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THE FORT BRAGG SECRETS:

Murder, Drugs, and Corruption

By AJR

DISCLAIMER

This book is a work of narrative nonfiction. It is based on court records, official government statements, and published reporting, all of which are cited or attributed in the text. It is not an official account of any government agency.

The author makes no allegation of criminal conduct by any person who has not been convicted of it. Statements about Kenneth Maurice Quick Jr. reflect the verdict and findings of a federal court. Statements about Timothy Dumas and William Lavigne reflect evidence presented at trial and attributed in the text. Where allegations discussed in this book concern matters never tested in court—including the claims associated with a certain unpublished document—they are reported as allegations, attributed to their sources, and identified in the text as unproven.

Certain investigative figures in this book, including the case agent "Tom Reynolds" and the narcotics agent "David Walsh," are composites drawn from the documented work of the many investigators who handled this case; they are not portraits of any single real person. Conversations and interior scenes are reconstructions consistent with the documented record, as described in the Note on Method.

Nothing in this book should be understood as asserting that any officer, official, or institution committed a crime. The institutional failures described herein are documented failures of process—flags, counts, and timelines—and the book draws no conclusion about them beyond what the public record supports.

INTRODUCTION: THE SECRETS THE WOODS KEPT

December 2, 2020. Late afternoon. A logging road inside Fort Bragg, North Carolina.

The truck was already stuck when the killing was finished.

A gray 2015 Chevrolet Colorado, nose-down in the sand, its wheels spun to bald ruts by a driver who had tried and failed to free it. In the bed, under a locked tonneau cover, lay two of the most carefully credentialed men on America's largest military base.

One was a retired Chief Warrant Officer with twenty years of honorable service, a Bronze Star for valor, and a spotless record—a man whose entire professional life had been spent keeping track of what the Army owned. The other was a Master Sergeant in Delta Force, the elite of the elite, a combat veteran of more than a dozen deployments, a man who had killed before on American soil and walked away free.

They did not die together by accident. They died together because of what connected them—and what connected them was the one thing the Army could least afford to have on its most famous base.

Drugs.

For twenty months, the murders of Timothy Dumas and William Lavigne sat at the center of one of the most feared—and most misunderstood—criminal investigations in the history of the American military. Federal agents, Army investigators, and local police chased theories that reached toward cartels, toward command, toward conspiracy. Meanwhile, the real answer was simpler, older, and more American than anything they imagined: a cocaine deal, a buyer who never intended to pay, and a man willing to fire five shots into another man's back to make the math work.

On May 16, 2026, a federal jury in North Carolina delivered the verdicts: Kenneth Maurice Quick Jr. guilty of murdering both men. That August, a judge sentenced him to three terms of life imprisonment plus eighty-three years. The case that had haunted Fort Bragg was closed.

So why this book?

Because a solved murder is not the same as an answered question. And the title of this book makes three promises—murder, drugs, and corruption—and the verdict only answered the first.

THE FIRST SECRET: THE MURDER

The official story of December 2, 2020, begins with a stuck truck and ends with two bodies. But the murder secret is not who fired the gun. That, we now know.

The murder secret is how close it came to never being solved at all.

Quick was not a mastermind. He was a twenty-six-year-old gang associate from Laurinburg, North Carolina, who agreed to buy cocaine he never planned to pay for, because robbery is the oldest business model in the drug trade: you cannot call the police. When the deal turned, he shot William Lavigne five times—in the back. Then he did something almost unimaginable. He took the second man, Timothy Dumas, at gunpoint, and forced him to help dispose of the body. For minutes or hours that the record only partly reconstructs, a forty-four-year-old veteran was conscripted into cleaning up his own murder, loading his own partner into a truck, knowing—because he was a smart man, a man trained to account for things—that a man who has fired five shots has no arithmetic left that ends with witnesses.

The truck took the sand. The sand took the wheels. And when the vehicle that was supposed to hide William Lavigne's body could not move another foot, Quick added Timothy Dumas to the truck bed and walked out of the woods with both guns.

He did not stop there. He took Dumas's own truck—a 2014 Dodge Ram—drove it miles away, and set it on fire. Two vehicles, two crime scenes, no weapons, no witnesses. It was a cleanup built to erase the night entirely.

It nearly worked.

THE SECOND SECRET: THE DRUGS

Here is what the early investigators did not know, and what the trial eventually proved: Timothy Dumas was not in those woods by misfortune.

The spotless accountant—the property accounting technician with twenty years of service, the Bronze Star, the quiet retirement in Pinehurst—was, according to the evidence presented in court, the supplier. William Lavigne bought cocaine from him and arranged to resell it to Quick. The pipeline ran through a man whose career had been built on noticing when the numbers didn't match.

Sit with that for a moment. It is the strangest fact in this entire case, and this book will not look away from it.

Because Dumas's secret forces the next question, and it is the question the Army has never fully answered: how does a drug market grow inside the wire of the most secretive installation in America?

The documented answer is a slow-motion institutional blind spot. Internal Army records counted at least sixteen drug overdose deaths at Fort Bragg between 2015 and 2020—including two junior soldiers in training to become Green Berets, dead on cocaine laced with fentanyl. By January 2023, the Army confirmed more than a dozen Special Operations soldiers at the base were under investigation for drug trafficking. A former Fort Bragg soldier was imprisoned for smuggling more than forty-seven thousand cartons of cigarettes off the base and up the highway—a scheme that proved, years before the murders, that a military installation's purchasing channels and logistics culture could be used as smuggling infrastructure at industrial scale. And outside the gates ran Interstate 95, the very corridor the Department of Justice designates as one of the country's eight primary arteries for fentanyl.

Fort Bragg did not have a drug problem. Fort Bragg had a drug economy, embedded in a community whose size had doubled in a generation—from roughly forty-six thousand special operations personnel in 2001 to about seventy-three thousand by 2021—a growth so fast that the government's own auditors warned it was outpacing the institution's ability to watch its own people.

The drugs were not a secret from everyone. They were a secret the institution kept from itself.

THE THIRD SECRET: THE CORRUPTION

And that is where the third promise of this title—the ugliest one—begins.

Because William Lavigne should never have been on that logging road at all. Not because anyone could have predicted his murder, but because the Army had already seen him clearly and declined to act.

His own service record documented cocaine and methamphetamine use. Disciplinary flags accumulated. Evaluations described a man damaged by war. And two and a half years before his death, in March 2018, Lavigne shot and killed his best friend—Sergeant First Class Mark Leshikar, a fellow Green Beret—in the garage of his home on Anhinga Drive, in front of their two young daughters. Lavigne told police Leshikar attacked him with a large screwdriver. No screwdriver was ever found. Toxicology found cocaine and amphetamines in the dead man's body. The local authorities ruled it justifiable homicide. No charges were filed.

Whether that ruling was right or wrong is, in one sense, unanswerable—and that is precisely the problem. It was built entirely on the word of the man who fired. The system accepted the word of the living over the silence of the dead, called it enough, and let a troubled, drug-using operator keep his clearance, his weapon, and his place inside America's most elite unit. Two years and eight months later, someone else declined to accept his word. That man had a gun too.

This book will be careful with the word corruption. It does not claim that officers ordered these murders—no evidence ever supported that, and none does now. It claims something harder to prosecute and easier to prove: that every institution touching this case had the information it needed, earlier than it admits, to prevent it or to solve it faster, and that each institution protected itself instead. The Army protected its reputation. The investigators protected their theories. And for twenty months, a murderer walked free—until he was arrested on an unrelated gun charge and sat in federal custody for fifteen more months, unindicted, while the case assembled itself around him.

––––––––
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WHY THIS BOOK, AND WHY NOW

You might fairly ask: the killer is convicted, the sentence is life. What is left to tell?

What is left is the shape of the whole story—and the shape matters, because Fort Bragg is not an exception. It is an X-ray.

Inside these pages you will follow the discovery of the bodies hour by hour. You will read the two files that made no sense together—and the third file, the 2018 one, that made Lavigne's whole career make terrible sense. You will go inside the drug economy that the trial exposed and the culture that nourished it. You will see how the investigation spent twenty months hunting the conspiracy it feared before it found the robbery that was real. You will watch a federal case finally assemble itself from tips, records, and the fatal mistake of a man who tried to manage his witnesses from a jail phone—passing their names to an associate, one of whom was later murdered.

And in the end, you will be
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