees and roses, and this kind of hush, as if the walls are holding onto a million stories—old whispers mixed with the scent of the sea. The place used to be a monastery, so there are these little bits of history everywhere—faded frescoes and cloisters where the monks used to walk. But now, it’s like luxury is everywhere. Soft lights, the kind of furniture you want to sink into forever, and people who make you feel like royalty. I swear, even the air feels different—like it’s heavy with magic. It’s the kind of place that makes you believe in fairy tales. The atmosphere was so inviting that I started to feel a bit more forgiving toward Chat.

      My sense of forgiveness deepened as a smiling receptionist led me to my lush junior suite. The bed faced a large window overlooking the sea. The bathroom was entirely marble, complete with a shower spacious enough for a party of four to dance in, and the sitting area featured a large TV screen, a soft-cushioned sofa, and comfortable chairs. It was perfect.

      The receptionist, like the hotel itself, exuded a sense of elegance and efficiency that you don't expect in Italy—the efficiency, I mean; elegance is built in. She even spoke perfect English.

      “Is the room to your liking, Miss Montclair?”

      I gazed at her. She was petite, with long black hair styled in a bun, hazel eyes, and a tanned complexion that seemed almost unnatural. Her hotel uniform did little to hide her attractive figure. She had a tiny smallpox scar above her left cheekbone that broke the monotony of her perfect skin and made her even more interesting.  She was too sexy to ignore. I had to remind myself that I wasn't there on vacation, but I decided it wouldn't hurt to store away a bit of information about her for future reference. Who knows, I thought, there might be some room in this assignment for fun, too.

      I’m not hornier than anybody else, I think, but there is something in the air of a warm, luxury seaside resort that turns my thoughts in that direction. It’s not a sin, it's only natural. I couldn’t resist the urge to connect with her a bit more.

      “When do you find the time to get that tanned?” I asked, and she gave a hint of a smile without showing any embarrassment.

      “We work shifts and have plenty of free time to go to the beach. Some areas of the beach are better for tanning than others and knowing where they are helps you get better results.”

      I got the subtext: “better for tanning” meant sunbathing in the buff. That explained her tan. She suddenly turned flirty. It wasn’t what she said, just how she spoke and her posture, and I could swear her body started to emit a different scent, but that was obviously just my imagination.

      “Perhaps you could show me those secret places sometime,” I said, already feeling a tingle on my skin that I knew I shouldn't pursue—but perhaps when the job is done, I thought.

      “Anytime you like, if I’m off duty. I'm Anna. If you need anything, dial 77 for service and then 345; that's my calling code.”

      I thanked her and she left. I needed her to go before I said anything stupid.

      I took a quick shower, then headed back to the reception and approached the concierge. The first thing I do when I arrive in a new place is learn the layout, especially the quickest ways to get the hell out of the place if I run into trouble. The concierge offered me a handy map of Taormina. All the most interesting spots were clearly marked on it, and I decided to go see them. Besides scouting the area for future operational needs, that’s what a real tourist with time on her hands would do, and I needed to stay in character.

      Now, I need to tell you a

      
      
    

  




OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        TESSA'S JOURNEY ISN'T EASILY FORGOTTEN...
      


      		
        CONTINUE EXPLORING TESSA'S WORLD
      


      		
        Join my reader community
      


      		
        Explore more books
      


      		
        Meet the Author
      


      		
        Also by Kfir Luzzatto
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Meet the Author


      		Also by Kfir Luzzatto


    


  



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/mafiosa-ebook.jpg
MAFIOSA

ﬁ TESSA
BOOK SEVEN








OEBPS/images/pine-10-brown.jpg






