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Drug hero to absolute zero

The wine cellar was cold, damp, and dark; similar was Joey’s mindset. If he didn’t do what the cops wanted, they would arrest him, but if he did, the Mafia was going to slaughter him, either way he was the mouse running from a cat. 


He had met up with Vinny H. about a year ago, uptown in Tony T’s territory. Vinny was a legend. Once he hit an armored van with the most Bail Bonds the State had ever moved. Then he turned around and dealt them back to the owners at half the price. The owners would be able to collect from the insurance, and Vinny would get off with over a million, everyone made out. 


“Shut up!” Vinny pushed his revolver deeper into the temple of Joey’s shaking head. Joey’s world was already spinning, he wasn’t sure if he was going to make it out alive, again. He missed his mark. Last night he was closing a deal to move the last kilo of Vinny’s coke from uptown to downtown where they could spread it. 


“Of course this stuff is good, it’s the best, and you know, it’s Vinny H’s,” Joey was tactically trying to impress his business associates so he could sell the kilo fast and collect.


“Whoa, This is Vinny’s!” Joey could tell they were impressed, now for the finishing move.


“So we have a deal?” He was waiting for the final yes and then the cash. 


“Sure, you under arrest.” Click, Click. The cuff’s wrapped around Joey’s hands and his head dropped and began to curse uncontrollably. 

“Unless, we can make a deal.” Joey knew what they were going to say before they said it. “If you can get us Vinny H. we’ll let you go, free as you came.”

A heavy decision dawned upon Joey, he knew that if he gave up Vinny H. he would have to leave the state, even the country. But that beat sitting in jail, “Alright, I’ll do it, tomorrow I have a meeting with Vinny in the morning.”

“What time.” The pig rummaged. 

The meeting was at 11, but Joey wanted to talk to Vinny and give him a heads up, “11:30.” 

“Vinny, we have to talk,” Joey mumbled to Vinny, hoping he would have mercy on him. Joey and Vinny were friends. If Joey told it straight he was sure Vinny would understand. 

“Wat?” Vinny whined. 

“Well, I got pinched last night, and, well, I have to give you up.” Joey’s heart felt a rush; the kind of rush a son feels when he confesses something bad he has done to his father. 

“You wat!?” 

“I got pinched. I thought about it, we could get out of this… All we need to do.” Joey was interrupted by a slap in his face. 

“You Wat!?” Vinny’s whining grew very loud. “How the hell could you have done that, we’re friends God’s sake!” Vinny pulled out his revolver and clinched his teeth. 

“No, Vinny, we can,” Vinny slowly moved to the side of Joey and lifted the gun to Joey’s head. 

“Shut up!” Vinny pushed his revolver deep into Joey’s temple. Joey glanced at the clock on the other end of room, 11:55. It was only a few minuets until the cops would come and arrest Vinny, and he didn’t even know it. If Joey could survive another five minuets, he would be free, he knew he had to stall. 

“Can’t we have some Chardonnay and talk? You know I have a plan.” Joey figured he could pull Vinny’s leg for a few minutes if he could get some alcohol in him. 

“No.” Joey looked out of the corner of his eye and saw tears starting to form in Vinny’s eyes. 

“How about a cigarette, would you like one, I’m dying for one,” Joey nervousness was starting to become obvious and he was hoping that Vinny wouldn’t pick up on it. 

“There’s only one way out of this, Joey.” 

All right, maybe he was thinking reasonably, Joey thought. Maybe he could get him to stall, but he would have to work tactfully. 

“Your right, so I was thinking if we could get to a,” Joey stopped as he saw a tear rolling down Vinny’s cheek, Vinny wasn’t listening… He wasn’t listening!

Bang!
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