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    Praise for Jackie Collins

    ‘Sex, power and intrigue – no one does it better than Jackie’ heat

    ‘A tantalising novel packed with power struggles, greed and sex. This is Collins at her finest’ Closer

    ‘Bold, brash, whiplash fast – with a cast of venal rich kids, this is classic Jackie Collins’ Marie Claire

    ‘Sex, money, power, murder, betrayal, true love – it’s all here in vintage Collins style. Collins’s plots are always a fabulously involved, intricate affair, and this does not disappoint’ Daily Mail

    ‘Her style is pure escapism, her heroine’s strong and ambitious and her men, well, like the book, they’ll keep you up all night!’ Company

    ‘A generation of women have learnt more about how to handle their men from Jackie’s books than from any kind of manual . . . Jackie is very much her own person: a total one off’ Daily Mail

    ‘Jackie is still the queen of sexy stories. Perfect’ OK!

    ‘Cancel all engagements, take the phone off the hook and indulge yourself’ Mirror
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    Introduction

    ‘I don’t care if you can’t do anything else. I don’t care if you lose your income, your home, your possessions. Fuck all of it, baby. Just gather up your self-respect and walk right out.’

    These are the first words of The Love Killers, spoken by Margaret Lawrence Brown, a women’s rights activist addressing a crowd of sex workers in New York’s Central Park, assuring them that the women in her organisation will help them build a new, independent life if they walk away from those who control them. How brilliant is that? How exhilarating! How completely ‘Jackie’! Literally from the first sentence we’re behind Margaret, enthused by her passion, angry at the exploitation of sex workers, inspired to do something to help! (Slight spoiler coming): So, when just two pages later, Margaret is shot dead, we are sad and furious and we want justice. We are with Margaret’s friend Rio and her two half-sisters when they set out to avenge her death by destroying the mafia boss who ordered her assassination. And because these are Jackie Collins’ heroines, we know they will come out on top because that’s what Jackie Collins’ heroines do!

    This absolutely sums up the essence of Jackie’s books and that’s what makes them such thrilling and empowering reads. It’s not the sex, violence and revenge per se, it’s the fact that the reader knows right from the start that the heroines, although they will be damaged and flawed, and although they’ll face all kinds of obstacles, will have the strength, integrity and cleverness to ultimately, triumph; the baddies will get their – possibly apocalyptic – just desserts and there’ll be plenty of thrills, spills and orgasms along the way. Jackie’s books are the best fun – packed with beautiful, exciting characters, exotic locations, thrilling sex, lots of drugs, bad behaviour, violence and crime, but strip them to the bare bones and you’ll find a satisfying morality tale at the core.

    I’ve always been a huge fan of Jackie Collins, both as a human being and as an author. I wish I could have met her. Writing the introduction to one of her books is an enormous privilege that came about after winning the Romantic Novelists’ Association Jackie Collins Romantic Thriller 2021 award. Two years earlier, the award sponsors Simon & Schuster launched the #BeMoreJackie legacy project, reissuing all her novels with introductions from fans. I was given the opportunity to write this one.

    If I had known, when I was a painfully shy teenager, that one day in the future I’d be sitting here, writing this, it would have been all the inspiration I needed to hold onto my dream of becoming an author. This is a chance to pay back a little of the huge debt of gratitude I owe to Jackie Collins, not only for the pleasure her work has given me over my reading life but also for helping shape the writer I have become.

    Like many of our contemporaries, my friends and I passed Jackie’s books between us at school. At lunchtime we’d disappear with our best friends to find a quiet spot where we could sit and devour the next chapter. And afterwards, well, we’d go back to the classroom feeling a little happier, a little zingier; a little more ‘Jackie’. She gave us confidence. She helped us believe that anything was possible.

    Decades later, I am re-devouring the novels and loving then all over again. Now as well as enjoying the stories, I appreciate the skill that’s gone into crafting such fast-moving, busy plots and the talent behind the creation of outstandingly compelling casts. Although complicated, the stories are always easy to follow and read, and the characterisation is superb. The first time we meet Alio Marcusi, ‘a fat old man, with liquid booze-filled eyes and the walk of a pregnant cat’ in The Love Killers, we know everything we need to know about him. The clothes the characters wear, the jewellery they choose, the way they speak to those around them, the way they sit, every tiny detail consistently reinforces their personalities so it’s crystal clear to us, the readers, what kind of people they are, and whether we should be rooting for or against them. When it’s not clear-cut, where, for example, one of the Mafiosi has a heart and a conscience, this is a sign that redemption for him is possible, and that makes his story arc more interesting. Each of Jackie’s books is a masterclass in ‘how to write compelling characters’. 

    The Love Killers, first published in 1974, was Jackie’s fourth novel and like its sisters became a New York Times bestseller. She magazine called it: ‘Sensational, bitter, completely compulsive...’ which pretty much sums up the reading experience you’re about to enjoy.

    Its original title, Lovehead, was deemed too suggestive for the American market, hence the name change. This book was her first to feature a Mafia storyline, something she returned to time and again. It also tackles issues facing women with uncanny prescience. Jackie Collins said many years later, ‘It’s funny, what happened in the book ended up happening six months later. The hookers in New York came out and went on strike.’

    It’s impossible to overstate how important Jackie’s books have been to women. She was the first to give us powerful, compelling and diverse literary heroines who did what they wanted to do; who were strong, who pushed the boundaries and thrived. These women weren’t afraid of breaking society’s taboos. They were stronger than the traditions and mores that constrained women, that constrain women still. They didn’t care about the opinions of the kind of people who would disapprove of their behaviour. They were trailblazers. They were revolutionaries. And so, of course, was the writer who created them.

    No wonder that more than 500 million copies of Jackie’s books have been sold around the world starting with The World is full of Married Men (1968) and ending with The Santangelos, published in 2015, the same year that Jackie sadly died.

    Jackie Collins empowered women in a way that no other fiction author had done before – and I can’t think of anyone who has done so since. Whether escaping the mundanity of our lives for a few hours of reading pleasure, or being inspired to be stronger versions of ourselves, Jackie’s influence remains far-reaching.

    Jackie Collins said: ‘I really fall in love with my characters, even the bad ones. I love getting together with them. They tell me what to do; they take me on a wild and wonderful trip.’

    The same is true of the readers of Jackie’s novels.

    So, buckle-up and hold tight as you start The Love Killers.

    Reader, you’re in for a wild and wonderful ride!

    #BeMoreJackie!

    Louise Douglas

  
    
       
    

    Chapter One

    ‘I don’t care if you can’t do anything else. I don’t care if you lose your income, your home, your possessions. Fuck all of it, baby. Just gather up your self-respect and walk right out. To be a prostitute is to be nothing, a mere tool of man. Take no notice of your pimps, your bosses. We will help you. We will give you all the help we can. We will get you so together that your old life will seem like a bad dream.’

    Margaret Lawrence Brown had been speaking for fifteen minutes, and she paused to sip from a glass of water handed to her on the makeshift podium. The crowd gathered to hear her talk was gratifyingly large. They occupied a vast area of Central Park, mostly women, a few men scattered among them. It was a warm August day in 1974, and her followers had turned out in force.

    Margaret’s tone was strong and outright. Her voice didn’t falter. Her message came across loud and clear.

    She was a tall woman in her early thirties. No makeup decorated her strong radiant face. Her hair was long and black, and she wore denims, boots and love beads.

    Margaret Lawrence Brown was a cult figure in America. A ceaseless campaigner for women’s rights, she had won many a victory. She had written three books, appeared on television regularly, and made a great deal of money, all of which she used for her organization – FWN – FREE WOMEN NOW.

    Everyone had laughed when she’d first taken up the cause of the prostitutes. But they weren’t laughing now, not after three months, not after thousands of women appeared to be giving up their chosen profession and following her.

    ‘You’ve got to get it together NOW!’ Margaret yelled, a determined thrust to her chin.

    ‘YEAH!’ the women yelled back.

    ‘You’re going to live again. You’re going to come alive!’

    ‘Yeah! Yeah!’ The reaction from the crowd was gospel in its intensity.

    ‘You’re going to be FREE!’ she promised them.

    ‘YEAH!’

    Margaret slumped to the ground while the crowd continued to stamp and shout its approval. Blood spurted from a small, neat hole in the middle of her forehead.

    It was minutes before the crowd realized what had happened, before hysteria and panic set in.

    Margaret Lawrence Brown had been shot.

    *    *    *

    The house in Miami could only be approached by passing through electric gates, and then undergoing the scrutiny of two uniformed guards with pistols stuck casually in their belts.

    Alio Marcusi passed this scrutiny easily. He was a fat old man, with liquid booze-filled eyes and the walk of a pregnant cat.

    As he approached the big house he began humming softly to himself, uncomfortable in his too-tight grey check suit, sweating from the heat of a cloudless day.

    A maid answered his ring at the door. A surly, big-limbed Italian girl, she spoke little English, but she nodded at Alio and told him that Padrone Bassalino was out by the pool.

    He patted her on the ass, making his way through the house to the patio which led out to a kidney-shaped swimming pool.

    Mary Ann August greeted him. Mary Ann was an exceptionally pretty young woman, with old-fashioned, teased blonde hair, and a curvaceous body exhibited in a skimpy polka-dot bikini.

    ‘Hi, there, Alio,’ she said with a giggle, rising from her lounger. ‘I was just gonna make myself a little drinkie. Want one?’ Posing provocatively in front of him, she toyed with a golden chain hanging between her generous breasts.

    Alio contemplated the young vision, licking his lips in anticipation of the day – not far off, surely – when Enzio would grow tired of Mary Ann, and pass her on like all the others.

    ‘Yeah, I’ll have a Bacardi, plenty of ice. And some potato chips, mixed nuts, an’ a few black olives.’ He rubbed his extended stomach sorrowfully. ‘I had no time for lunch. Such a busy day. Where’s Enzio?’

    Mary Ann gestured out towards the never-ending gardens. ‘He’s around somewhere – pruning his roses I think,’ she said sweetly.

    ‘Ah, yes, his roses.’ Instinctively Alio glanced back at the house, and sure enough there she was, Rose Bassalino herself, peering out through a narrow chink in her curtains.

    Rose, Enzio’s wife. She hadn’t left her room for years, and the only people she would talk to were her three sons. Rose kept an endless vigil at her window just waiting and watching. It gave Alio the creeps. He didn’t know how Enzio endured it.

    Mary Ann swayed over to the bar and began preparing drinks. She was nineteen years old and had lived with Enzio Bassalino for almost six months – something of a record, for Enzio never kept them around long.

    Settling into a chair Alio slowly closed his eyes. Such a busy day . . .

    ‘Hey, ciao, Alio, my friend, my boy. How you feeling?’

    Alio awoke with a start, and guiltily jumped up.

    Enzio loomed over him. Sixty-nine years old, but with the hard, bronzed body of a man half his age, all his own teeth, a craggy, lined face, topped by a mass of thick steel-grey hair.

    ‘I feel good, Enzio, I feel fine,’ Alio said quickly. They clasped hands, patted each other on the back. They were cousins, Alio owed everything he had to Enzio.

    ‘Can I fix you a drinkie, sweetie-pie?’ Mary Ann asked, gazing at Enzio adoringly.

    ‘No.’ He dismissed her with a look. ‘Go in the house. I’ll ring if I need you.’

    Mary Ann didn’t argue, she obeyed him at once. Perhaps that was why she had lasted longer than the others.

    As soon as she was gone Enzio turned to his cousin. ‘Well?’ he asked impatiently.

    ‘It is done,’ Alio replied in a low voice. ‘I saw it myself. A masterful job. One of Tony’s boys, he vanished before anyone knew what happened. I flew straight here.’

    Enzio nodded thoughtfully. ‘There is no greater satisfaction than a perfect hit. This Tony’s boy, pay him an extra thousand an’ watch him. A man like that could get himself promoted. A public execution is never easy.’

    ‘No, it’s not,’ Alio agreed, sucking on a black olive.

    *    *    *

    ‘She must be thirty,’ the woman hissed spitefully.

    ‘Or older,’ her friend agreed.

    Lined, and over made-up, the two middle-aged women watched Lara Crichton climb out of the Marbella Club pool. Lara was a perfectly beautiful woman of twenty-six. Thin, sun-tanned, with rounded sensual breasts, a mane of sun-streaked hair that only the very rich seem to be able to cultivate, and wide crystal-clear green eyes.

    Lara dropped down on the mat next to Prince Alfredo Masserini and sighed loudly. ‘I’m getting bored with this place,’ she said restlessly. ‘Can’t we go somewhere else?’

    Prince Alfredo sat up. ‘Why are you bored?’ he demanded. ‘Am I boring you? Why should you be bored when you are with me?’

    Lara sighed again. Yes, the truth of the matter was the Prince could be very boring indeed. But who else was there? She’d made it a rule never to let go of anyone until there was someone else firmly ensconced in his place. She had been through most of the available princes and counts, a few movie stars, and a lord or two. It really was tiresome she had set herself such high standards.

    ‘I don’t understand you,’ Prince Alfredo complained. ‘No woman has ever told me she was bored with me. I am not a boring man. I am vibrant, lively. I am – how you say – the life and brains of the party.’

    Lara noticed with an even heavier sigh that as he spoke he was getting an erection in his nifty Cerrutti shorts.

    ‘Oh, God, do shut up,’ she muttered under her breath. Sex was becoming the biggest bore of all. So predictable, worked out, and mechanical.

    Prince Alfredo did not hear her. ‘Come, my darling.’ Aware of his erection, and proud, he pulled her to her feet. ‘First we take a rest,’ he winked slyly, ‘And then we drive the Ferrari into the mountains. What do you think, my lovely?’

    ‘Whatever you say.’ Reluctantly she allowed herself to be led inside. All eyes followed them as they left. They certainly made a beautiful and exciting couple.

    They had separate suites, but by unspoken agreement all sexual activity took place in Lara’s. She stopped him from entering at the door.

    ‘What’s the matter?’ he asked indignantly. ‘I have a good hard-on – a very good one.’

    ‘Save it for later,’ she said firmly, closing the door on his protests. ‘I’ll call you when I wake up.’

    Lara felt restless and hemmed in. A feeling she had often felt when married to Jamie P. Crichton. A divorce had solved the feeling then, but what now?

    The phone rang and she picked it up, ready to tell Alfredo no – definitely no. But it was not the Prince. The operator informed her it was an urgent call from New York.

    ‘Yes?’ She cradled the receiver, wondering who knew she was in Spain.

    ‘Lara? Lara, is that you? Oh God! This is such a terrible connection.’ It was a woman’s voice, her tone bordering on hysterical.

    ‘Who is this?’ Lara asked sharply.

    ‘God! Can’t you hear me? Goddamn it – this is Cass.’ A pause, then, ‘Lara, something terrible has happened. Margaret’s been shot. They’ve shot Margaret.’

  
    
       
    

    Chapter Two

    Margaret Lawrence Brown was rushed to the nearest hospital. She was still alive, but only barely.

    Her loyal followers gathered in tight, silent groups. Only the closest to her were allowed inside the hospital where they waited with as much hope as they could muster. There were no tears, Margaret would have hated that.

    Cass Long and Rio Java stood together near the door of the emergency room. A doctor had just announced they were doing a blood transfusion.

    Cass was Margaret’s personal assistant and confidante. They had met in college and been best friends ever since. Cass was a short, untidy-looking woman, with cropped brown hair and a cheerful disposition. Right now her regular features were frozen in shock.

    Rio Java – Margaret’s most famous supporter, one of her closest friends, and also a staunch and founder member of FWN – was a far more glamorous figure. Undisputed queen of the underground movies, she was a notorious public personality, fashion freak, mother of four children of various colours, and quite outrageous. Over six feet tall, she was starvation thin, with a long dramatic face, shaved eyebrows and exotic make-up. Part Cherokee Indian and part Louisiana hillbilly, she lived her life exactly as she pleased.

    ‘Where’s Dukey?’ she asked, groping for a cigarette in her oversize purse.

    ‘He’s on his way,’ Cass replied. ‘And I reached Lara. She’s flying in.’

    They watched silently as more doctors appeared and hurried into the emergency room.

    ‘Can I at least see her?’ Cass pleaded, catching one doctor as he emerged.

    ‘Are you a relative?’ he asked sympathetically, noting her blood-soaked dress. She had cradled Margaret’s head on her lap until the ambulance arrived, and then travelled to the hospital with her.

    ‘Yes,’ Cass lied.

    The doctor drew her aside. ‘It’s not a pretty sight,’ he warned.

    She bit her lip. ‘I know,’ she whispered. ‘I brought her in.’

    The doctor felt sorry for her. ‘Well, I suppose if you’re a relative,’ he said. ‘It’s against regulations but – all right, come with me.’

    Rio nodded at Cass to go ahead, and she followed the doctor into the emergency room.

    A team of professionals were doing everything they could. Two catheters were allowing the first pint of blood to be transfused. A tube was at Margaret’s nose. A doctor worked at massaging her heart.

    Cass felt sick. ‘There’s not much hope, is there?’ she asked, choking back tears.

    Grimly the doctor shook his head and led her quietly out.

    Rio looked at her. They didn’t need words, they both knew.

    ‘Who did it?’ Cass demanded, rubbing her eyes. She had been asking the same question ever since the fateful moment in the park when Margaret fell. Margaret had so many enemies, a lot of people hated her because of the causes she fought for. And because she led her life exactly as she pleased, and didn’t give a damn about criticism or gossip. The man she was currently living with was Dukey K. Williams, a black soul singer with a dubious past. Cass didn’t like him. She felt he was using Margaret to get publicity for his sagging career.

    Rio dragged deeply on her cigarette. ‘Listen – it’s no secret Margaret made enemies. It comes with the territory. She knew it.’

    ‘I kept on warning her,’ Cass replied mournfully. ‘She never listened. Margaret never thought anything through, she just went for it.’

    ‘Ah, yes,’ Rio replied. ‘But that’s what makes her so special, isn’t it?’

    ‘I guess,’ Cass said, thinking about all the hate mail Margaret received. ‘Nigger Lover’, ‘Commie Bitch’, and the suchlike. There were also threats to kill her. ‘Lawrence Brown, I saw you on the Tonight Show. I hate you, I hope you drop dead, I might kill you myself.’

    These letters were almost a daily occurrence, so mundane as to be casually deposited in the lunatic file and forgotten.

    The ones that always worried Cass were the telephone threats. Muffled voices warning Margaret to leave certain causes alone. Recently it had been the matter of the prostitutes. So many had been following Margaret that suddenly the pimps, the madames, and the hoods that controlled it all were getting worried. A dearth of prostitutes: it was becoming an impossible situation, and each time Margaret held one of her open-air rallies, hundreds more vanished overnight, spurred on by the fact that FWN offered them more than words, it offered them a chance of starting afresh. The organization arranged jobs, living accommodation, even money if the need was urgent.

    There had been many threats for Margaret to drop the ‘Great Hooker Revolution’ as New Month magazine called it. They had recently featured her on their cover with a six-page story inside. But Margaret had no intention of dropping anything. Margaret Lawrence Brown was fearless when it came to her causes.

    *    *    *

    Dukey K. Williams rushed to the hospital from a recording session. There was a struggle to get inside, the place was swarming with police, press and television crews.

    Dukey, accompanied by his manager and PR, refused any comment as he pushed his way through the mob. At the elevator he was stopped by a security guard who refused to allow him to board.

    ‘Jesus Christ!’ Dukey screamed his frustration. ‘Get this lowlife outta my way before I fuckin’ cream him.’

    The guard glared, his hand twitching nervously near his gun.

    ‘Calm down, Dukey.’ His manager tried to defuse the situation. ‘They’re only protecting Margaret. Cass must be up there.’

    Cass was sent for, and the guard allowed Dukey and his entourage through.

    ‘Jesus Christ! How did it happen?’ Dukey demanded. ‘Have they caught the sonofabitch who did it? Will she make it? What the fuck is goin’ on?’

    Sadly Cass shook her head. ‘They don’t seem to know,’ she replied quietly. ‘It doesn’t look good.’

    Rio was at the elevator to meet them. ‘Forget it,’ she said in a flat, toneless voice. ‘Margaret just died.’

  
    
       
    

    Chapter Three

    Enzio Bassalino was a big and powerful man with huge shoulders and a wide girth. It always amused Mary Ann August when the mood took him to cook dinner. He would clear the kitchen of all the help, tie an apron around his waist, and then go to work cooking spaghetti, his special meat sauce à la Enzio, and hearty chunks of garlic bread.

    ‘Honey – you look so funny in that apron,’ Mary Ann trilled. She was allowed in the kitchen only as long as she promised not to interfere. ‘Don’t you want little Mama to help you?’

    Little Mama was the nickname Enzio called her. She was unaware of the fact it had also been the pet name of every girl before her.

    ‘No.’ He shook his head. ‘What you can do, little Mama, is you can bring me some more vino. Pronto!’

    Mary Ann obliged, and then perched on the edge of the kitchen table swinging her long legs back and forth. She was wearing an extremely tight dress cut very low in front. Enzio chose her clothes, and they were always of the same style. She was not allowed to wear pants, shirts or anything casual. Enzio liked her to look sexy.

    Mary Ann didn’t mind. Life was certainly a lot better with Enzio than it had been before, and she catered to his every need. After all, Enzio Bassalino was a very important man, and she was thrilled and honoured to be with him.

    ‘Taste this.’ Proudly he offered her a spoonful of the steaming, rich meat sauce.

    Dutifully she opened her mouth. ‘Ouch, noonzi, it’s hot!’ She pouted, ‘You’ve burnt your little Mama . . .’

    Enzio roared with laughter. He was celebrating. Tonight he would laugh at anything.

    ‘Sometimes you’re really nasty.’ Mary Ann lapsed into baby talk. ‘Why you so mean to your rickle lickle girlie?’

    ‘Ha!’ he said with a snort. ‘You don’t even know what mean is.’ He dipped his finger in the bubbling sauce, licked it approvingly, and added more wine. ‘You’re a cute girl,’ he said condescendingly. ‘Stay that way and you’ll be all right. OK, little Mama?’

    She giggled happily, ‘OK, big Daddy.’

    In his own peculiar way he was quite fond of Mary Ann. She was dumber than most broads, and never asked any questions. She was also stacked just the way he liked, and obliging. Nothing was ever too much trouble.

    Enzio hated the usual routine. They moved in, and within weeks they thought they owned you. Broads! They asked questions, got nosy, and sometimes had the nerve to plead a headache when he wanted to make love. Enzio was very proud of the fact that even now, aged sixty-nine, he could still get it up once or twice a week. Often he thought about the times when it was once, twice, or even three or four times a night. What a stud he had been! What a magnificent stallion!

    Now it was up to his sons to carry on the Bassalino tradition with women. And he had three of them, three fine young men of whom he was more than proud. They were his life. Through them the name of Bassalino would remain a force to be reckoned with. And when he became old, really old, they would be there to protect him as he had protected them.

    It was a good job they had not taken after their mother. Rose was crazy as far as Enzio was concerned, locked up in her room, spying, only speaking to her sons when they visited. She had been there for seventeen years. Ah . . . seventeen years of trying to break his balls, trying to make him feel the guilt.

    But her little game hadn’t worked with him. He refused to feel guilty about anything. Let her be the one to suffer. It was all her fault anyway. What he did was his business, and she had no right ever to interfere.

    In his heyday Enzio Bassalino had acquired the nickname of the Bull. This was on account of his habit of mounting every agreeable female who crossed his path. One day, while dallying with the wife of a friend of his known as Vincent the Hog, he’d received his one and only bullet wound. ‘Right up the ass,’ the story went. ‘Vincent the Hog caught them at it and shot him up the ass.’

    Fortunately for Enzio that story wasn’t strictly true. Vincent the Hog had shot him all right, but the bullet had landed in a fleshy part of his posterior and not caused any real damage. All the same, Enzio was hardly pleased. After the incident Vincent the Hog had suffered a series of mishaps beginning with his house burning down, and ending with him being fished out of the river on the other end of a concrete block.

    Enzio did not take kindly to ridicule, and the story of him being shot had caused many an unwelcome snigger.

    Shortly after that, he met and married Rose Vacco Morano, the daughter of a friend. She was slim and proud faced, with the fragile Madonna quality of a young Italian virgin. Enzio was smitten the first time he saw her, and wasted no time in asking her to marry him. It didn’t take him long to plan an elaborate wedding. Rose wore white lace, and Enzio a shiny black morning suit, white shoes, gloves and a red carnation. He figured he looked pretty dapper.

    On their wedding day Rose was just eighteen and Enzio thirty-three.

    They became a popular couple, Rose soon shrugging off her quiet upbringing and joining in the more flamboyant life-style of her husband. She had no desire to become a housewife, stay at home and involve herself in cooking, children and church activities. When she dutifully gave birth to their first son, Frank, the baby was left at home with a nanny while Rose continued to spend all her time out and about with Enzio. Rose Bassalino was a woman born before her time.

    Enzio didn’t mind, in fact he was delighted. His wife was turning into a beautiful, smart woman, and Enzio knew he was much envied. While other men left their wives at home and took their girlfriends to the racetracks, bars and clubs, Enzio brought Rose. She became one of the boys, their friend and confidante, and everyone loved her.

    Enzio often marvelled at his luck in finding such a gem. Rose satisfied him in every way, and even found time to present him with a second son, Nick, three years after the birth of Frank.

    What a woman! Enzio kept no secrets from her. She knew all about his business activities, and as each year he grew more successful, took over more territory, knocked out more rivals, she was right there helping him. On more than one occasion she was at his side when he dealt out his particular form of justice to people who had double-dealt him. ‘My Rose has more balls than most men,’ he proudly boasted. ‘She’s one fine woman.’

    Nobody argued.

    Rose had many admirers and Enzio knew it. It puffed him up with pride. She was his wife, and nothing could change that.

    When Angelo, their third son, was born, Rose finally decided she should spend more time at home. Frank was twelve and Nick nine, and they needed attention. Enzio agreed. There was no point in her accompanying him on the short trips to Chicago and the Coast. Now they had a beautiful mansion on Long Island, and it was only right that Rose should spend more time with the children and enjoy it.

    She persuaded him that maybe they should enlarge their circle of friends, as after all, most of the people they saw were involved in the rackets, and Rose thought it might be a good idea to have a different group around for a change. There was an actor and his wife who owned an estate close by, and soon Rose started inviting them over. A banking family came next, and then Charles Cardwell, a cash-poor snob who lingered at the bottom of high society. Gradually Rose surrounded them with new people, until eventually all the old faces were squeezed out.
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