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Confessions of a Military Drug
Dealer

 


By Archie Kennedy
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Decker on Decker

 


 


When the gunshot ranged out, Alexandra’s body
dropped to the floor like a ton of bricks. The size of the room
caused the shot to echo like a thunderclap slicing through the air.
Her body was twitching and quickly staining the place crimson red.
After gathering himself, orders to the other MPs came at a rapid
pace. Stepping away from the others, Scott called me to tell me the
awful news. There was no others way to downplay the situation. This
was bad.

 


The discovery of her body along with finding
out what Decker has overdosed on would have created a rippling
effect. This two hoarded so much of our product that if found,
would certainly get us a R.I.C.O charge. On top of that, Todd was
the only one who could point the finger at us for being at the
house. He had no reason to be quiet and no doubt the minute Todd
was linked to this, he would sing like a carney. We had one thing
working in our favor, Scott was familiar with the surrounding
residents, mostly officers, and their families. It was enough
information to know how much time they had before the knocks at the
doors started. He knew

 


they would come and be
excessively curious and
no doubt would try their damnedest to find out what just happened.
Scott served in Iraq, so I knew he was resilient but cunning, well
that was left to be desired. He would have to come up with a
solution to this situation.

 


After explaining everything, I told
him to wait until I got back on base. Unbeknownst to him, I was
already on base, I just needed a minute to think. The thoughts of a
jail cell being my home for the next 20 years started creeping into
my head. My old friend, anxiety, was back. This was insanity.
Selling an illegal product, and making friends with powerful people
was always part of the plan, but murder was certainly not. The
guilt followed soon after. That's three people I
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knew of who were indirectly killed
by me. As I pondered my next move, a plan
started to take shape in my mind. First
thing first, I needed to be seen to take the heat off everything
else that happened. My alibi like all
others was to be where I suppose to be, my presence alone could
avoid any assumptions. Artillery was MOS and our battery was
supposed to be in the motor pool. My only thought was to get there
and stay there. Secondly, Scott needed to get Alexandra’s body out
of that house and do something with Decker. Surprisingly, Scott had
already acted, by wrapping Alexendra in one of her thick expensive
curtains, which seriously soaked up a lot of the blood. The other
guys in Scott’s group cleaned up the rest. I was stunned at how
fast they moved. To say I underestimated them would have not given
the situation due justice. However, the next-door neighbors started
to lightly knock on the door, asking if everything was alright.
Others were standing on the sidewalk. A crowd was starting to
gather, and it was imperative that they quashed it immediately.
Then it hit me, Let them see Gen Decker. He was still breathing but
completely void of consciousness. The thinking was simply to tell
them something, but we had to be careful not to implicate ourselves
in any wrongdoing. Therefore, he finally opened the door, letting
the neighbors in the house, while the others dragged Decker into
another room. Once the group of neighbors came upon him, their
faces registered a familiar frustration rather than a surprise of
horror. “What happened this time”? one of the women in the group
asked.

 


Scott, while stuttering like
a nervous teenager on a first date,
replied “He’s drunk and we are keeping watch over
him. We don't want him to get into any trouble”. One of his
neighbors, who had a disappointed look and skating her head,
replied, “Ok, that's good, we’ll just keep this between friends
then. “This hasn't been the first time one of the others barked
while walking
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away.” Apparently, this man is a drunkard and
both he and his wife are not well-liked. Needless to say, the
community didn't all care for the Deckers.

 


So much so that Scott didn't even have to
sneak Alexendra’s body out. They simply backed the car up to the
house and the guys threw the wrapped corpse into the truck of the
police car. The neighbors were told it was trash from Decker’s
drinking antics. Next, they escorted Decker out and sat him in the
back of the car. The community didn't even bat an eye. When I think
about it, made me feel bad for the Deckers. I always had mixed
feelings about the on-base military communities. You would think
everyone would be the best of friends. The model American community
of kind, caring, and outstanding people. However, in reality, they
don't give a fuck about you. These people were as bad as the
desperate housewives we have seen on tv. Constant backstabbing and
rumor spreading. Nevertheless, as fast as the situation unfolded,
it was met with a rather quick solution. Decker fell into a coma,
which morbidly took tied up any the last of the loose string
attached to this cluster fuck.

 


Once the day was over I sat home
staring at the pile of money taken from Decker's home. Everything
that happened around this time, had a huge impact on me. What have
I become? This was supposed to be a simple quick rich scheme, a
side hustle, but now I feel like the walls are closing in. Trot,
Rico, and Alexandra were all dead, and Decker's life was ruined.
And god only knows how the situation with Tina was going to wreck
me and Manny’s relationship in the future. Even the skirmish with
Scarfo was not what I wanted. To be rich, to be loved, to be
powerful, and to have people dependent on me was my goal. Now, with
everyone gone, I was the last man standing. I didn't need Decker's
influence, Alexandra's connections, or even Tina's love. Yet, I
felt so empty inside. My naivety led me to believe I was different
than the Narcos, the
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pushers, and the kingpins. No more I now see
that this was my life, I was the author of this story.

 


As the saying goes heavy is the head that
wears the crown.

 


 


 


 


 


 


Enter Nicole

 


 


"I had been avoiding Scarfo for a couple of
weeks, but feeling like a bug hiding in the shadows, I finally
decided to meet with him.". Around this time, the cat was out of
the bag about what was going on and who I was. How could we hide
it? Even though the circumstances about Decker never came to light,
the “private news network” saw to it that everyone would know. On
top of that, the organization was getting so big that I had to
spilt it up even more; assigning more positions of power than
before. Now every major army installation had a “guy” and a
“sidekick”. Just like before they were in charge of normal
operations with expanded roles. However, it was still business as
usual, which was

 



	
They receive the product





 



	
They sell the product, and send a small
percentage back to me





 



	
They keep the rest.





 


Very simple concept. I prided myself on being
very different from Paulie, from Goodfellas. “Fuck you, pay me” was
not my motto. If I had one it would probably be “no mistakes, no
stress”. Nevertheless, I needed a break from it all. Since the last
couple of weeks were so fuck up, I decided to treat myself. The
Mrss always wanted a Dodge Viper and
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