

  [image: cover]




  

    




    NETWORK


    OF


    KILLERS


    


    


    




    D. B. REYNOLDS


  




  

    This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are the results of the author’s sole imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.






    Copyright © 2011 by D. B. Reynolds




    





    E-Book Distribution by XinXii






    All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the author or publisher.






    For more information on this book, visit the Web site at: www.d-b-reynolds.com






    First edition: August 2011






    Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data




    




    Reynolds, D. B.




    




    “An FBI agent knew little. A criminal dynasty knew enough. But, the witnesses knew too much”. ______Provided by the Author.


  




  

    For Anthony Civella


  




  

    Acknowledgements


    




    Many thanks to the select few who stayed in the race with me. The journey in arriving at this point was long and tedious, but I wouldn’t have traded it for anything. A sincere thanks to Mr. William Ouseley for his expertise and insight into the history of organized crime in Kansas City.


  




  

    A Note from the Author


    




    While growing up in Kansas City, Missouri as a youngster, I recall the times when my two foster brothers and I would sneak away from our disenfranchised foster home. The three of us ended up at the north end of the city, in a section of town called the River Quay. A group of Italian and Sicilian men would hire us to unload several fruit and vegetable trucks. We would sometimes work 10 hours, often getting paid $10.00 dollars. Boy, we were happy to get that $10.00 dollars! But, what my foster brothers and I weren’t aware of, is that a serious Mafia war would soon escalate in the River Quay.




    We reported the following week to our pending work assignment, only to see a series of buildings that were practically blown to confetti. Rival Mafiosos had blown away the businesses of one another in the River Quay. Well, that ended our secretive money-making venture, in which our foster mother never knew where we’d go for many hours on the weekends. To this day, I look back and find it amazing how we had worked in the shadow of powerful organized crime figures. It’s been said that everyone has a story to tell. I decided to pull a chapter out Kansas City history and tell a story about the legendary River Quay, a story about the Mafia, the FBI, and the Teamsters Union. The elements of love, sex, betrayal, corruption, and murder have been incorporated to make the story flavorfully spicy.
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    Chapter 1


    




    FOUR STICKS OF DYNAMITE fizzled underneath a solid building structure. The force of an atrocious blast sent Carlo “The Beast” Binaggio crashing through a thick glass window of his adult movie theater. Severe wounds covering his body left him without an ounce of fluid. A pair of his own detached testicles were blown under a sign advertising feature porno movies. His blood made a splatter on the sidewalk near the demolished X-rated theater. Sinister Mafia plots were hatched throughout Kansas City, Missouri. The year was 1977. A bloodbath ensued within the wake of the city’s deep dark inner sanctums. Control for sacred turf ran rapid through the veins of vicious men like raging nitro fuel.




    Nineteen Seventy-Seven also became a year when Kansas City Mafia families spoiled for the bloodiest wars in the city’s history. Angelo “The Animal” Galluccio wanted the entire River Quay section of the city all for his Mafia family. For sixty-eight years old, Angelo wasn’t a bad looking man. He was medium in height, lean in body shape, and fierce in character. He claimed the Kansas City organized crime crown belonged to him. No one could snatch it away from him, not unless they wanted a gruesome war on their hands. The message of terror was quite clear. The River Quay Wars were in full effect.




    “When the Galluccios spit, the other families drown,” Galluccio once bragged to his closest Mafia contemporaries.




    With the approval and protection of the Chicago Mafia family, he helped control the multi-billion-dollar Health and Welfare Pension Funds for the Teamsters Union. The Teamsters was their very bloodline.




    The bars, strip clubs, restaurants, and vendors, Galluccio wanted every dime made in the River Quay section for himself. Every business paid tribute to his Mafia family. A breezy late Fall night in Kansas City proved to be one of the most violent nights the city had ever experienced. Thugs sent by Galluccio were just getting warmed up. They were in place to plant more dynamite in or around the businesses of disgusting punks who thought they had the juice to challenge the Galluccio Mafia family. None of them would sign their businesses up with the Teamsters Union. Galluccio once boasted, “I own the Teamsters and all of Kansas City, Missouri.”




    The night first rocked with an explosion of Binaggio’s sleazy porn theater. The drunks, whores, tricks, and druggies, they had the time of their lives inside the many bars and strip clubs in the heart of River Quay.




    Monty “Dirty Face” Pirelli, a frightening soldier in the Galluccio family with a heavily-scarred face and bullneck, led his group of thugs to a dark side street behind the host of buildings overlooking the Mighty Missouri River.




    There were a total of six brutal executioners. Each of them had sticks of unlit dynamite curled in their hands. They were ready, willing, and able to do some massive damage. Mass destruction surely followed in their wake.




    “Listen up good, men,” Pirelli hawked to the other five Mafia killers. “These joints ran by Boriello, Agnello, Marinelli and Rosetti, they’re to be blown all over this River Quay area. Since they don’t wanna sign up with the Teamsters, then their businesses won’t be a part of nothing. Angie gave us the orders to blow these fucking places up until they’re nothing but piles of junk. Am I understood, men?”




    Displaying great loyalty, the five Mafiosos nodded their heads with approval. When Pirelli spoke, they listened with impunity.




    Pirelli sunk his upper teeth into his bottom lip with force. A nasty grimace plastered the meaning of producing fear to his unattractive face. “We’ve already blown Binaggio and his porno palace to high hell. Too bad the prick decided to stick around after business hours. The fun is just starting, men.”




    The band of vicious rogues looked to the west end of River Quay. The monstrous blazes ate away at the one-time adult theater.




    “Vito, I want you to give Boriello’s bar a couple’a sticks,” Pirelli instructed. “Understand?”




    “Understood, Monty,” Vito complied.




    “Binaggio was just target practice for us.”




    “Sort’a like a teaser.”




    “Tony, I want you to give Agnello’s strip joint a couple’a sticks,” Pirelli barked in a dictorial fashion. “Understood?”




    “Definitely understood, Monty.”




    “Sal, I want you to give Marinelli’s restaurant at least four sticks,” Pirelli guided. “That place is humongous, like the size of a tiny football field. It’ll take four sticks to bring that joint to the ground. You understand?”




    “Definitely, Monty.”




    “Nino and Pete, I want you two to give Rosetti’s strip joints two sticks a piece. You two guys understand?”




    “Sure do, Monty,” Nino said.




    “Certainly, Monty,” Pete said.




    “After tonight, all these pukebags here in River Quay will know that Angie means business. As for me, four more sticks are going under the car of Leonetti. Angie gave me the orders to blow that sonofabitch straight to fucking hell.”




    “Got all the wiring you’ll need, Monty?” asked Tony.




    “I’m the wiring expert. Remember?”




    “How can any of us forget?” Vito said.




    “If I had my way, I’d shove one of these dynamite sticks up Leonetti’s ass, and then watch his bowels shower every inch of this River Quay area.”




    “Or watch his rectum being blown straight through his goddam throat,” Pete added, an even nastier look on his roguish face. “Have’em shitting right out of his mouth.”




    “The FBI nor the KCPD will know who did what. They won’t know what they did it for after they do their pussyfied investigation. And believe me, they will come here in River Quay asking people questions.”




    “Shutting up those who talk too much. Isn’t that what we do best, Monty?”




    “Like Angie always told us, when you’ve got no witnesses, you’ve got no goddam case.”




    “We’re with ya on that tip, Monty,” Nino agreed.




    “Alright men, let’s move out.”




    The six Mafia killers wasted no time following the orders of Angelo Galluccio. The bars, strip clubs, restaurants and street vendors had closed for the night. Patrons drifted away from the River Quay area at a gradual tempo. Drunk fools lingered around the parking lot.




    Eventually, they cruised onto Main or Broadway streets. Payback for the Kansas City Mafiosos who defied Angelo became pure hell. The six maddog goombahs working under Galluccio were ready to make their move. The pungent aroma of Italian sausage and barbecue saturated the air. The smell teased their willing tastebuds.




    Cousin Johnny’s, a bar ran exclusively by Joseph Boriello, had closed for business until Monday evening. Vito, a loyal soldier of Galluccio, planted two sticks of lit dynamite under the leveled foundation of the building. With quickness, he ran faster than a thief towards an open bank vault.




    “So long, Cousin Johnny’s!” Vito howled, his voice rather cryptic.




    Cotton Eyed Joe’s, a strip joint owned and operated by Gino Agnello, displayed nothing but darkness inside since business was closed until Monday afternoon. Tony Angelini, another dedicated soldier of Galluccio, shoved two sticks of lit dynamite in the very back of the building, right under an opening with space. Using common sense, he sprinted away from the soon-to-be catastrophic scene, not stupid to look back.




    “No more Cotton Eyed Joe’s!” Tony rumbled, already halfway around the corner.




    Sal Fazzino, another soldier who’d been with Galluccio almost from the very start, crept on the side of Mama Maria’s. The very spacious restaurant was under the control of Tony Marinelli. Having the veteran skills of an explosive expert, Sal broke two windows on the side of the building and tossed four sticks of sizzling dynamite inside.




    “Been fun having ya around, Mama Maria’s!” Sal giggled, running quite fast.




    Nino Cambiano and Pete Grosso, two vicious killers in every sense of the word, were thrilled to put an end to the profitable River Quay strip club businesses ran by Charlie Rosetti. First, Nino wanted to make a statement by slinging two sticks of sizzling dynamite through the window of The Pink Garter strip club. Second, Pete had a message of his own to send to other insubordinate rivals. Forcefully, he made sure two sticks of sparkling dynamite went flying through a window inside The Goldmine strip club.




    “Final call for all the tricks who loved The Pink Garter!” Nino mocked, racing faster than he’d ever done.




    “For all the drunks and tricks and druggies, this is your last chance to see The Goldmine in one piece!” Pete ostracized, his adrenalin pumped to the maximum.




    He ran several feet behind Nino before both men disappeared into a sheet of darkness.




    Last, Monty “Dirty Face” Pirelli tiptoed towards the silverish Cadillac owned by Dino Leonetti. The fancy car remained parked on the side of his highly-profitable business known as The Godfather Lounge. Galluccio had nursed a hatred for Leonetti every since he tried to backstab his way to the very top of the Kansas City Mafia throne.




    Leonetti encroached upon his territory with no remorse whatsoever. The ignorant prick even went as far as badmouthing Galluccio to close friends. Pirelli looked around to make sure none of the River Quay nosy asses were in the vicinity. The coast couldn’t’ve been clearer. The timing was perfect for him to make his move.




    “This’ll teach a scumsucking sonofabitch like Leonetti a good lesson,” Pirelli whispered with pure vengeance to himself. “After tonight, this punk is gonna be minus a pair of balls and an arm and a leg, just like Binaggio over at his burning skin flick joint.”




    Darkness engulfed the entire perimeter where the car was parked. He slid halfway under the Cadillac with four sticks of dynamite and some wire. His principle intention was to wire a boobytrap bomb to the car. Pirelli wrapped the wire around the dynamite in the tightest fashion. More wire went spiraling around the fuel tank, carbeurator, and transmission. Being an expert in explosives, he slid from under the car and disappeared within a flash.




    In a matter of minutes, a series of simultaneous explosions erupted. The explosions rocked River Quay, downtown Kansas City, the west side and points beyond. Strips of wood, shards of glass, chunks of plaster, sections of tile and marble, they all shot into the air like building materials raining from the sky. A bright light illuminated the once dark skies over River Quay.




    Fire and smoke raced across the atmosphere. The toxic fumes spread for several blocks. Residents nearby were frightened by the earth-shattering rumble. Craters formed three and four feet deep around Mama Maria’s and Cousin Johnny’s. Concrete around the buildings were blasted away with great authority.




    Dino Leonetti, a man of mid-height with a trim figure, deep-set eyes, and thinning brown hair, dashed for his car and slammed the door. A low-ranking Mafioso, Leonetti feared he might’ve been marked for death. After a hard jerk of the ignition, he learned his Cadillac wouldn’t crank up.




    “C’mon and start up, goddammit!” Leonetti grizzled. “This car’s in tip-top shape.”




    He jerked the ignition with the key once more. A commanding explosion blew him and the car to pieces. In the midst of the angry blaze, his mangled body was eaten by fire. Smoking body parts were stretched across the bloody concrete. And just like “Dirty Face” Pirelli predicted, a pair of Leonetti’s bloody family jewels were blasted off his body. The disturbing noise from the series of explosions reached Wayne Miner, a nearby housing project located only a mile east of River Quay and downtown Kansas City.




    “Good Lord!” cried a black woman sitting outside smoking a joint.




    “Look like it came from over there,” pointed another black woman, sipping on a bottle of chilled Wild Irish Rose.




    “Where?”




    “Somewhere near downtown.”




    “What, River Quay?”




    “Could be.”




    “Doesn’t surprise me a bit.”




    “Why not?”




    “River Quay’s ran by those Italians.”




    “Mafia men?”




    “Whaddaya think happened over there?”




    “Sounded like a bunch of bombs going off.”




    “As long as they don’t come over here in Wayne Miner blowing shit up.”




    “They stay in their part of town, we stay in our part of town.”




    “Those goddam dagos are dangerous.”




    “Fuck around with them, you’ll end up with your throat cut wearing a pair of cement shoes.”




    “We’ll be seeing it on the news tomorrow.”




    “And the next day.”




    “And the next day after that.”




    Pirelli and his squad of rogues left nothing but piles of junk behind. Eventually, Angelo “The Animal” Galluccio gained control of River Quay. Under his rule, new businesses flourished. To ensure they wouldn’t suffer the same fate as others, business owners wasted no time signing up with the Teamsters Union. Those who operated in the River Quay area exacted a tribute to Galluccio. The KCPD and the FBI had a general idea who was behind the building explosions and the deaths of Dino Leonetti and Carlo Binaggio. No one, not even the bravest of souls, were willing to talk.
Taking complete control over River Quay wasn’t enough for Galluccio. Greed was his blood type. Treachery was his constitution. He wanted it all for his crime family. He stopped at nothing to achieve his criminalistic goals. The chaos Galluccio orchestrated in Kansas City’s River Quay section determined the fate of the Teamsters Union and his mob family for decades to come.
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    Chapter 2


    




    KANSAS CITY’S POWERFUL Galluccio Mafia family muscled in on food manufacturing, automobile sales, the steel industry, dairy businesses, breweries, and liquor sales and distribution. Galluccio tied big money into banks, restaurants, nightclubs, real estate, coin machines, garbage collection, trucking, insurance, parking lots, and construction. Very few businesses and industries avoided the wrath of the Galluccio crime family’s investments within substantial segments of the economy. Leaders of the family still controlled top Teamsters Unions. Only through extortion, bribery, and violence did Galluccio maintain a monopoly over many operations.




    For those who rejected opportunities to be a part of the Teamsters Union, Galluccio, a master of extortion and manipulation, sent reminders to the stubborn ones. With the great power he derived, basically through the Mafia bosses in Chicago, he rendered anyone from making a living. Fair or not, it became his routine way of doing business. So many idiots had to be made examples out of. A secretive meeting took place in the basement of the North Kansas City home owned by Galluccio and his wife. “Dirty Face” Pirelli and the five other goombahs circled around their boss, waiting for their next set of orders.




    Galluccio stood under a lamp in the middle of the room. The soft, bright light beamed down on top of his pure white hair. A fierce wisdom was etched across his aging face. More plots were being hatched against their rivals.




    He spoke and his league of goons offered their full attention. “Joe LaRocca owns R and J Meat Company. This joint’s located at the deep north end of Kansas City. The truckers who supply the meat to his company, he doesn’t wanna sign them up with the Teamsters, claims it saves his company big money.”




    The six men made into his beloved Mafia family stared deep into his eyes as though he’d been crowned King of the Universe. They’d become accustomed to worshipping him. Pirelli would be the first soldier to receive his orders.




    “Monty, can you get access to the refrigeration system inside R and J Meats?” Galluccio asked his most vicious thug, a true asset to his powerful Mafia organization.




    “Angie, I can learn the ins and outs of that meat company,” Pirelli assured Galluccio, the scars of battle shown clearly across his rough face from the beaming light above.




    “Look, I want you to shut off the freezer system where all that meat’s stored,” Galluccio plotted.




    “No problem, Angie.”




    “I want every piece of beef, pork, poultry, and lamb spoiled rotten.”




    “Angie, your wish is my command.”




    “When we’re through with R and J Meats, they won’t be able to sell one piece of fresh meat.”




    “Not’a single piece of meat.”




    “If those health department officials can prove LaRocca sells any kind of spoiled meat, they’ll shut him down right away.”




    “And that’s when the family can take over his meat company, Angie.”




    “If you need extra help, then take another guy with you.”




    “I’ve got the perfect guy for the job.”




    “Alright, Monty, you’ve got your orders.”




    Galluccio now turned his attention to a soldier who’d been just as loyal and ruthless as Pirelli. Vito stared with ferocity into the eyes of his boss. He itched for his next set of orders.




    “Vito, you think we’ve got the juice to shut Caldrone down?” Angelo questioned Vito.




    “Angie, Caldrone’s a cowboy, for chrissake,” Vito shot back, also yearning to please his Mafia commander.




    “Think we can run the prick out of business?”




    “Why not? Last week, he sent some of his rogues into another bar over in North Kansas City to rob the owner of cigarettes and soda.”




    “Just like LaRocca, the truckers who supply the sodas and cigarettes to his joint aren’t signed up with the Teamsters.”




    “A puke like Caldrone’s suppressing the competition.”




    “Shouldn’t that be enough to shut him down?”




    “Enough to have fire shooting from his ass,” Vito giggled. “Pulling the right strings, we can add fuel to the fire. We can have prosecutors over at Jackson County ready to run him straight out’a business.”




    “The sooner you help run him out of business, the sooner the Galluccio family can take over his joint.”




    “I’m on the case, Angie.”




    “Good.”




    The next soldier to receive his set of orders happened to be Sal Fazzino. Sal did everything in his power to prove to Galluccio he’d die and go to hell and back for him.




    Galluccio looked deep into the piercing eyes of Sal. “Sal, I know that Charlie DeVito owns and runs I-70 Drive In. Word got back to me that he’s allowing kids to just walk through and watch skin flicks. That’s one of the very reasons why Binaggio got blown straight to hell. Like dope, porno needs to be kept away from children.”




    Sal jerked his head and created a wave of anger. “DeVito’s doing enough to be put in jail for exploiting children. Where the hell’s the KCPD when ya need them? The feds should be up in his ass like a stuck turd.”




    “DeVito’s doing his part by fucking kids minds up,” Galluccio hissed. “A sleazeball in every sense of the word.”




    “Kids are gonna learn about sex sooner or later.”




    “But that perverted prick’s giving them a headstart.”




    “He certainly is.”




    “Didn’t take me long to find out that the guys who truck in his concession goods and supplies aren’t signed up with the Teamsters. That scum wants to cut costs by not having any of those truckers unionized. We’re going to fix this problem nice and easy.”




    “So, Angie, how’re we gonna shut this lowlife pukebag down?”




    “Easy.”




    “Think K.C.’s finest will take the money under the table?”




    “Why not?” Galluccio reasoned. “Those guys on the force are always looking to get their palms greased.”




    “Consider it done, Angie.”




    The next two Galluccio loyalists waiting to hear their orders were Nino Cambiano and Pete Grosso. The pair of vicious rogues stood on opposite sides of their supreme boss.




    Galluccio thrusted an erect finger at both men. “Jimmy Strada’s got big money tied in with Auto Grand Salvage. People have been complaining that he’s selling bad engines and car parts. Now, that’s considered ripping his customers off, the same people who put those parts on their cars. The truckers who haul in all that junk to his salvage yard, they aren’t signed up with the Teamsters. It irks the living fuck out of me when these sonofabitches try and cut costs and undermine the competition. Nino and Pete, this is where you two guys come in.”




    “Anything, Angie, anything,” Nino vowed with respect.




    “Just say the word, Angie,” Pete followed.




    “I want every tire on every car sitting in that junkyard sliced up. I want every wire connected to every engine around that whole lot disconnected. Bust out every window of every car. Dent in every door and hood and trunk on every car. Strada’s gotta learn what being a stubborn, bullheaded puke will cost him.”




    “We’re looking to run Strada straight out’a business,” Nino schemed, the glowing light highlighting his menacing features.




    “You’ve given the orders.”




    “Nino and Pete, this should be second nature since you guys know the inside and outside of cars better than anyone.”




    Nino nodded his head with profound assurance. “Angie, my old man was a mechanic. He taught me how to take an engine apart and put it back together blindfolded. I learned the inside of a car like Hefner knows the inside of a broad’s pussy.”




    “Same here, Angie,” Pete added. “I’ve worked on cars the majority of my life.”




    Yes, Galluccio wanted his men to create a total disaster.




    “Consider it done, Angie,” said Nino.




    “Should be a piece of cake,” said Pete.




    “Once Strada goes into the poorhouse, that’s when we’ll make our move on his junkyard.”




    “He’ll be penniless when we’re done.”




    “And holding his cajones.”




    The last soldier to receive his orders was Tony. The other five Mafia hounds backed away as Galluccio threw his hand over his shoulder. He spoke to him in a voice laced with wise sentiments. “Tony, you know that Eddie Brocato owns the Missouri Coin Company. Some of my inside people looked at the books for that company. And let me tell you, Brocato’s making money hand-over-first.”




    “Pulling in grand larceny.”




    “Not for too much longer,” Galluccio promised Tony. “A Senate Investigation Committee believes that Brocato’s an alleged syndicate leader here in Kansas City. We don’t have to believe anything, we already know he’s connected.”




    “Politicians and policemen already know that Brocato’s coin company is just a front operation,” Tony recited to Galluccio.




    “Missouri politicians are no dummies. At this point, they’re hot on Brocato’s ass.”




    “Whaddaya think they can pinch him for?”




    “Money laundering and tax fraud.”




    “Really?”




    “Brocato’s men have rigged machines around Kansas City for years,” Galluccio mentioned. “People have lost big bucks at a lot of those carwashes and laundry houses where he supplies the machines with change. But his fun’s about to come to an end.”




    “There’s big money tied into coin companies. There’re guys out there raking in crazy bucks.”




    “I want the Galluccio family to cash in some of the chips.”




    “What’cha have in mind, Angie?” Tony asked.




    “I want to make a move on the Missouri Coin Company. I want you, Tony, to go to some of those carwashes and bust up the machines where people washing their cars get change. I want you to go inside some of those laundry houses and just demolish those machines that people get change from. The Galluccio family should be the ones who shell out change to those people who can’t get enough of washing their dirty cars and dirty laundry.”




    “Sounds like a brilliant idea.”




    “The guys who truck in those coin machines have skipped around being signed up with the Teamsters long enough. Believe me when I tell you, all these non-union punks who have avoided being a part of the unions, they’ll change their tune once we’re done dealing with them.”




    “Your wish is my pleasure.”




    The group of six thuggish henchmen all exchanged intense eye contact with Galluccio. The stares translated into a band of seven men all being able to sense familiar vibes. The series of schemes hatched were just the opposite of River Quay. None of the rivals they plotted against would suffer the fate of having their businesses blown to tiny pieces. None of the men would be murdered or tortured in any fashion.




    Galluccio coughed as a noticeable gesture. His men knew he had something quite serious to say. “Listen up, men. And please, listen up real good. The mess made in River Quay might’ve been the biggest mistake we’ve ever made. Sure, a lot of those jerkoffs didn’t wanna be signed up with the Teamsters, which had me scratching my balls at night. It insults my intelligence and screws with my ego when guys who should be unionized with the Teamsters just flat out ignore my requests and suggestions made to them. And speaking of balls, we had to blow off the balls of two cocksuckers who forgot the rules of the game. Yes, I’m talking about Binaggio and Leonetti. One wanted to be a dopehead and peddle porno to children, while the other wanted muscle in on another made guy’s territory, not to mention how he badmouthed me all over town.”




    “Dirty Face” Pirelli stepped closer and patted Galluccio across the chest. “Now that River Quay’s a whole new part of town, Angie, whaddaya think the future will be for that part of town?”




    “I’ll leave that to my nephew Tommy to figure out when he takes over this family.”




    “We followed through with the orders you gave us.”




    “You men did a beautiful piece of work. But I still maintain that things could’ve been handled a lot more systematically.”




    “No time for regrets, Angie.”




    Galluccio stared down at his watch. Exactly 1:30 a.m. was displayed across the face of his Timex. “Alright men, it’s time to make your move. By morning, I want all these scums we plan to move in on crying big tears out of their asses.”
Another meeting had been adjourned by Galluccio. The assembly of six men scattered and were on to their assigned destinations.
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    Chapter 3


    




    MONTY “DIRTY FACE” Pirelli and an expert locksmith and master of shutting off electrical systems, arrived at R and J Meat Company at precisely 2:00 a.m. The helper, Dennis DeMarco, a tall, tan-skinned and thin-built man, had been hired to do the job on short notice. Thin sheets of light surrounded the perimeter of the building. Having no fences or dogs around the complex worked in their favor.




    “Okay DeMarco, let’s see how good you are,” Pirelli challenged, anxious to get in and out to get the job done.




    “I’ve been doing this almost since the day I learned to walk,” DeMarco responded in confidence.




    “When we open that door to this place, let’s go right to work.”




    “No problem.”




    Pirelli scanned the nearby block to make sure none of the snoopy neighbors watched them break into R and J Meats. Not a soul walked the dark streets. DeMarco jammed one of his specialized tools into the lock. A few jerks here and there and the deadbolt lock slid away from the connecting slot.




    The same was done for another lock underneath the first one. Pirelli and DeMarco crept into the dark building where they were met by thick frost. The bonechilling temperature wasted no time letting them know that frost bit at their fingers and faces.




    “Jeez DeMarco!” Pirelli shivered. “It’s colder than an Eskimo pussy in here. We better get in and out of here before we become blocks of ice.”




    “My hands are already starting to feel like cold pieces of stone.”




    “I don’t want to leave here with frozen balls.”




    “Neither do I.”




    “Then we’d better move fast.”




    Pirelli and DeMarco traveled further into the building. Soon, they were met by slabs of meat hanging from large hooks. Chains suspended to the ceiling were lined in a symmetrical order. Cows, pigs, lambs, chickens and even turkeys, hung like racks of clothing in a department store. Both men were equipped with the tools necessary to do the job.




    A fully equipped utility belt hung around their waists. Pirelli and DeMarco reached for their flashlights for better orientation. The further they traveled into the building, the colder the temperature became. A purplish red formed at the fingertips of Pirelli’s hands. A violet red spread across the face of DeMarco. Without notice, both men heard a familiar squealing noise.




    “DeMarco, did you hear that?” Pirelli asked, shining his flashlight every which direction.




    “Sure did,” DeMarco noticed, bobbing his flashlight from the floor to the ceiling. “And I’ve heard that sound before.”




    “Whaddaya think it could be?”




    “Your guess is as good as mine’s.”




    “Whatever it is, I hope it’s got a life insurance policy.”




    “This meat house is starting to give me the creeps.”




    “That piece of work Angie gave me in River Quay was easier than this.”




    The squealing sound seeped further into their ears. Pirelli scooted along a wooden table used for chopping meat. DeMarco stood at least two feet in front of him. The creature which’d been squealing looked into the brightness of their flashlights. A supersized rat stood on its hind legs and bolstered the large teeth sticking out of its mouth.




    Acting on impulse, Pirelli snatched a meat cleaver off the table. The razor sharp blade went slicing through the mid-section of the rat. Bloody organs went flying over the table and onto the floor. The frightening excitement hadn’t begun. Another rat jumped from the side of the table. Using the survival skills he’d been accustomed to, Pirelli whacked away at the second rodent. Blood covered every inch of the cleaver blade.




    “Dammit DeMarco!” Pirelli huffed and puffed out in strong spurts. “Where’d those rats come from? Those things looked like a couple’a huge possums.”




    “Who knows where they came from?” DeMarco nodded, quite shook up himself. “Question is, how many more of those sonofabitches are in here?”




    “I’d better keep this meat cleaver in my hand just in case more of them jump out of nowhere.”




    “If enough of those rats get to us, they’ll find us as dead meat among all this other dead meat.”




    “Got that right, buddy. Like I said, that River Quay job was a lot easier. All we had to do was just throw dynamite and run. Here in this place, we almost get attacked by a couple’a rats big enough to get inside a wrestling ring.”




    “How can they stay alive in this blistering cold?”




    “Rats can survive in any conditions.”




    “We better get moving, Monty.”




    “We’ve got to find the fuse box.”




    “We don’t have all night.”




    Layers of excruciating frostbite caused more torture to their hands and face. They kept their bodies in motion to create warmth. Silence turned into intensity. Pirelli rubbed his palms and locked his fingers to ward off more frostbite. He held onto the meat cleaver like a paranoid soldier. DeMarco twisted the muscles in his face just to be able to talk.




    “Why’d they have to keep it so cold in here?” Pirelli asked.




    “All this meat hanging around has to be kept frozen solid,” DeMarco answered back.




    “It’d take all this meat a week to thaw out.”




    “A lot lesser time than that.”




    DeMarco positioned his flashlight towards a corner of the building. He struck gold right away. A large fuse box sat at the middle of the wall. Pirelli stampeded in front of DeMarco. Both thugs reached into the fuse box and ripped out one fuse after another. They reached for the side of their utility belts and fished up wire cutters. Wire after wire along the adjacent walls got clipped. Sparks shot into the air.




    Smoke from the sparks blended in with the smoke from the frost. R and J Meats had not an ounce of power. The refrigeration system shut down with not a single generator moving.




    “Notice how fast it’s getting warm in here?” Pirelli asked DeMarco, blowing thinner frost from his mouth.




    “My face has warmed with the quickness,” DeMarco smiled.




    “My hands have warmed up, too.”




    “Think all this meat in here will be spoiled by the time they get here in the morning?”




    “Good question, DeMarco.”




    “It’ll be a shame to see all of our hard work go down the drain.”




    “Anyway, let’s get the hell out of here.”




    Pirelli and DeMarco disappeared from R and J Meats with hopes every slab of meat inside spoiled rotten.




    Nino Cambiano and Pete Grosso arrived at Auto Grand Salvage at exactly 2:30 a.m. The pair of eager rogues were equipped with everything needed to complete their assignment. Two .38 calibre pistols rested in holsters on their left sides. Utility belts with hammers and wire cutters and long sharp knives hung around their waists.




    Nino held a pan with four well cooked beef steaks inside. Impregnated into the juicy steaks were the most potent concentration of cyanide poisoning. The succulent juices made the steaks look irresistible.




    “Alright Pete, you know what to do when we get over that fence?” Nino inquired to his partner.




    “Yes I do,” Pete subjected to Nino.




    “Let’s hear it.”




    “Get to bashing in and cutting up everything in sight.”




    “Strada’s junkyard is gonna be junkier than it already is.”




    “And you know it, Nino.”




    “We’re gonna turn into demolition men.”




    “That we are.”




    Nino rattled the fence enclosing the salvage yard with aggression. Two strong Dobermans with shiny black coats and impressive muscle tones rushed to the fence. The dogs barked at Nino and Pete with long sharp teeth. Nino unfolded back the foil to the pan and slung all four steaks over the fence. Patience was the key. The Dobermans sunk their teeth into the meat like there would been no tomorrow.




    The destructive pair of men waited for the results. And the results were quite pleasing. Within five minutes, the dogs slumbered onto their sides. The potency of the cyanide poisoning ripped away at their stomachs. Foamy saliva shot from their mouths. Cries of pain and death wavered beyond the salvage yard. Both Dobermans were dead and now the henchmen could put their plans into action. Nino and Pete scaled the eight foot fence like professionals.




    Once on the other side, they snatched up their hammers and wire cutters and knives.




    Windows on almost every car were bashed in. Glass shot into the air like big chunks of raindrops. Tires were sliced. Doors and hoods and trunks were bashed in. They went under the hoods of nearly every car and cut wires like doctors cutting umbilical chords. Seats within the interior were ripped apart. The damage they’d created wasn’t pretty. Junk inside Auto Grand Salvage just got junkier.




    “We’ve worked up a sweat demolishing these cars,” Pete said, taking a quick breather.




    Nino brushed off a patch of sweat from his face. “I’d have to say that slinging dynamite under buildings in River Quay had to be a lot easier than fucking cars up.”




    “We can’t expect every piece of work Angie gives us to be easy.”




    “That’s true, Pete. Bashing up these cars was actually good exercise.”




    “River Quay was just something to get us warmed up for this job.”




    “That is was.”




    “Let’s get out’a here before somebody sees us.”




    Nino and Pete climbed back to the other side and disappeared.




    Tony arrived at one of K.C.’s most profitable laundry cleaning facilities like clockwork. The time on his watch read 2:50 a.m. Also an expert at picking locks, he manipulated the deadbolt until it surrendered from the slot. Staring at him inside the dark facility were rows and rows of washing machines and dryers. Empty boxes of laundry detergent were scattered across the floor. The doors to the place opened at 5:00 a.m. He knew he had to move fast. His destructive tool of choice? A large sledgehammer.




    Tony went right to work on his assignment. And like a railroad worker hammering down on iron railroad tracks, he bashed in the washing machines and dryers with intense force. Not a single machine would be operational when the attendants were due to arrive. The frames of the machines were wharped out of shape. Coin slots spilled out quarters onto the floor. Part of his work was completed. The damge had been done. He rushed out the building and on to his next assignment.




    Tony showed up at one of the biggest and most thriving car washes in K.C. With the sledgehammer he’d used to destroy the washing machines and dryers, he went right to work on the change machines built into the concrete walls of the carwash. The damage of the hammer caused quarters to spit out of the machine one after another.




    One might ask: Why didn’t he pocket some of the money from the laundry facility and the carwash? The answer couldn’t’ve been easier. Galluccio wanted to send a message, make a clear statement. Leaving the money behind let the silly assholes know that Galluccio meant business. Maybe street bums or drunks would be lucky enough to stumble upon the money to further their unconventional lifestyles.
The six men sent out by Galluccio performed the tasks their supreme boss assigned to them. The messages came in crystal clear. Sign up with the Teamsters and prosper. Avoid the Teamsters and suffer. Galluccio successfully moved in on the businesses of every rival he plotted against. Watching the coffers of his Mafia family swell out of control brought him the greatest sense of pleasure.
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    Chapter 4


    




    THE YEAR 1985 ARRIVED quicker than Galluccio could’ve ever imagined. Several hours passed at Saint Joseph Medical Center on Kansas City’s south side and Galluccio had only moments to live. Being on his deathbed gave him time to reminisce about his colorful criminal career. Standing at his bedside was his beloved nephew, Thomas “Tommy The Caveman” Galluccio, a fiercely loyal relative. Tommy stood mid-height, possessed a proud lean figure, and bolstered manly good looks. He’d taken care of himself over the years. Relatively good health could account for it.




    Angelo spoke to Tommy in a sickly, gravel voice. “Tommy, I’m naming you the new boss of the Galluccio family. I spent over thirty years building this family into what it is today. The mess that I made in the River Quay back in the seventies, Tommy, I don’t want you making the same mess. It costed the family too much money, not to mention the heat we got from the coppers and the G-men. I let that bad fucking temper of mine get in the way of being a rational man with a real mind for business. You and I both know, the less violence we deal with, the less trouble we have to deal with. Don’t go around blowing guys’s balls off just because they won’t sign up with the Teamsters.”




    Tommy cracked a wise smile. “Are you speaking of Leonetti and Binaggio?”




    “You remember, huh?”




    “Like it was yesterday. But the family still believes that Leonetti and Binaggio definitely had it coming.”




    “They deserved all of it.”




    “Uncle Angie, it’s a real honor to have you crown me the new boss. I promise you that I’ll move our Kansas City family in the right direction. I promise you that I won’t demolish a guy’s business like those River Quay Wars.”




    With Tommy being the future of the Galluccio family, Angelo sensed things looked brighter than ever.




    “Tommy, you’ll get the backing from the bosses out of Chicago,” Angelo enlightened his favorite nephew. “Carmine and Mikey Bernazzoli will be watching your back every step of the way.”




    “We’re a blood brotherhood, Uncle Angie. I won’t let no one take that away from us.”




    “No one, Tommy.”




    “This thing of our’s is now and forever.”




    Angelo grabbed the hand of Tommy and held it tight. “Tommy, promise me before I take my last breath that you’ll guard the Teamsters Union with your very life. Me and the other bosses, we dedicated our whole lives to building the unions into an unstoppable force. Promise me that you’ll keep the codes of omerta when it comes to this thing of our’s. Son, you’ll have to learn that the government’s gonna try and force you out with all that legal, federal bullshit.”




    “The Teamsters is the heart and soul that ticks in this thing of ours. Being the new boss, I will live, eat, breathe, drink, fart, fuck, and sleep the Teamsters.”




    “Tommy, this thing of our’s is forever and ever.”




    “Forever and a day, Uncle Angie.”




    The hospital room converted to a sentimental silence.




    Angelo could’ve been minutes away from death. Tommy stared down at his beloved uncle with tears welled up in his eyes.




    “You know Hoffa would be proud to hear you speak those words.”




    “And the bosses, too.”




    Angelo held a tighter grip around the hand of Tommy. “You’ll have a lot of muscle to work with now that you’re the new boss. You’ve got ten state representatives and eight state senators in Missouri who are dues-paying members of Local 45. You know that’s a lot of political clout.”




    “Is that one senator still on the payroll of the Galluccio family?”




    “What senator?”




    “The jewish guy from down there near St. Louis.”




    “Joey Weinberg?”




    “Yes, that’s who I’m talking about.”




    “Joey’s not going anywhere. His old man and I have a lot of history. And good history at that.”




    “What about any coppers?”




    “What about them?”




    “Do we have any left on our payroll?”




    “There’s your cousin Carlo Ruggiero. He runs the whole narcotics division inside the KCPD. If you need more coppers, then just grease their palms real good, they’ll take the money under the table.”




    “I’ll be meeting with Carmine and Mikey in the future to iron out some fresh details about Local 45.”




    “We brought up Hoffa a minute ago in this conversation. Like myself, Hoffa let steam shoot out of his ass and ordered guys to blow up businesses all over the place. Please hear me when I tell you that that’s not the way to go. The G-men and the coppers will tolerate certain things for so long, but there comes a time when even they’ve had enough.”




    “Sometimes money isn’t a good enough reason for them to look the other way.”




    “You’ve caught on, nephew.”




    Tommy stared deep into the eyes of his dying uncle. “I’ve always had a master teacher, Uncle Angie.”




    Angelo might’ve been only breaths away from death. “Before I close my eyes, I want to leave you with some solid advice. Monty, Vito, Tony, Sal, and Nino and Pete are all gone now. I thought I’d always be the one who checked out before them. All six of those guys stayed loyal to me in the end. Sure, they got pinched by the government, and half of them ended up dying in the can. Tommy, you will never receive loyalty or respect by being one of those nice soft guys. Punks get screwed right up the ass. Nice guys always run in second, third, and fourth place. People shit on them all the time. Remember that fear and money makes unbelievable power. If you have enough money, you can make your men fear you. They’ll show you the utmost respect and loyalty. Fear keeps people in line. Do you think the six guys who did my legwork liked me, whether some of the time or part of the time? Had I been some softie, my men would’ve stuck it in from sixteen different directions. One way or another, you’ve got to keep your men in line. Have them to fear you, and they’ll respect you, and show you loyalty to the end.”




    “Does that include our International President, too.”




    “Yes, that includes Mason Shellenberger, too.”




    “Shell has stuck to you like paint on a wall.”




    “He’s shown complete loyalty the last twenty something years.”




    “Local Forty Five and some of the other unions have grown and grown over the years.”




    “And that came with power, strength, organization, and respect.”




    “You’re a brilliant man, Uncle Angie. Just look what you and the other bosses did for the Teamsters and Las Vegas. It’s amazing how you men could walk into a company and tell them that you wanted to organize.”




    “They’d sometimes ask who we were.”




    “What would you tell them?”




    “We’d tell them we were the Teamsters and they’d be kissing every inch of our asses.”




    “Everytime I think of Las Vegas, I’ll think of you. It’s genius how you and the bosses helped turn a dry desert town into bright lights, beautiful broads, good food, the best booze, fine entertainment, and the best hotel-casinos.”




    “We had it all back then.”




    “And lots more.”




    Angelo started breathing in heavy spurts. An aura of death blanketed his flushed face. Tommy grabbed him across his shoulders.




    “Are you alright, Uncle Angie?”




    He lifted both arms and locked hands with his nephew. “Tommy, it’s all about to end. But before I check out, I just wanted to tell you that being the new boss of the Galluccio family is not going to be easy. You’ll be paying for the sins of your fathers. You’ll be going up against men who’ve had a real past and identity problems with our family. The River Quay Wars never really ended. The G-men still want to put the people responsible for blowing those buildings away in the can. They still wanted to know who clipped Binaggio and Leonetti. Only problem, all of us will be dead by the time they figure it out. The feds are going to put you under the miscroscope since you’re the new boss. Don’t be surprised if the government brings the family under investigation and tries to rip apart our borgata.”




    “Everything you’ve said is true,” Tommy aligned with Angelo. “The feds got cameras to see how we move about here and there. The G-men, they plant bugs all over the place to hear everything we’re talking about. But, I’ve got my own resources to keep them from seeing and hearing what we’re doing. I believe I will catch hell for what happened in River Quay. Everything they bring my way, I’ll just send it right back their way.”




    “Hear me good on this one. We’ll never be in the clear with this River Quay thing. Those demons will always come back to haunt us. Don’t be surprised if the G-men start a witch hunt in the years to come.”




    Angelo thrusted his chest forward. Heavy breaths shot out in strong spurts. Hospital staff rushed into the room. Nurses checked his pulse and heartrate. He stopped breathing as a visible mist seeped from his mouth. Tommy stared down at the bed and knew his uncle had died. He crossed himself while tears spilled from his eyes and down his face. The last rites were given to Angelo “The Animal” Galluccio.




    Tommy “The Caveman” Galluccio became leader of the Kansas City crime family whose uncle’s name it came to bear. He developed an extraordinary mind for business and rapidly connived to build an economic dynasty which would probably far out live him. Galluccio knew the future for the family was far up in the air. With Angelo’s untimely death, a void was left at the head of the legendary Kansas City crime family.




    The International Brotherhood of Teamsters for years had been scarred by allegations of ties to organized crime families throughout the country. Federal authorities linked Kansas City based Teamster boss Mason Shellenberger to Tommy Galluccio and some powerful Chicago mob leaders. Shellenberger had been indicted three times by federal grand juries and was never convicted. He was a powerful international president who also ran an eight-hundred thousand member Central Conference of Teamsters.
He headed the union team which negotiated national freight-hauling contracts. Tommy Galluccio had much to worry about since his lawyer informed him an indictment would be coming down against Shellenberger from an ambitious Federal Grand Jury. The newly-sanctioned Kansas City Mafia boss played a high stakes game. Galluccio had to call an urgent meeting.
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    Chapter 5


    




    THE YEAR 1994 HAD arrived. The place was Kansas City, Missouri. The International Brotherhood of the Teamsters Union was still dominated by the Galluccio Mafia family. Tommy Galluccio, the balding and baggy-eyed Mafia chieftain with puppy dog cheeks, was given the baton by his deceased uncle. He’d been handed exclusive control over rackets in Kansas City and points beyond. He allowed his housekeeper, the beautiful and elegant Angela Claybrook, to host his most trusted associates and family members in his beautiful mansion in the quiet and exclusively wealthy section of Ward Parkway.




    Angela represented the epitome of beauty. She stood at a comanding five-foot-eight inches. A dangerously beautiful face she had, with a chiseled body to match. A witty personality and suspenseful intellect were her endearing qualities. Galluccio desired beautiful blondes to no apparent end. Blondes with blue eyes and hard bodies were like goddesses to him. Bringing Angela into his house to serve as his housekeeper was an answered prayer. Ever since his indefinite separation from his wife Phyllis, Galluccio actually hired Angela to be his cook, maid, errand girl, and best of all, his constant lover. Some men seemed to just have all the luck.




    How could she resist? He paid her top dollars. He treated her better than any man had ever done. She even got higher preferential treatment than his own wife.




    “Tommy, can I ask you a question?” Angela said, intrigued with the power and charisma her boss possessed.




    “Anything, Angela,” Galluccio replied, staring at Angela like he wanted to rip her clothes off for some serious sex.




    “Why are the real interesting men always married?”




    Galluccio smiled and tucked in his bottom lip. “Honey, there are plenty of single men who are interesting.”




    “Doesn’t seem that way,” Angela rejected.




    “Before I got married, I was quite interesting myself.”




    “Had I met you when you were still single, I probably wouldn’t’ve found you interesting.”




    “Maybe that’s it,” Galluccio said. “Women don’t find men interesting unless they’re married or got a girlfriend. You women always want something you can’t have.”




    Being a humble woman with the face of a Euro-centric queen and the body of a Greek goddess, made Galluccio a sucker for her kind. Maybe Galluccio would’ve divorced Phyllis and married Angela had it not been for him corrupting family values. He existed in a culture which believed in keeping honor within the family. Maybe he would’ve married a black woman, a Sicilian man with an appetite for those brown sugars, a voracious appetite yet to be filled.




    On the contrary, he viciously hated black men. They were less than nothing to him. He only used them to do his dirty work whenever needed. They weren’t allowed in his house or around his family members. He kept them around as yard apes and fence monkeys to run his many neighborhood liquor stores and cheap restaurants.




    “Question,” Angela said, her sparkling blue eyes hypnotic.




    “Talk to me, babe,” Galluccio smiled.




    “If you divorce your wife, do you think you’ll ever get married again?”




    “That’s hard to say at this point,” Galluccio thought.




    “Men like you are a rarity.”




    “That’s a nice thing to say.”




    “It’s the truth, Tommy.”




    “Alright, let me get ready for this meeting.”




    Galluccio planned an important meeting for five o’clock p.m. He wanted to meet with some of his most trusted men, matters which involved crucial family business. Angela entered the kitchen with a snow-white, terry towel clutched in her hand. The musical doorbell rung with softness. She answered the door with a seductive greeting and warm smile. The Mafiosos studiously took their seats at the enormous conference table. Angela went into the kitchen to make two large pots of coffee while they waited for Galluccio to make his presence known. Large buckets of ice were prepared for the men who wanted to guzzle down their favorite cocktails.




    Wine glasses and coffee mugs were brought out of the cabinets. Angela had been trained to serve the men of Galluccio quite well. Seated at the east end of the table was the very man who federal authorities labeled as the fiery-tempered Teamster leader of Kansas City, Missouri, Mason Shellenberger. As a Jewish Ivy Leaguer, a man who clawed his way to the top of being the undisputed leader of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters there in the Midwest, he used bribery, intimidation, and even murder to assume his position. His presence at the meeting was incisive.




    Summoned also to the meeting was Francisco “Frankie Bonecutter” Provenzano, a tall, slender-built, and conservatively handsome Mafioso. He gained the reputation of being a rough, tough, and brutal murderer with quickness. Representing interest for Chicago’s powerful Bernazzoli Brothers was Gino “The Bulldog” Vazzano, a short, chubby, and inadequately insensitive man with a round, bulldoggish face. Fat suspended around his body that could’ve never been friendly to the well being of his health.




    Vazzano fought a serious weight problem for years, but didn’t help the problem by eating everything in sight. Provenzano remained a high-ranking member of the Galluccio crime family for several years. Indeed, a brutal man, Galluccio used him to violently enforce his authority. He earned the nickname Frankie Bonecutter from his proficiency with a chainsaw. It became the tool used in the capacity of sawing apart the bodies of tortured murder victims. His graphic nature became legendary in Kansas City and throughout the Midwest. He’d been known to have chainsawed apart the bodies in abandoned warehouses. The dismembered body parts of their enemies were rumored to have been put in trashbags and scattered in dumpsters around the city.




    Gino Vazzano was officially a made member of the Chicago Mafia Outfit. Galluccio and the Bernazzoli Brothers sanctioned him to strongarm the growing number of strip clubs around the Kansas City, St. Louis, Wichita, Omaha, Des Moines, and Chicago areas. Vazzano muscled his way into a variety of interests in the booming porno business. He’d been commissioned to run several porno shops in most areas of the Midwest. The Galluccio family was still under considerable domination by the Chicago Outfit, in which the Bernazzoli Brothers exerted important influence over Tommy Galluccio. There remained one strict rule laid down by most Chicago Mafia leaders.




    The dons from the old school, as well as the modern day bosses, sanctioned there would be no drug dealing, under penalty of an immediate death. There was so much money to be made in drugs until most Mafiosos bent the rules with a nudge and a wink. A native Chicagoan named Mickey Castucci attended the important meeting Galluccio arranged hours in advance. Castucci, a stout man with broad shoulders and cauliflower ears, helped finance a vast narcotics ring which stretched throughout America.




    Under the stewardship of Carmine and Michael Bernazzoli, the burgeoning drug business earned big dollars for the midwestern crime families. His connections branched as far away as the cocaine cartels in Cartegena and Medellin. The narcotics business got bigger all the time. The money poured in at record numbers.




    Angela reached over the men at the table before the meeting got underway. Silver platters of meats, crackers, dips, chips, fruits, vegetables, and pastries were lined along the table. She pampered them by placing cups of coffee and glasses of ice in front of their chairs. She exchanged smiles with Provenzano, then said in a pleasant tone, “Good afternoon, Frankie. How are you doing today, sir?”




    “Can’t complain, Angela,” Provenzano replied with casualty. He felt as special as his boss after being greeted in such a manner. Often, Provenzano wondered where a man could meet an American woman like Angela, a woman who treated her man as good as she treated Galluccio and those associated with him. “How are you doing on this lovely afternoon?”




    “Couldn’t be better, sir.”




    “You’re looking lovely as ever.”




    “Thank you, sir.”




    “How’s your family?”




    “Everyone’s doing great.”




    “Superb.”




    Angela poured coffee into their cups. She returned later with cream and sugar. Other associates poured their favorite cocktails into the sparkling glasses. With respect for her boss, Angela disappeared when Galluccio walked into the enormous dining room. Blessed with taste for fashion, he wore his black smoker’s jacket with a pair of matching silk slacks.




    A dazzling stare grew on the faces of the cadre of men. An aura of respect engulfed the room. Galluccio pulled out his chair and took a seat. Warm greetings took place among the men before the meeting started. Handshakes were exchanged from across the table. The Mafiosos appeared to be in high spirits. Cigarettes and cigars were fired up. This brought immediate clouds of smoke into the air. The Pendergast Mansion remained the perfect place for Galluccio to conduct his secretive Mafia meetings.




    Galluccio motioned for Angela to keep the coffee mugs and cocktail glasses full at all times. She knew to keep herself scarce when the secretive meeting was in effect. She went to the head of the table and poured him a straight shot of brandy. He patted her firm ass for performing such hospitable deeds. Angela smiled and faded away. Galluccio opened his crucial meeting by thanking the important men and the less important associates for being in attendance. The undisputed Kansas City Mafia boss fired up a fat cigar. He was now ready to preside over a meeting which involved Midwestern criminal dignitaries. His eyes averted over to Mason Shellenberger.




    “Shell,” Galluccio mildly spoke. “My Uncle Angie pulled a lot of strings to put you in that top Teamster’s boss spot. He’s long gone and now we’ve got to find a way to get you out of another one of these fucking federal indictments.”




    “Goddammit, Tommy, the law keeps on coming!” Shellenberger consorted out of raw anger. “Three times in the last five years the Grand Jury indicted me.”




    “And three times in the last five years you haven’t been convicted,” Galluccio confirmed.




    “How long will our luck last? We’ve slipped away time and time again.” Shellenberger had borne a share of the federal spotlight and he was dead tired of it.




    “We’ll just put together a few thousand and pay off one of the jurors.”




    “Let’s hope one of the jurors is for sell.”




    “How many times do I have’ta tell you, doesn’t everybody have a price?”




    “We’ve got to find out when jury selection begins.”




    “In due time, we’ll find out who’ll be on that jury panel.”




    “It’s good that you’ve always got a plan, Tommy.”




    “What are the feds trying to come at you with now?”




    “Embezzlement.”




    “How much?”




    “A hundred grand.”




    “So what.”




    “They’re charging that I payed myself a bonus without proper authorization from the union.”




    “Those government scumbags in Washington! Those selfish Fortune 500 pricks in Corporate America! Do they get authorizations to take out fat bonuses for themselves?”




    “Not’a one of those conniving thieves.”




    “Tell me, what’s in the works now?”




    “We’re negotiating a huge national freight-hauling contract,” Shellenberger explained for intent business purposes. “This time, we’re looking at some really big bucks coming into the union.”




    Galluccio helped mastermind a scheme to steal union funds by inflating expenses. The alleged misuse of worker’s money in the past pressured Shellenberger and other union officials into resigning as trustees of the giant Central States Pension Fund and the Central States Health and Welfare Fund. But, they came back even stronger. A clever move on the part of The Department of Labor, since the Justice Department was ready to kick mob goons out of the Teamsters Union once and for all.




    Galluccio spoke with all reason. “Give me some more information about this bum you’re dealing with out in California.”




    “He’s a Chicago insurance hotshot named David Bakewell. They gave him a new contract to administer the Central States insurance claims.”




    “Do you trust this prick?” Galluccio asked, precautionary. He kept outside associates under tight scrutiny.




    “With my life, Tommy.”




    “Didn’t he screw things up for the bosses in Chicago?” Galluccio examined. He raised questions of suspicion since he shared the spoils of mobster revenues with Chicago, Cleveland, and Milwaukee.




    “He accepted 200 grand from a Beverly Hills insurance swindler who pleaded guilty to stealing millions from the Teamster’s premiums.”




    “Let’s hope your men won’t screw up like this prick.”




    “My men are loyal to the end. I’ve got them in key positions.”




    “We’re on a roll, Shell.”




    “But the feds are gonna keep coming after us.”




    “We’ll be on easy street after this federal trial.”




    “Every step that we take could be monitored or bugged,” Shellenberger feared. “There could be infiltration by informants.”




    Shellenberger developed an extreme bunker mentality. He also knew the war between the feds and the Teamsters Union never really ended. A winner emerged over the years. The winner happened to be the law. If Galluccio could convince Shellenberger he had little trouble buying off police and political protection, then maybe there could be a comfort level between both men.




    “If the feds send me up on this case, then we could lose everything we’ve worked for, Tommy,” Shellenberger noted in detail. “This go round, the government’s trying to stick it where it hurts the most.”




    “No goddam way!” Galluccio yelled, ferociousness in his voice. The hard pounding of his fist sent scary vibes around the room. “Nobody’s going to take the Teamsters away from us. My Uncle Angie grinded his balls into the dirt to help build the Teamsters into what it is today. He fronted the money for those goddam casinos out in Las Vegas, not to mention that he helped make those gambling establishments into what they are today. We can thank some incompetent fuckhead who screwed things up, just like that Bakewell prick screwed things up for us out in California. Uncle Angie’s parents, my beloved grandparents, they came to America with barely two nickels to rub together. They died poor and left my old man and his brothers and sisters with nothing. I’ll take a bullet to the forehead before the feds come along and snatch the Teamsters away from us.”




    “The way I see it, Tommy, we’ll all take a bullet to the forehead before we let the government jerk the Teamsters from under us,” Shellenberger entailed with strong conviction.




    “I promised my Uncle Angie on his deathbed that I wouldn’t go back to the cowboy days of the River Quay Wars. I promised him that I wouldn’t go around blowing up everything in sight, just because a bunch’a fuckheads wouldn’t sign their businesses up with the Teamsters. I swore an oath to my uncle, and I’m damn sure going to keep it.”




    “And we’ll have’ta keep that promise to Angie.”




    “Uncle Angie also told me on his deathbed that the feds were gonna start up another one of their witch hunts, long after the mess that was made in River Quay.”




    Galluccio meant every word of what he told all the men present at the informal Mafia meeting. Not a soul living or breathing on the Earth was going to snatch the Teamsters Union from his legendary Kansas City crime family. The dining room, which was used solely for conference purposes, shifted to a creepy silence. Galluccio threw his head back and drifted into a world of void. Briefly, he reminisced about how a jerkoff named Sal Rizzitello fucked everything up for the rest of the crime family. This only raised his blood pressure to unnecessary heights.




    Millions of dollars per year skimmed from the Las Vegas casinos were sucked down the drain. How could Rizzitello have been so stupid, so goddamned careless? But still, Galluccio refused to allow the federal government to snatch away the money and power his Uncle Angelo Galluccio had built from the ground up. He remained determined to keep an iron grip on the Teamsters Union, specifically in the Midwestern region, which he had direct access to, and the contracts that Mason Shellenberger negotiated.




    “See what happens when you get too relaxed?” Galluccio explained to Shellenberger. Redness formed at the tip of his nose. A lethal dose of anger filled his mind.




    “What’s going on, Tommy?” Shellenberger asked, noticing the rise in Galluccio’s flaring Sicilian temper.
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