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Bloody Louie: A Gangster Noir
Story

 


It ain’t like I loved the son of a
bitch or nothin’, we were just acquaintances. Sure, I had to kill
people before but never anyone so close to me. I will speak of this
once, mention no name and never talk of him again. I knew this guy
and it made me think, about my wife, about our kids, his family.
Then I came to, “Fuck that sensitive shit” I screamed at myself,
and I blew his face off. He stole my organization’s money! Mine!
Nobody does that shit! Nobody! People have to pay for breakin the
rules. You can’t just get away, that’s what’s wrong with this
country man, no justice, no discipline. My kid gets outta line and
I pop the fucker one, all these yuppie fucks make me sick. “I don’t
hit my child because that would be politically incorrect” FUCK YOU!
What’s politically incorrect is you owning four mansions on the
backs of the taxpayers ya fuck. You see, I kill people like that
for a livin…Make em pay when they steal from the company, or a
friend, or my boss. My name is Louie Remanchi, known as bloody
Louie to my friends and times are changin, but I ain’t, this is a
day in my world.

 


11:58am

 



The sound of blood hitting the floor
made a loud splattering as a young sandy haired, green eyed
business man named Joseph Raymond III fell to the ground with his
head split open. “Don’t you ever fuckin steal from Lesgatini Inc.
again ya yuppie fuck!” Louie screamed as he kicked the ribs of a
bloody Joseph. “I…I..Didn’t” Joseph gurgled…. “Oh, a liar huh?”
“You know what we do to liars? Eddie, Philly, scoop this shit up
and..and bury him alive.” “Right boss” the cronies answered, “and
guys?” Louie asked “Yeah boss?” “Dig the fuckin hole deep this
time; I don’t wanna smell him again in a month capiche?” “You got
it boss” the cronies answered and were gone with the
body.

Riiing, Riiiiiiing, Joseph’s office
phone came alive. Clearing his throat Louie answered the phone, his
voice husky as a wolf. “Hello?” “Um, yes who is this?” A female
voice inquired. “This is uhhhh….Johnny, who the fuck is this?” A
moment of obvious silent shock, then the woman spoke. “This is the
wife of Joseph Raymond III, whose husband just appeared in Forbes
magazine, now where is my husband you lowlife, I am reporting you!”
“Ouch! Lady, you sure know how to hurt with them words. Look I’m
gonna have to level with ya. Joey was a bad boy stealing from my
boss so basically I had to, well, you know, KILL HIS STEALING,
LYING YUPPIE ASS!!” SLAM! Down went the phone as Louie hung up.
“Think about that for awhile you stupid bitch, go ahead and call
your cops Louie thought, who cares?” Louie left and stepped out of
the building, into his black limousine parked outside. Louie is a
two sided man, never quite sure of himself, though he pretends to
be completely sure. His good and evil halves are constantly at war,
much like every other person on earth. Evil has won his soul for
most of Louie’s thirty two years on earth. There is a hint of good
in this poor gangster every now and then but you must look closely
to see it.

“Take this next right here
Vino, I got business inside this place, you can’t miss the place
it’s a palace.” A nod from the driver and a sharp right followed.
“Pull up to house twenty two and get close to the sidewalk, I’m too
special to touch the ground, its gotta be the sidewalk, you’re new
so you might not know that yet eh?” “Sure thing boss” answered the
new driver Vino. Louie glanced at his Swiss made watch 12:25pm
Monday May 12th. “Good, I’m early for once,”
sometimes random thoughts of goodness would come to Louie’s mind
and he loathed it, it infuriated him. The car was making its way
along the route when shots rang out. The sound of automatic gunfire
erupted as Louie’s car pulled close to the curb. Louie ducked low
in the car hoping the armor plating and bullet proof glass would do
its job. “Shit! It’s a hit! Fuckin Russian Jew bastards! Tryin to
fuck up my business, shit,” Louie screamed out loud to himself on
the car’s floor. The Russian Jewish mob has a very strong foothold
in this particular city and the pressure is on Louie. He has
survived two attempts on his life at their hands; he’s been making
plans for their organization in secret for quite some time. Three
tall Italian men burst out of the door of house twenty two blasting
automatic weapons as the black Cadillac that made the attempted hit
sped away. “What the fuck was that all about?” The guards screamed
to Louie as he climbed out of his bullet ridden car surrounded by
glass, seemingly unfazed. “Fuhget about it, I’ll take care of them
later. Now where is Don Lesgatini?” “In the dining area sir, with
four armed guards,” the men replied. “I see”, Louie murmured as he
walked into the palatial home. “Ahhhh, Louie my ah favorite
associate, how do you ah feel today?” Said the old Don, he was
sixty four years old, skinny and bald but very healthy looking with
a deep tan, dressed in a red silk robe, sitting in a plush room
with extravagant paintings hung on the walls. “No matter how many
times I come in here I gotta say, beautiful layout Don Lesgatini. I
apologize for the noise outside, it was the Russian Jews again,
they ain’t letting up, but I got something for them,” Louie said.
The Don nodded his head slowly, “so I am assuming the business
problem is handled” the Don whispered in his heavy Italian accent.
“Yes Don Lesgatini” Louie answered. “Very good, now for the
payment,” as the old Don snapped his fingers a tall muscular thug
began laying out stacks of wrapped money onto the dark mahogany
table, each containing ten thousand dollars. As he was doing this
the Don began to speak saying, “I know you knew this man, was he a
dear friend of yours?” “We had some friendly conversations, but
business is business and I know how to separate business and yuppie
fucks.” The Don jumped up quickly pointing, “You ah watch you’re ah
language around me you ignorant fool!” Getting on one knee and
kissing the old Don’s ring Louie quietly apologized. The Don seemed
to accept it and sat back down, he took a drink of his wine and
gazed off to the right, quietly he said “take ah your money and ah
go.” Louie quickly grabbed the cash and ran out of the room and out
the front door of the house. Getting into his car Louie murmured
lowly to himself. “When I get the power you’re the first to die you
old fuck, probably had me setup today bastard.” “Where to Boss,”
Vino the driver chimed in? “What,oh, to the office Vino, to the
office.” Louie replied half listening as he was still distracted
thinking about his earlier encounter with the Don. “He orders
people killed every day and still he thinks he’s a fuckin saint,
like Mary is smiling on him cause he don’t cuss or somethin’…old
bitch.” Louie exhaled deeply as the car sped away towards his
offices.

 


1:28pm

 


They arrived at Louie’s office, the
office serves as a good front; it’s Louie’s unofficial headquarters
masquerading as a real estate office. All the big deals in the city
involving Louie and his crew go down here. Cops are greased
everyday in this office, people are ordered killed in this office.
Louie arrived in his chauffeured car to his “office,” upon walking
in the door Louie roared. I WANT A MEETING RIGHT FUCKIN NOW IN THE
BOARDROOM!! Throwing his coat over a chair Louie immediately darted
to the boardroom. Opening up the large oak doors with their gold
handles leading into the room, Louie saw all of his underbosses
seated there waiting for his arrival. Louie is the second in
command of the business, immediately below Don Lesgatini. He still
loved to be involved in his work though, Louie didn’t like to sit
idly by, even though he had risen so high in the organization.
Louie enjoyed getting his hands dirty.

“Time to talk about these
Russian Jews, they tried to fuckin kill me…again!! AGAIN YOU
MOTHERFUCKERS!! AGAIN!!! Time to send the message, the very hard
message,” at the meeting were all five capos in the organization.
Raymond Alphonse third in command, Joey Raomi fourth in command,
Tony Lenary fifth in command, “Fat” Philly Tuscillini sixth in
command and “Crazy” Eddie Scarlow seventh in command. They all
agreed something must be done. After arguing and deciding for an
hour and a half; the how’s, why’s and when the hit would go down
they agreed on “Crazy” Eddie’s idea. “Let’s do it, do it right
fuckin now,” Louie ordered. The meeting ended and less than thirty
minutes later six armored cars came and went from the “real estate
office,” filled with henchmen and the two lowest capos, “Crazy
Eddie” and “Fat Philly.” Louie stayed behind and called his wife as
he sat down smoking a Gran Habano cigar sipping a scotch on the
rocks.

The six cars reached a major hub for
the Russian Jewish mob an hour’s drive away, they had been watching
for a few weeks and discovered as an area frequented by the crew
that has been trying hits on Louie. They pulled in a block from the
warehouse and called Louie. “We’re here boss,” Philly said in his
raspy New York voice. “Good you know what to do,” Louie responded
before clicking back over to his wife to say goodnight and tell her
that he loved her. Two cars pulled to the front and side of the
facility and two around back. “Pull ‘em out boys,” Philly screamed
as henchmen in four cars each pulled out RPG’s. “Let ‘em fly,”
ZIIIIIIPPPP!!! BOOOOOM! The explosions rang out everywhere, Four
A-1 low class missiles were sent flying into the facility. The last
two of the six cars pulled directly in front of the building and
began blasting with AK-47’s looking for stragglers. They used
foreign AK-47’s due to the difficulty the law would have in them
being traced back. Standing out of the sunroof of one of the cars
blasting his gun was “Crazy Eddie.” “What a fuckin spectacle of
beauty,” Eddie gasped. “Let’s go, Move!” Fat Philly screamed as the
cars sped away from their carnage. Just like that it was done and
the hostilities had been escalated. Four Russian Jewish mobsters
murdered, no leaders only foot soldiers. Still, they also lost ten
million worth of ammo, grenades, guns and drugs. Louie just started
World War III in the same neighborhood, with the same guys he used
to play baseball with as a kid. It’s a terrible shame what growing
up in this world will do to a child’s heart and mind.

“Salut! Way to fuckin hit
‘em,” Louie cheered as he raised his glass in a toast to his men on
a job well done. The party had started and a celebration was under
way. Louie felt as though it was a job well done, that should have
sent a message to those fuckers. There were hookers, drugs and
booze everywhere. The party was held in an undisclosed location,
now that the crew knew there would be others looking for them due
to the massacre today. “Hey Louie, hey man, good job, way to go,
what are we celebrating?” A squeaky voice said behind Louie, as he
turned to see who it was he spilled his drink, not a good start.
“Who the fuck are you” Louie said? “What, you’re kiddin me right,
it’s me Joe Kobunes.” “Who,” an angrier Louie replied? “We used to
hang around together in the old days, anyway it doesn’t matter. I
just wanted to congratulate you on a job well done, whatever it was
and to ask you to sample some of my goods.” “Joe Kabunes, a lowlife
hang around pimp with lower class whores.” Raymond whispered into
Louie’s ear. “Aahh,” Louie nodded, “come over here with me” Joe
insisted. “Come on it’ll be fun, come onnnn.” Louie looked back at
Raymond as he decided to walk with Joe with a “Who the fuck does
this guy think he is?” Look on his face, Raymond
laughed.

Joe took Louie to a corner room and
showed him two girls, both obviously using. “Which one do you
want…for a week Louie, just for you,” Joe squealed. Louie began
tiring of Joe already and that was usually bad news. “I don’t want
either one of ‘em, their fuckin diseased whores… and I’m married
with daughters.” “Whoa, hey come on Louie, don’t insult my ladies,”
Joe said as he walked over to them draping his arms around their
shoulders looking at Louie. “Come on man, forget about those damn
kids and that old
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