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	“The Mafia made one hell of a mistake when they killed that man’s wife and son.”

	—Senator Thomas Cotton, Jr.

	 

	Robert Briganti is the Assassin. Ruthless, indifferent to his own survival, he lives only to destroy the Mafia. This time, armed with his hand-picked arsenal of superweapons, he moves south for his most savage hit: a Mafia summit conference in a New Orleans motel where no one outside the syndicate can get in, or out, alive.
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Prologue

	 

	THE STORY OF Robert Briganti, known to millions as The Assassin, is brutally simple. To all outward appearances, Robert Briganti, aged thirty-seven, was the moderately successful proprietor of a sporting-goods store in Cherry Hill, Connecticut. Liked well enough by his small-town Connecticut neighbors, who found him in many ways more reserved than themselves, Briganti seemed completely devoted to his wife and son.

	Although his sporting-goods center sold and serviced hunting rifles and shotguns, as well as the usual camping and fishing gear, Briganti himself did not hunt. “You have to be a lot tougher than I am to kill a deer,” he once told the local police chief, a casual friend who had been urging him to join “a few of the boys” in a hunting trip to the Maine woods.

	A nonsmoker, Briganti drank only an occasional bourbon and water at the few parties to which he accompanied his wife, who was a popular figure in her native town. An accomplished poker player, he would play cards with friends only if the stakes were small.

	Tragedy struck in the spring of 1972 when Briganti, about to close his store for the night, was accosted by two well-known Brooklyn gangsters, members of the Mafia, it was later learned. They were Joseph “Crazy Joe” Coraldi and his chief lieutenant, Frank Fallaci. Coraldi, leader of a rebel group within the Mafia “family” of the notorious Carlo Gambelli, most powerful gang boss in the New York area, and perhaps in the entire United States, threatened and finally tried to bribe Robert Briganti in an effort to force him to supply the Coraldi “organization” with a steady supply of modern, sophisticated weapons.

	Coraldi said he needed Briganti to supply the guns because his own source of weapons had “dried up” as a result of constant harassment by the FBI. Coraldi stated that Briganti would have no trouble, since he was a licensed gun dealer who had once worked as a weapons demonstrator for the T. C. Marston Arms Company, a North Carolina-based firm which imported and exported surplus military weapons of all kinds.

	Coraldi had a list of the small arms he wanted; more threats followed when Briganti refused to take part in the Brooklyn gangster’s scheme. It ended—at least for the moment—when Briganti ordered the two gangsters, at gunpoint, from his store. A short time later that night, Briganti’s wife and son drove to the store to take him home, since the second family car normally used by Briganti was in a garage for repairs.

	On their way home the Briganti family was ambushed by two men in a late-model car driven by a third man. Mrs. Briganti and the boy were killed instantly by heavy fire from an autoloading 12-gauge Remington shotgun and a U.S. Army .45 caliber Colt automatic pistol. And although Robert Briganti was in the back seat of the car, armed with a 30-shot J & R carbine, he was unable to return their fire because the car, with his wife’s dead foot pressed hard on the gas pedal, ran off the road at high speed and overturned.

	When Robert Briganti regained consciousness he was in the back of an ambulance, on his way to a hospital and suffering from a severe concussion. In the mortuary of the same hospital he found the mutilated bodies of his wife and son laid out on stainless-steel tables, in the glare of overhead lights. And it was at that moment, filled with anguish and hopeless rage, that Robert Briganti vowed to destroy the greatest criminal conspiracy of modern times—the Mafia.

	Now, other men have sworn to destroy a hated enemy, only to find their resolve weakened by time or the threat of life imprisonment, or finally by fear for their own lives. But Robert Briganti was—and is—a special kind of man. In the words of Senator Thomas (Tom) Cotton, who has frequently expressed sympathy and admiration for Briganti: “The Mafia sure made one bad mistake when they killed that man’s family.”

	The Mafia knows it now, but it’s too late to stop Briganti. Just as it’s too late for him to stop killing “Mafia pigs,” as he describes them in the remarkable tape recordings he sends regularly to the Federal Bureau of Investigation. One theme runs through all the tapes—that he should have killed the first two Mafiosi when he had the chance. The Brooklyn gangsters who had even the remotest connection with the double murder were wiped out long ago. However, in his many tapes to the FBI Briganti has stated that he won’t stop killing, even if he could; nor will he run to a safe place—if such a place exists. Even the possibility of a full pardon, based on the plea of temporary insanity, has no interest for him.

	Of course the Mafia had no way of knowing that Robert Briganti is perhaps the most dangerous man in the world, the man best fitted to destroy them. The men who provide intelligence reports for the Mafia knew something about his background: a fatherless New Orleans kid who fired his first gun in a Bourbon Street shooting gallery, and then went on to become champion sharpshooter in a traveling carnival owned by one William (“Wild Bill”) Brady. They must have known about the years when, after leaving the carnival, he worked as top weapons demonstrator for the Marston Arms Company. They might even have been aware that Robert Briganti probably knows more about small arms than any man alive.

	What they didn’t reckon with, of course, was the man himself: hard, cold, ruthless in a way that not even the most implacable Mafia assassin could understand. Impervious to bribes or threats or pleas for mercy—completely disinterested in his own life—Briganti has gone on to prove, in Senator Cotton’s words, just how bad a mistake the Mafia made when they murdered his family.

	Today, little more than a year later, the Connecticut small businessman has become The Assassin. Armed with a hand-picked arsenal of super weapons, he stalks the Mafia, killing without mercy and then moving on to the next target.

	Briganti has no illusions about his life span; he knows the Mafia will get him sooner or later. He hopes it will be much later. There is so much killing to be done.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	BRIGANTI KNEW THAT two cars had been following him since he left Miami, and although he had used every elusion tactic in the book, a picked squad of Mafia killers were still on his tail. At two o’clock in the morning, here he was on some godforsaken secondary highway, in the middle of the Everglades, with a storm about to explode over the swampland.

	Slowing the late-model Buick—stolen from a lady with a poodle near the Freshwater Plaza Hotel—Briganti glanced at the rearview mirror. No lights showed in the roadway behind him. He braked the car down even more, and as the engine nearly died, from far off came the rumble of thunder, and the blackness of the road behind him was ripped by a blinding jolt of lightning.

	Briganti’s eyes returned to the roadbed. The outlines of the great coconut palms reaching up into the night sky became visible. Lightning played across small swampy lakes dotted with brushy islands woven into a jungle of vines, creepers and briars.

	Checking the mirror again, he saw lights far back on the swamp road, and turned to take a brief inventory of his weapons. Everything was where it should be—the 9mm Canadian Browning Hi-Power automatic under his arm, and on the back seat, covered by a blanket, the heavier stuff: a 1942 Marine Corps sniper rifle, an Israeli Army Uzi submachine gun, a U.S. Army M79 grenade launcher, a bazooka.

	Tipped off that the top Mafia chieftains would hold their annual meeting in Miami, Briganti shipped his arsenal via railway express from his hideout in New York City, then flew south—only to learn that the dons and the capos, for security reasons, had moved the “table” to another site. He hadn’t been able to find anyone who knew the new, secret meeting place.

	Briganti swung the wheel and powered into a screaming turn, his attention divided between the lonely swamp road ahead and the receding images in his rearview mirror. A big black car braked into the intersection behind, swinging broadside and overshooting the turn. The car behind braked wildly and both vehicles slammed into the shallow ditch at the side of the road.

	The pursuing cars quickly got back onto the road, and once again headlights began crowding Briganti’s mirror. He pushed the gas pedal to the floorboard and pulled the 9mm automatic from the shoulder holster. The shadowy outlines of Okaloachoochee Park came into view off to the right. It looked like the road ran down to the edge of the lake, which meant he was trapped on a dead-end route to hell. Almost too late, at eighty-five miles an hour, he flashed past the warning sign that told of a hairpin turn. Briganti hit the brakes and fought the Buick to a bucking, fish tailing halt just inches from a swampy hole.

	Briganti jumped out of the car and selected his weapon, watching the swamp road as he worked. He had to be both loader and gunner for the long-barreled, shoulder-fired rocket launcher known as a bazooka. It was one hell of a job for one man to load and fire a bazooka, but Briganti had worked on it. Down the road the lead car came into view, the beams from the headlights bouncing up and down on the poorly paved road.

	Briganti carefully sighted his weapon in, waiting for the lead car to get closer, then punched off the armor-piercing missile. The lead car lurched and exploded, sending a hail of shattered steel, glass, shredded flesh and smashed bones into the darkness around the lake.

	Reloading quickly, he lined up the barrel with the second car, but just as he punched off, the second vehicle struck the smoking debris of the first with a bang, spilling Organization killers into the ditch. Finally the second car crashed against the trunk of a huge live oak.

	With smooth expertise Briganti reloaded, lined the bazooka up with the stalled car and punched off.

	The short, whooshing sound of the missile was followed by a crunching explosion. Again there was the patter of debris through palmetto leaves.

	Briganti knew that several of the hoods in the second car had been thrown free. He knew for sure when one of them opened fire with a Thompson submachine gun from the dense creepers on the left shoulder of the road. He cursed as another automatic weapon started up from the other side, a line of bullets feeling for his position, which was away from the Buick. He had to save the car if he could.

	Bullets chased him as he ran back to the car, clipping fronds from the palms before zipping out over the lake. He hoped to Christ that none of the lead found the gas tank. Sweating in the muggy darkness, he yanked open the door and found the M79 grenade launcher, then ran back about fifty feet and dropped to one knee. He had to stop the automatic weapons before they blew his car to bits. With the stubby weapon against his shoulder, he sighted to the left shoulder of the road and loosed a grenade. There was a flash but no screams, so he corrected the range and threw another big pill at the muzzle flash of the Thompson as the machine gunner started up again. This time he got a scream that lasted less than five seconds and he heard the sound of a dead, mutilated body rolling in the brush.

	The other gunner threw lead at the spot where he had been seconds before. Half a clip of bullets stitched the broken surface of the road, throwing sparks. Turning quickly, he put down the grenade launcher and lobbed a line of grenades into the thicket along the right shoulder of the road. He slung grenades until the canvas sack hanging from his shoulder was empty and silence again took over the quaking swampland. Standing perfectly still in the darkness, he waited until the frogs started croaking again. That took no more than a minute.

	Moving in a fast crouch, he got back to his car and turned the key in the ignition without getting behind the wheel. The engine of the well-serviced Buick roared to life, and Briganti flicked on the headlights and threw himself away from the car. When he came up with the Uzi pointing out past the headlights, he saw a thickset hoodlum with a bloodied face trying to aim a sawed-off shotgun. Briganti pressed the trigger of the Uzi and knocked the hoodlum back into the ditch. That would be about the last of the dirty murdering bastards, he decided with bitter satisfaction. Or could there be one last gunner waiting to blast him as he drove away? That was a chance he would have to take. The whole fucking thing was one big chance.

	He went back to the Buick, slid behind the wheel and turned the wheel sharply to the left so that he could see how well he had done. Yeah, he had done a good night’s work. Turning the wheel again caused the headlights to pick up a white face way back in the creepers. Briganti braked the car and got out, pushing his way into the creepers, snagging his pants on a mess of briars. One of the Syndicate goons lay near a puddle of swamp water, blood oozing from a head wound and another wound in his side. Blood bubbled as intestinal gas escaped from the hoodlum’s torn guts. Briganti spat.

	Stooping, he grabbed the killer’s blood-slick hair. He didn’t slap the bleeding punk because he didn’t want to make his death any quicker, not just yet. “Who sent you, pig?” Briganti said.

	The dying man cursed him.

	“Alberoni sent you! Say it, pig.” Alberoni was the Syndicate boss in Miami, so these figured to be his men.

	The killer didn’t have much time left, but he used some of it to call Briganti’s mother a whore. Briganti didn’t mind that; he figured the Mafia pig had been paid in advance for the insult.

	“You’re dying, pig,” Briganti told the gunman. “You want me to kill you clean—or wait for the alligators to crawl out of the swamp. That’s what they’ll do after I drive away.”

	That was bullshit and Briganti knew it. Gators might look like crocodiles but they didn’t hunt men, not even dead men. But it wasn’t likely that a city pig would know a thing like that. Briganti spat again. Yeah, this city pig didn’t know it, because his ruined face was suddenly contorted with fear and he tried to raise his right hand in a gesture of supplication. Briganti felt no pity when he saw that all but one of the fingers had been blown off.

	“Oh, sweet fucking Jesus, don’t let them get me.”

	“Wouldn’t think of it, child killer. You ready to talk. Tell the truth or I’ll leave you. Now again—who sent you?”

	“You have to ask? Benny the Dick. Benny Bonasera from Sarasota...”

	Briganti didn’t know the name. “What does he do?”

	The dying man was talking to himself rather than to Briganti. The words came from his mouth in gasping bubbles of blood. “What else—dope, girls, wetbacks...”

	“What about the summit meeting, pig? Sarasota—is that where?”

	The dying hoodlum’s face twisted itself into a parody of a grin. “Benny don’t tell me nothing like that. All he said is hit you ...”

	Briganti was poking the gunman with the Uzi and another question, but it was no use. The wheezing stopped and the button-man was dead. Briganti walked back into the headlights. It was time to shag ass. Pretty soon a police car with a blue Grimes light flashing on the roof would come howling down this backwater country road. Briganti took the dead man’s wallet and walked back to the car.

	Shortly after the Buick had negotiated the hairpin curve, a blinding flash of lightning zigzagged across the swampland. For an instant, up ahead, Briganti’s sharp eyes saw a razorback rustling about the marsh in search of wampee. The hog turned its mean, red eyes toward the car, its tapering snout sniffing the air. With a quick show of its tusks, the razorback darted into the creepers.

	Then the rains sluiced down. More jagged lightning, instantly followed by rolling thunder. Even with the windshield wipers going full blast, he couldn’t see the road. He stopped the car, picked up the wallet he’d taken out of the gunsel’s pocket and examined its contents. Suddenly he shifted his rugged bulk on the soft seat and snorted derisively as deep anger began to replace survivalist excitement. The name on the dead man’s driver’s license was Larry Luchese; there were two credit cards! On the Bankamericard the name was Benito Bonasera, but the picture was that of Benito Coraldi, the youngest brother of Joe Coraldi, the Brooklyn Mafioso who had killed his family. The address listed was in a new Sarasota suburb.

	Leaning forward, Briganti opened the glove compartment and took out a map of Florida. Then he turned on the overhead light and scanned the underbelly of the subtropical state until he located Sarasota. He figured the mileage; allowing for the bad weather, if it kept up, he would arrive in Sarasota by mid-morning.

	 

	He located the ranch style resident of Benito the Dick in a new, exclusive addition to Sarasota. The house, set back some eighty-five yards from the street, probably cost more than a hundred G’s. The neighborhood was full of circular driveways studded with palms, lush gardens with heavy subtropical scents, king-sized swimming pools and expensive houses with four-car garages.

	Briganti spat. What else—Benny the Dick belonged to the country-club set, played golf with the square-john businessmen of Sarasota and probably owned one or two legitimate operations as a cover for his drug, prostitution, land-swindling and wetback rackets.

	The storm had passed, and on this bright morning there were no cars in the four-car garage—so it figured that Benny was away. Briganti decided this was as good a time as any to snatch a few hours of sleep, while he waited for The Dick to come home.

	At a coffeeshop two blocks south of his hotel, he ate ham and eggs, then went up to his room to shower and sleep.

	When he woke up it was nearly dark and the Everglades had begun to cool. From his suitcase he pulled a worn pair of coveralls from underneath a stack of underwear and put them on. Next he checked his Canadian Browning Hi-Power automatic, screwed a silencer onto the muzzle and checked the extra clips for the big automatic. He put on brown moccasins, gathered up his stuff, closed his suitcase and went out.

	Seven cars were parked along the circular drive in front of Benny the Dick’s mansion. A black Cadillac sat in the wide carport, which was linked to the rear of the house by a long breezeway. Three floodlights illuminated the front of the house and light shafted through several of the closed windows.

	The front part of the house was dark. Three men in the front drive leaned against the body of a Lincoln Continental in the full glare of the floodlight. He drove on by, turned into the street behind the house and parked near a sign that read: HOUSE FOR RENT. The neighborhood was quiet and dark. He selected his weapons, locked the Buick and melted into the darkness.

	Three minutes later he dropped lightly over a high wooden fence at the rear of the underboss’s property and moved silently into the shadow of a bamboo windbreak. Past there, sparkling in the reflected floodlights, was a swimming pool the size of a small lake.

	The pool showed signs of recent use. Rubber rafts floated on the green-lacquered surface. A man in dry swim trunks sat at the end of a low diving board, his feet dangling in the air, head down as if he might be dozing. Briganti watched the man for a full minute, noting the shadowy outline of an object lying across the man’s lap. Briganti guessed it was a submachine gun.

	Although Briganti was thirty-eight and carried two hundred and fifteen pounds on his six-three frame, he moved with the stealth of the big jungle cats. He got close to the pool without being spotted.

	“Good evening,” Briganti said softly.

	The man on the diving board reacted instantly, coming to both knees and peering awkwardly toward a window of the house, precariously off balance as he swiveled and swung the short machine gun at chest level. Briganti stepped into the open, some ten feet from the man’s position, the Browning at the ready, and said, “How do you want to die, you Mafia pig?”

	“What the goddamn hell!” the bodyguard bellowed as Briganti kicked him in the side. He grabbed at the diving board as the submachine gun dropped into the pool, then Briganti was on him, beating him into the water, his hard fingers encircling the meaty throat. With a gurgling shudder the man quit struggling. Bubbles formed on the surface of the water; some burst and some stayed.

	Briganti released the killer’s lifeless body and watched it come to the surface. It floated on top of the water for a moment, then sank with a lazy motion of the arms and legs.

	Briganti picked up his Browning automatic and noiselessly crossed the open area around the end of the pool. He made the shadows of the carport just as another gunman called from a window overlooking the pool, “Wino? Wino, you okay, man?”

	Briganti’s silenced automatic made a plopping sound and the man’s body took to the air, impacting on the flagstones below with a heavy thud. Briganti went on to the carport door. He entered and found himself in a narrow hallway, dimly lit by a recessed light in the baseboard.

	He began a methodical search of the house, looking for Bonasera. He found two darkened and obviously unused bedrooms with doors ajar, then a third empty room with a woman’s clothing scattered about and smelling of the perfume she wore. A door at the

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
\ A0 @2 o AT
-9 Y
& — T b

) J I8 =

el &

PETERMCCURTIN

BRIGANTI

TRAVELS SOUTH
TO SMASH A
MAFIA SUMMIT
CONFERENCE!






images/image.jpeg
PICCADI'LLY
PUBLISHING





images/image-1.jpeg
Peter McCurtin

THE ASSASSIN 2:
NEW ORLEANS HOLOCAUST

2022





