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CHAPTER ONE 

Detroit, Michigan 1935 

Rare is the woman who can arrest a soul’s self-absorption by an elegant bearing. Ah, 

these are the women who can change the world. Shoulders squared, the back straight. Amber 

eyes smolder with a look that commands complete respect. Jack Grey was drawn to the woman 

the minute he stepped off the commuter train.  

Breath took flight from his body the moment those magnetic eyes locked with his. 

Oozing confidence, her gaze steadied without a blink. A daring woman who understands 

her worth.  

The awning above the local department store shielded her from the rain this Monday 

morning giving him opportunity to drink in the complete package. Beige trench coat, collar up, 

leather shoulder bag, and a stylish fedora hat tipped over one brow.  

Someone shoved him from behind. “Move it, Mac.”  

He stumbled. When he regained his balance, she’d disappeared. 

* 

Fanny Zapelli spotted him when he stepped off the train. An unsavory memory of the 

past. A mobster. A man who might bring the world she built down to the ground.  

The soaking rain created a blurry vision of him, but the tilt of the hat, the arrogant stance, 

the stocky build. It was him all right. No doubt. An enemy of the ‘family’ and a rival. Many 

times, older brother Giovanni plotted to kill him and his followers. He never succeeded.   

But it happened a lifetime ago. Her only sibling remained locked in a mental hospital; the 

gang scattered to the four corners of the world. She was alone.  



The law allowed two choices back then. Go to jail or go legit. She chose the latter, took 

over The Blue Feather, and transformed the sleazy speakeasy into a successful bistro which 

made a good deal of money. But a large bankroll wasn’t enough, because the dream included an 

elite restaurant for the rich and famous.  

After years of observing and learning, the goal was accomplished. The Crystal Daffodil 

came to be a symbol of new beginnings. An instant hit. Now, people took her seriously, 

respected her, looked up to her.   

Not only did she transform a crime ridden past, but also affected a change in her 

appearance, the way she talked and carried herself, even her wardrobe. Longtime friends, Ruth 

Kirby and Hattie Taylor saw to that. They taught the confidence needed for respect as a woman.  

When Jack stumbled, she ducked inside the nearest business and hurried toward the back 

door. “He disappeared years ago, what’s he doing here now?”  

“Did you say something, Miss Fanny?” The proprietor of the store asked as they brushed 

shoulders.  

Cultivating relationships in the city was part of the plan for success. Those she smiled on, 

in turn, frequented The Crystal Daffodil. However, generosity had its downside, as well.  

Walking down the street or through an establishment brought the wolves out. Oh, they 

were on the edge of respectability, but it was a constant struggle to ward off male advances 

without offending anyone.  

“Oh, did I say something out loud, Mr. Potts? I’m so sorry. I’m late for an appointment. 

Decided to take the back way. Just chewing myself out.” She stopped to pat his shoulder. “How 

is that talented daughter of yours? My invitation for her to sing in my restaurant is still open.” 

Potts beamed; and his face lit up. “Daphne is excited by your request but is terribly shy. 

I’ll speak to her again. I think nerves override desire sometimes. Singing in your restaurant is 

definitely the experience needed to pursue a singing career.”  



Fanny expressed her delight, “Good, our clientele will love her captivating voice. Good 

day, Mr. Potts.” 

He stumbled over his goodbye, blushed a little, but went about his business. 

High heels clacked against the polished wooden floor as she hurried toward the exit. A 

quick glance back confirmed he didn’t follow. The alleyway was deserted, a perfect getaway.   

* 

Back in the high-rise, she told the receptionist to hold all calls, eased into her supple 

leather chair, and continued to contemplate the arrival of the opposing mobster. Unpleasant 

memories surfaced of her time as a gun moll and a blues singer in The Blue Feather speakeasy. 

She spoke to the empty room, “Jack Grey. A tie to the bad years. An unwelcome one. I was only 

a scrawny girl, back then. He knows things. Things best left in the past.” 

A commotion drew her attention to the window. The chair swiveled as she pushed from 

its grasp and peered down at the pavement from the third floor. A scuffle between paperboys. 

Two rivals fighting for control on the same corner. A frown dressed her lips. How well I 

remember.  

“Thank God for Ruth Kirby and Hattie Taylor, as well. They rescued me when I didn’t 

think I needed it. They taught me to be a lady; changed my voice, my bearing, and how to ward 

off aggression with only a glance.”  

“People said it couldn’t be done, but here I am. A successful, respectable 

businesswoman.” She allowed herself a few seconds more of contemplation. “Time for the 

luncheon crowd. I need to keep my customers happy.” 

Those who frequented the establishment expected to catch a glimpse of her at least once 

during their visit. Something of a celebrity because of the signature walk-throughs at lunch and 

dinner in the current gowns of the fashion world, she let the mystery of success accentuate her 

popularity. Most diners found this type of entrance a novelty. Her fashion sense provided a good 



deal of gossip around the office water coolers because only the latest style from France would 

do. Thus, new customers came to witness the show and the clientele continued to grow.  

Let them ogle. While I provide premium food and atmosphere, I’ll gladly take their 

money. 

Before leaving, she changed into an afternoon two-piece peplum dress. Steel blue with 

pink accents throughout the pattern. Sleeveless top, skirt mid-calf. A dainty belt at the midriff. 

Stylish for daytime without being over-the-top. More elaborate attire came in the evening. Her 

hair even sported a new color. Auburn. A deep burnished shade. When the decision to make a 

change came, she went all the way. Besides, the particular hue complimented her amber eyes.  

Satisfied with the look, she entered the restaurant with confidence. Heads turned, women 

stared, men drooled.  The attention was of no consequence anymore.   

Several customers greeted her from their tables. The answer in a smooth, silky voice, and 

devoid of any accent, assured they hung on every word. For those who weren’t bestowed the 

honor of a visit, a friendly smile proved sufficient. Somehow, they were satisfied. She knew they 

would return, hoping for an actual interaction the next time.  

At the back of the room, Gordon Young sat at the table to the left, a confident grin 

adorning his face.  

“Hello Gordon. You’ve returned once again. I must tell the chef how much you enjoy the 

cuisine.”   

Young was an editor for the largest newspaper in town. Distinguished, well-dressed, 

about forty-years old. He issued an invitation to dinner a few weeks ago. She accepted. An 

ardent pursuer, he made his desire for a relationship abundantly clear. An arm’s length attitude 

did nothing to dissuade him.  

He stood and reached for her hand. “Thank you. You look stunning, as usual. I hope you 

will take coffee with me later.” 



The gesture was not reciprocated. “My schedule doesn’t allow for many perks in that 

area. I need to go. I’m late for an appointment.” 

Gordon sat down, face beaming. He looked around as if to make sure the others in the 

room witnessed their interaction.  

It was impossible to acknowledge everyone, but a sweeping gesture and a small nod of 

the head to all the diners became the signature move upon her exit. She eased toward the back 

but was suddenly aware of a stocky man sitting by the unopened door. The man opposite him 

rose to greet her. He looked vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t place the pencil mustached man 

with dull, thin brown hair.   

“Can you give me a moment to meet a friend of mine?” He nodded toward Jack.  

“Not today,” Fanny moved toward the door.  

Jack intercepted, held out his hand, and said, “Hello ma’am. Jack Grey at your service.”  

The slender man started the introduction, “This is the owner, Miss…”  

Fanny cut him off. “Z, just call me Miss Z. Everyone does.” Stunned to see him again so 

soon, she recovered fast, but made sure her real name didn’t come out. In a voice that could rival 

flowing honey, she stood cool, elegant, held his gaze with a steady assurance, and made no effort 

to shake hands. “Lovely to meet you, now if you’ll excuse me.” A quick side-step evaded any 

contact with him.  

And then the worst happened; he touched her arm. “Wait, I’d like to invite you for 

coffee.” The chair was pulled across the carpet away from the table, and he gestured for her to 

sit. 

To be touched, the one thing Fanny could not abide. A mistake he will pay for dearly. 

The fine art of a cold rebuff was taught to her long ago. Instead of jerking her arm away, she 

looked down on the offending hand, then raised her head to stare coldly into his eyes. The 



honeyed voice became icy. “If you will release me, Mr. Grey.” The rigid stance held firm until 

he let go.  

A blush spread across his face, “I…I’m so sorry. Excitement got the better of me.”   

A smoldering review up and down his body put the finishing touch on the rebuff.  

The room went silent at the exchange, but with her exit, returned to the low hum of 

patrons conversation.   

  

 

 

 

 

 


