

    
        
          Gun Smoke

        

        
        
          A Neo-Noir Crime Thriller

        

        
        
          James Dargan

        

        
          Published by James Dargan, 2016.

        

    


GUN SMOKE

A NEO-NOIR CRIME THRILLER

Copyright © 2016 by James Dargan

Published by Danny Boy Books

[image: A logo for a book

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Book cover by Majes Nagrad

Cover photo is public domain from Wiki Commons
All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof
may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever
without the express written permission of the publisher
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.



  	
	    
	      Also by James Dargan

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Bayside City Book

          
        
          
	          Dead Soprano

          
        
          
	          Purple Haze

          
        
          
	          Red Magic

          
        
          
	          Honey Bee

          
        
          
	          Killer Toast

          
        
          
	          Tiger Dawn

          
        
          
	          Bullet City

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Napoleon Clancy Book

          
        
          
	          Lenin's Ghost

          
        
          
	          Napoleon Clancy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Neo-Noir Crime Thriller

          
        
          
	          Pig Killer

          
        
          
	          Gun Smoke

          
        
          
	          Butcher Boy

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat & Gun Smoke: Two Neo-Noir Crime Thrillers

          
        
          
	          Fender Bender

          
        
          
	          Sputnik Baby

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Val Buchanan Investigation

          
        
          
	          The Steel City Affair

          
        
          
	          The Dynamite Ledger

          
        
          
	          The Bread and Roses File

          
        
          
	          Blood on the High Plains

          
        
          
	          Death on the Rails

          
        
          
	          The Chicago Club Murders

          
        
          
	          The Waterfront Pact

          
        
          
	          The Black Tom Saboteurs

          
        
          
	          The Circle

          
        
          
	          The Last Escort

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dead World Post-Apocalyptic Cycle

          
        
          
	          The Samurai of Rust

          
        
          
	          Dark Frequency

          
        
          
	          The Filth King

          
        
          
	          Zombie Siege at the Lone Star Saloon

          
        
          
	          Ash Road

          
        
          
	          The Last Reel

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Napoleon Clancy Books

          
        
          
	          Spaghetti Junction

          
        
          
	          Cuyahoga Blues

          
        
          
	          Dublin Murder Mystery

          
        
          
	          Spanish Poodle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Blood Machine World

          
        
          
	          The Blood Contract

          
        
          
	          The Crimson Industry

          
        
          
	          The Conflict Farms

          
        
          
	          The Hemovore Accord

          
        
          
	          The Hunger Within

          
        
          
	          The Red Resistance

          
        
          
	          The Collapse Protocol

          
        
          
	          The Last Harvest

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Marshal Lannes Saga

          
        
          
	          The Gascon

          
        
          
	          Montebello

          
        
          
	          The Last Marshal

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          God and the Lonely Emperor

          
        
          
	          In the Dole-Drums

          
        
          
	          Portrait of Love Lost and Found in Ukrainian Cornfield

          
        
          
	          The Miracle at O'Hare's Pub

          
        
          
	          Mister Blue Sky

          
        
          
	          Out of the Cage

          
        
          
	          Master Sisyphus and the Saveloy Men

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Montpelier Hill

          
        
          
	          Transatlantic, The Ballad of Thomas Fox

          
        
          
	          Zombiana Europa, A Zombie Apocalypse Survival Story

          
        
          
	          Red Corner

          
        
          
	          Papyrus Comic Hobo

          
        
          
	          Irish Puns & Jokes

          
        
          
	          Almost the Best Pun and Joke Book Ever

          
        
          
	          Carnival Dracula

          
        
          
	          Mushroom

          
        
          
	          Old Man Blues

          
        
          
	          Mojo

          
        
          
	          Shanghailand

          
        
          
	          Panda, Chinese Pulp Fiction

          
        
          
	          The Desert Dago

          
        
          
	          The Red Masks of Montevideo

          
        
          
	          Black Ghost

          
        
          
	          Dog Station

          
        
          
	          The Blue Trabant

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at James Dargan’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By James Dargan

FREEDOM

FOR THE SOUL OF PRINCE LAZAR

THE OFFER

FATHER AND SONS

TWENTY DOLLAR DOUBLE EAGLE GOLD COIN

MAX FLOOD

SASHA STOJKOVICH

A FAVOUR FROM A SIBLING

CASH COW

FALTERING START

THE REUNION

STATE OF AFFAIRS

MY SECRET HIDING PLACE

BROWN ENVELOPE

OPERATION WEST NIXON

TWO WISEGUYS JUST FOR THE JOB

THOMPSON LAKE

AT LEAST IT AIYN’T ANGOLA

PAWN SHOP

MELLI’S LAUNDRETTE

ONE SERB AND A MONGREL

MITCH’S BAR

STEROID CHICKEN

GLASS WALL

FULL MOON

Sign up for James Dargan's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FREEDOM

[image: ]


Jovan “Joe” Stojkovich walks out of prison without a smile. He’s been locked up so long he’s forgotten how.

A Serb born in Bosnia and Herzegovina before Yugoslavia tore itself apart, he came to Metropolisville as a kid with his father and younger brother. Back then, his old man was a respected biology professor at the University of Banja Luka—until he got a posting at Metropolisville State. Stojkovich barely remembers Banja Luka. In that way, he’s American. But he’s still got the Slavic temper. You nudge him wrong, he’ll shove back hard.

The state correctional facility sits fifty-five miles from his old neighborhood and has one of the worst reputations on the East Coast. That he made it through a twenty-year stretch is a miracle. All he’s got now is a Greyhound ticket, a phone number for a halfway house, and the $162 he had on him the night he got pinched. It ain’t much. But it’s something.

He starts walking the four miles to Ruben, the nearest town.

“Gotta smoke?” he asks a Black guy on a bench in downtown Ruben.

“Don’t smoke, man,” the guy says, barely looking up.

Stojkovich keeps walking.

“You know where the Greyhound terminal is?” he asks an older man a few blocks down.

“Two blocks up Main. Turn left. Can’t miss it.”

“Thanks,” Stojkovich says, and moves on.

He’s got unfinished business in Metropolisville. Doesn’t care if it lands him back inside. That part’s just background noise.

At the terminal, he boards the Greyhound, flashes his ticket to the driver, and heads for the back. He stops beside a girl no older than twenty.

“This seat taken?”

“Please, sit,” she says, looking up at the dark-haired, dark-eyed stranger.

They ride in silence for a bit.

“So where you heading?” he asks.

“New York City.”

“That’s some trip.”

“And you?”

“Metropolisville.”

When the bus finally pulls into the Metropolisville terminal, he’s gripping a scrap of paper with her number on it.

“Well, nice meeting you, Kim,” he says as people start rising.

“Maybe we’ll get in touch,” she says, eyes warm with hunger.

“Maybe we will.”

He leans down and kisses her hard—tongues and all. She melts. So does he, in his own way.

He steps off the bus and hits a Metropolisville sidewalk for the first time in over twenty years. Feels like coming home, or the closest thing he’s got to it.

No one’s waiting for him. He didn’t tell anyone. Didn’t want to. But word’ll get out—somebody always talks. Until then, he’ll slip back into the old neighborhood like a shadow.

He tosses the slip of paper with Kim’s number into the nearest trash can.
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Stojkovich likes surprises. Didn’t get many inside—twenty-three hours a day in a box doesn’t leave much room for wonder. Boredom ruled. That’s why he’s back in West Nixon, the neighborhood that raised him. Serbian turf.

Not much has changed. Crime still hangs heavy. Hustlers still crowd the corners. But if you’re Serb, it’s the safest place in Metropolisville.

He grabs a cab from the bus station to his old block.

“A Bud,” he says to the bartender—some guy he doesn’t know—in a dive called Mitch’s Bar. Used to come here a lot. Mitch Marovich ran the place before he got gunned down in a brawl right before Stojkovich got locked up.

The bartender hands him the beer. Stojkovich passes over the only hundred he’s got. Behind the bar, a Serbian flag with the national coat of arms hangs like a reminder.

He takes his change, pockets it, and drinks deep. Cold beer tastes like freedom. Way better than the prison hooch he got used to. He orders another.

“Thirsty?” the bartender asks as he downs it too.

“You bet. Hey, mister, you know where I can find Matt Spremo?”

The barman pauses. Name like that makes ripples around here.

“Spremo?” he repeats, cautious now. Like he’s been burned before.

“Yeah. Matt Spremo. He’s a friend of mine.”

The man considers the risk. West Nixon’s not a place for careless talk. He still remembers the busted nose he caught six months back.

“Wait here.”

He disappears into the back, then returns a minute later. “What’s your name?”

“Joe Stojkovich.”

Another beat, then he’s gone again. Comes back with a nod. “He’ll be here in fifteen. Want another drink? On the house, Joe.”

“Sure.”

When Matt Spremo walks in, Stojkovich’s floored by how fat the guy’s gotten. They hug, kiss on the cheek, old-school Serb style, and settle in with a bottle of good Scotch.

“Jesus, Matty, you fat fuck,” Stojkovich says. “Living the dolce vita, huh?”

“That’s the family,” Spremo grins, rubbing his belly. “Got a wife now. Two kids. You just get out?”

“Today.”

“We gotta toast to your freedom, then.”

They raise a glass. But something’s wrong. Stojkovich’s holding something back.

“Why didn’t you visit me inside?” he says, mood dropping.

Spremo freezes. Doesn’t know what to say—or does, but can’t get it out.

“Can’t answer me?”

“You know, Joe... it was... I dunno... I just met this girl, we... we were—”

“Fuck you, man.” Stojkovich wants to storm out, disappear. But he stays. “You hurt me, you know that?”

“I know,” Spremo says, his guilt all over his face. “But I swear, I thought about you every day.”

“Sure you did. Got a smoke?”

Spremo hands him a cigarette.

“Where’s Riley?”

That name stops Spremo cold.

“Don’t mention that motherfucker in here,” he says, voice low.

“Why not?”

“Things have changed. World’s moved on.”

“Don’t fuck with me, Matty. That piece of shit set me up.”

“I know. But you took the rap.”

“Where is he?”

They step outside. Spremo doesn’t trust the bartender.

“Riley’s got all of West Nixon now,” he says, lighting a smoke. “Marinovich is dead. Official line is he got shot in a drug deal, but I know different. Riley whacked him.”

“You still got your crew?”

“Same as always. Small-time.”

“Everyone still breathing?”

“Yeah.”

“So Riley—what happened?”

“Evolution. He made a deal with some Albanian mob outta New York. I dunno the details.”

“Albanians?”

“Don’t ask me,” Spremo says, nervous. Riley’s move was betrayal. Serbs don’t deal with Albanians. Or Bosniaks. Or Muslims. Period. “He crossed the line. Thinks he’s God. Irish fuck. Marinovich should never have let him in the circle.”

“He ain’t God, Matty.”

“I know.” Spremo looks him dead in the eyes. “And what are you gonna do about it?”

“That’s why I’m here. You got a piece for me?”

“Yeah. But what do you want it for?”

Stojkovich smirks. “Got business. You know what I mean.”

Spremo nods. “Then do it.”

They head back inside and raise a glass.

To Prince Lazar.
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