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Chapter One: The Raid
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September 16th 2025

Tulsa, Oklahoma

SMASH!!! “FBI, we have a search warrant!” The SWAT team moved into the house one by one. They cleared each room while pushing to the back of the house.

BANG! BANG! “Shots fired!” “Moving left!” “Cover!” another one called out. The team began to assess the situation and readjusted. “Agent Hollow with me, Agent Fren takes two HRT members and flanks to the right.”

“Copy that,” he replied. “Moving left!” BANG! BANG! BANG! One of the shooters dropped to the floor dead.

“One shooter down!” Anderson called out. “Moving forward!” BANG! BANG! AHH! The second shooter fell over. His weapon slid against the wall.

“Clear on the right,” he called out/ He kept his weapon pressed forward and remained alert. The team did not know how many active shooters remained inside the house.

“On me, let’s press to the kitchen,” said Anderson. He nodded to the SWAT officer next to him. The team moved forward, and just as they entered the kitchen, several shots were fired.

“AHH!” One of the officers fell to the ground. “Holdfast, we have an officer down.” “Covering fire!” BANG! BANG! BANG! “Get him outside now!”

“Flashbang out!” Anderson and the rest of the team covered their ears as one of the officers pulled the pin on a concussion grenade and tossed it into the kitchen. 

There was a loud BOOM! And then the cries of men covering their eyes as they were blinded for an instant. “Move in!” “FBI, drop your weapons!” “Get onto your knees, keep your hands above your head!” 

“House is secure, send in ERT and seal off the street outside,” he said into the radio. 

“Get these guys outside, I want everything in this house bagged as evidence,” he said to one of the ERT members.

Agent Anderson stepped aside as he watched both shooters being escorted outside by two SWAT members.

“The street is secure along with the rest of the scene,” said Agent Hollow. 

“How many did we take into custody?” Anderson asked. “Three total, two are dead, and one SWAT officer took a bullet to his upper abdomen.”

“Are they going to make it?” “Looks like it, the EMTs just took him off to the hospital.” “I’ll make sure to add it to my after-action report.”

“Agent Anderson in here!” someone called. He and Agent Hollow walked to the back bedroom and were met by Agents Fren and Velmoor.

“Take a look at what ERT found,” said Fren. He stepped aside and let him look inside the closet. Inside was a large gun rack mounted on the wall. 

“Holy shit,” he said. The other agents could see that he was stunned by the discovery. “Also, ERT found this over there in the corner under the floorboards.”

“How much do you think is down there?” Anderson asked. “They don’t know so far; they’ve only uncovered twelve bricks, but there could be more.” 

“Make sure that it all gets tagged correctly and transported safely back to base.” “I’ll handle it myself,” said Agent Fren. Outside, a crowd from the neighborhood had gathered. 

Many curious eyes had come to see what all the commotion was about. “All eyes are going to be on us now,” Anderson said to Agent Hollow.

He’d only been in Tulsa for a month, and this was the first location they’d hit since starting a formal investigation into the drug gangs and cartel groups that had full control of the streets.

Tulsa FBI Field Office

“ERT recovered a total of sixteen bricks of cocaine found under the floorboards in the back bedroom.” “Our suspects say anything yet?” “Nope, I had them separated and put into three different interrogation rooms.”

“Good, I want them all questioned separately, see if we can’t get them to flip on each other.”

The other agents nodded. Anderson looked up at the large white board. It was covered with photos and drawings of the home they’d raided today. 

“Agent Velmoor, I want you to help track and catalog all the weapons recovered today and be sure that we get back ballistics on all of them as soon as possible.”

“Right away, sir,” she replied. “Agent Fren, I want you to join me while we interview our first suspect. Agent Hollow, you can interview the second suspect next door.”

“Copy that,” she said, picking up a folder and walking towards the door. “Fren with me.” The pair of them walked out of the conference room and proceeded down the hall towards interrogation.

There was a loud beep, and then the door swung open. Ernesto had been staring at the wall and tilted his head up when the door opened.

“Ernesto Blanco, age 32 three outstanding warrants in Mexico and one pending in California. Previously served five years for drug possession, four years for possession of a controlled substance with intent to distribute.”

Agent Anderson threw the file down onto the table. “The list goes on with more drug charges, manslaughter, and attempted murder.” “You also appeared to have served three years for second-degree attempted manslaughter.”

Ernesto remained silent and only continued to stare at Agent Anderson. Agent Fren stood behind Anderson and tried to get a read on Ernesto. He knew the reason he wasn’t speaking.

If his boss knew that he talked in any way, it would mean certain death. “Look, Ernesto, you’re not helping yourself out here.”

“I don’t have anything to say to your feds,” he spat. “That’s a fair point, but your buddies might be saying otherwise,” said Agent Fren.

“Ha, sure they are,” he replied. “Okay, but whenever one of them decides to sign a cooperation agreement with us, there won’t be any savings for you.”

“None of us will make it out alive. As soon as we leave this place, we're all dead, my boss will see to that,” said Ernesto.

“What’s your boss’s connection to the cartel?” Anderson asked. “You’ll have to find that out on your own.”

“Last chance to help us and yourself, Ernesto.” “I don’t want your help!” he yelled. Anderson looked to Fren, and the two of them stepped outside. As the door closed, they were met by Agent Hollow. 

“How did it go with Ernesto?” “Not good, he clammed up immediately.” 

“How about you?” Anderson asked. “Same thing, he won’t talk, I even tried to offer a deal, and he still wouldn’t take it.”

“Are we going to talk to the third guy?” Fren asked. “No, we're only going to be met by the same problem; we need to go at this a different way.” “How long can we hold these guys for?” Hollow asked.

“None of them have asked for lawyers, and since the mountain of evidence we recovered should get them remanded, I’d say we get to hold them for the next 24 hours until they're sent to the county while they wait to be arraigned.”

September 17th 

Town Pump Lounge

Rodney took another sip from his glass when he heard the door open. He peered to his side and saw Greg Harrison walk in. He was accompanied by two of his goons. 

They stopped at one of the tables and talked with Freddy Marshal. He was one of the top lieutenants of the gang. 

After a couple of minutes, he stood up from the table and walked them to the back office. 

For a moment, Rodney saw the door open, and inside were Johnny Milton, the gang’s leader, and Harry Osier, his second in command.

The door slammed shut. Rodney took a final sip from his glass and set it back onto the counter. Quickly but not so hesitantly, he looked around and then walked to the bathroom. 

Once inside, he checked to make sure it was empty and sat down in one of the empty stalls that was closest to the wall. When he was sure there was no one else inside with him, he pulled out a small earpiece and a phone-sized audio recorder and placed them against the wall. 

There was a small bit of buzzing, but after a few more seconds, it connected, and he was now listening to their full conversation. 

“You’re sure about what you're saying?” “It was the voice of Harry. “My guy in the DA’s office assured me the information was valid.”

“Do you trust your man in there?” “Of course I do, that’s what I pay him for.” 

“I don’t like it.” “What’s not to like? If the feds are really going after the Cortezes, then it’s our time to move in on their territory,” said Freddy.

“You’d have us start a war with one of the largest cartel-linked gangs in the state.” “If the feds are taking them on, then maybe they aren’t as powerful as we thought.”

“I still don’t like it,” Harry said. He seemed very adamant about his position on the matter. The group continued to argue for another minute before Johnny spoke up. 

“Alright, that’s enough. Greg, thank you for bringing this information to us,” he said, nodding to him.

“Of course, sir, if I find out anything else, you’ll be the first to know.” Rodney continued to listen in on the conversation for a few more minutes until he heard the door to the office open.

Rodney timed it just right and walked out of the bathroom just as he watched Greg shake hands with Johnny and walk towards the door. 

He continued to watch him while he pulled out his phone and started to text one of the four numbers he had saved in his phone.

“Horace, I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.” Rodney turned around, surprised, and saw that Johnny was standing in front of him.

“Ah, I came down for a drink, I’m actually about to head out,” he said, turning to the door. “Where are you off to so late?” Freddy asked. 

“I’m off to meet my girl for a late-night date,” he said, smiling. The group laughed, and he waved the guys goodbye before walking out the door. 

When he was outside, Rodney pulled out his phone and saw that he had a text message.

He clicked the number and dialed it. “Yeah, I’ve got some news and I need to meet you in person.” “Come by tomorrow morning, I’ll have the team with me; you can brief all of us.”

“Copy that, I’ll be in tomorrow morning.” Rodney started the engine of his truck and took off down the road. 

September 18th 

Tulsa FBI Field Office

“Several hits for ballistics came back on many of the firearms we recovered from the scene.” Agent Hollow connected her laptop to the projector screen and put up all the information on each of the guns now in their possession.

“ERT managed to trace six of the guns to related cartel hits in Mexico. Three more are linked to murders here in Tulsa, and another four are coming up involved in murders across California.”

“What about any prints?” “There were several prints pulled from all the weapons, but they couldn’t get a clear match on any of them.” “Serial numbers?”

“Most were filed off, but the ones that I have on the screen are the only ones that we managed to track and relate to other crimes.” “Okay, has the ATF been filled in on this?” 

“I forwarded the lead agent here an email with all the listed information on our active case,” said Agent Hollow. “Good, I want to keep them in the loop in case we come up on anything else gun-related.”

“I finished accounting for all the bricks of cocaine we hauled into evidence,” said Agent Fren. “How many bricks were recovered in total?” 

“Twenty were taken from the house, and they’ve an estimated street value totaling over $260,000.” “That barely makes a dent in the Cortez’s supply.”

“It’s a start,” Anderson replied. “He kept looking at multiple images of the cocaine that had been seized in the raid. 

“Any of our guests decide to talk?” “All three of them remained silent the entire night,” Agent Velmoor replied. 

“So much for trying to get any info from them,” said Hollow. “Well, they’ll go to county lockup until they can be arraigned in a week or so,” said Anderson.

“Now what do we do?” Fren asked. He sat back in his chair, kicking his feet up on the large table. 

“We keep pressing forward, we identify the next stash house and start putting more pressure down on the Cortez family.”

“You want to squeeze them of everything they're worth,” said Agent Hollow. 

“Precisely my point,” Anderson replied. He smiled at Hollow, and the group continued to brief on their next move.

While they discussed what to do next, the three suspects they had in custody were getting ready to be transported to the county lockup. 

As they were being escorted down to the parking garage, Ernesto took the time to pray and ask God to forgive his sins. 

He knew that he was a bad person and had known ever since he’d been arrested that it was only a matter of time before he found a bullet.
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Chapter Two: Execution
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After being loaded into the van, Ernesto didn’t stop looking out the window while they drove. Once the van left the parking garage, it headed through downtown and towards the county lockup.

While Ernesto looked out the window, he realized that they were headed near the outskirts of the city. Jorge, the guy sitting next to Ernesto, started to become concerned.

“Hey, I thought we were going to lock up?” The deputy didn’t respond and continued to drive. “Hey, Punto, I asked you a question!” 

“Shut up, Jorge, you know what’s about to happen,” he said, sitting still. “I knew I should have made a deal with them.

“Keep your mouth shut, even if you did, you’d still be dead.” Suddenly, the deputy swerved and pulled the van into an alley off the side of the main road.

“What the hell?” Both deputies got out and opened each of the sliding doors. “Felipe sends his regards,” said the deputy. Ernesto realized that the man wasn’t even a real deputy.

Neither of them was. He could see the cartel tattoo on the side of his arm. He pulled out a pistol and pointed it directly at Ernesto.

“Tell Felipe I’m sorry. BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! Smoke cleared from the barrel of his pistol.

Kevin put his pistol back into his waistband and pulled out a burner phone. He dialed the single number saved to it and waited while it rang.

“Is it done?” the voice on the other end asked. “Si, have the money wired to the same account.” “It’s already being taken care of.” Kevin heard a beep and pulled out his personal phone and saw there was a notification of a wire transfer. “Pleasure doing business with you.” “Keep your phone on, I might need your services again.” 

“Sure thing,” he replied. Kevin looked around and then nodded to his partner. The two of them walked away and seconds later took off in a car they had previously parked around the corner. 

Tulsa FBI Field Office

“Boss, I’ve got the sheriff on line one for you,” said Agent Hollow. “What does the sheriff want?” he asked. “I don’t know, but it sounds bad. She wants to speak to you directly.”

Agent Hollow put the call on speaker and took a step back. “Agent Anderson, sorry if I’ve called at a bad time, but both prisoners that you transferred into our custody are dead.”

“Wait, what? How? What happened?” he asked. “Shot to death in the back of the prisoner transport.” “What about your deputies?” “Both were found unconscious in the vehicle garage.”

“Are they okay?” he asked. “They appear to be. I had them transported to the hospital for an evaluation. Both had been stripped of their uniforms and were tied to each other.”

“Where is the van now?” “It’s located at (Insert Name).” “You have deputies there now?” “Yes, I need your assistance with this,” said the sheriff. “We're on our way,” Anderson replied.

He ended the call and grabbed his coat. “Agent Fren, you’re with me, Hollow, you, and Velmoor get in contact with county-lockup and see which deputies were supposed to transport the suspects.”

When they were done with that, both agents headed to the hospital to interview the deputies and find out what exactly had happened to them. While they did that, Agents Anderson and Fren headed to the scene of the shooting to meet with the sheriff and her team.

South 145th East Ave

He parked the black SUV on the side of the road just in front of a deputy’s patrol car. “Special Agents Anderson and Fren, we were called here by the sheriff.”

“She’s over at the van,” said the deputy. “Thanks,” said Fren. They crossed under the crime scene tape and proceeded to walk over to the van. 

Much of the glass had been shot out, and there was blood everywhere. The bodies still appeared to look fresh, and Agent Anderson guessed that the shooting must not have been that long ago.

“Thank you for coming down, agents,” said the sheriff.  “It’s not a problem,” Anderson replied. “I’m Sheriff Wendy Harrison,” she said, introducing herself.  

“Three suspects, all cuffed together in the back, all of them were shot at close range from two sides.”

“You have an estimated time of when the shooting occurred?” “Based on what the medical examiner just told me, they’ve been dead for less than an hour.” 

“Hmm, the shooters might not be far from here then,” said Fren. “That’s a good point. Any traffic cameras or other security cameras in this area?” 

“There’s an intersection about two miles back up the road and another that way, headed east. It leads back to downtown.” 

“Get someone to pull the traffic footage in the area and maybe canvas for possible witnesses.” “This road is semi-remote; whoever shot your suspects knew that and picked it on purpose.”

“Quite right about that,” Anderson replied, looking around. He watched as the CSU team started working on the van.

One of the deputies picked up a shell casing off the ground and showed it to one of the agents. 

“There are about fifteen shell casings all over the ground.” Agent Anderson looked it up closely. “Nine-millimeter round probably fired from a Glock.” 

“I’m guessing these guys were involved in your drug case?” the sheriff asked. 

“Yeah, they were picked up in a raid the day before.” “They knew if they talked about it, it was certain death.” 

“Would you mind if we brought in ERT to help your unit process the scene?” Anderson asked.

“Be my guest, I’ll take all the help I can get,” she replied. Shortly after the agents arrived, they had ERT brought in to help. All the shell casings were recovered and would later be run through ballistics.

“Agents, we’ve got tire tracks over here behind the van,” said a deputy. They walked over behind the van and could see the tread marks that had been made by the tires.

The tracks led out from the small dirt path and onto the main road. “So, whoever was driving the van already had a getaway vehicle stashed on the side road.

“The killers knew when and where to pull over and kill our suspects,” said Agent Fren. “This was a well-thought-out and perfectly executed hit.”

“Let’s get back to headquarters and start going over all the evidence recovered so far and see if Hollow and Velmoor managed to get anything from County-Lockup.”

Tulsa County Sheriff’s Department

“Deputy Baker, I’m Special Agent Hollow, and this is Special Agent Velmoor,” she said. Deputy Baker’s face was bruised, and his arm was in a sling. 

He was lying back comfortably in a hospital bed. “How can I help you?” he asked, wheezing to breathe. 

“We’d just like to ask you a few questions regarding earlier today when you and Deputy Debrah Arlow were assaulted and knocked unconscious.”

“Ah, yes, it’s not something that either of us is proud of,” he said, coughing again. “Just walk us through the events leading up to the prisoner van being taken.”

“We were assigned to bring three prisoners in and transport them to the county lockup, where they were going to be processed and housed until arraignment.”

“Had either of you ever transported anyone before?” Velmoor asked. “Yes, all deputies typically rotate between patrol duty and transporting prisoners.”

“Can you describe what happened when you both were attacked?” “It all happened so fast. I remember two people coming at us from behind.”

Deputy Baker remembered that both of their attackers were wearing masks, and the first one hit Deputy Arlow from behind and knocked her to the ground. 

He tried to fight them but was overpowered and knocked to the ground. After being knocked to the ground, he was beaten to a pulp. “Both of them were men. 

I could hear accents in their voices,” he said. Agent Hollow jotted down all the details he gave them on a small notepad.

“So, both of them were masked and never showed their faces at all?” “No, I never saw either of their faces.” 

“No one else saw what happened to either of you?” “No, we were the only two deputies at the motor pool when we were attacked.”

“Who told you that you were to pick up and escort three prisoners to the county lockup?” “The orders came directly from the sheriff.” “No one else told you this but her?”

“That’s correct,” he replied. “Okay, thank you for your time, Deputy Baker,” Hollow said. She smiled and handed him her card.

“If you happen to remember anything else, please feel free to reach out to me at this number,” she said. “Of course, thank you,” Baker said, taking the card.

The agents left his room and walked next door to Deputy Arlow’s room and interviewed her. She was asked all the same questions they’d asked Baker and was met with the same response.

Deputy Arlow’s story matched what Baker had told them. The pair of them had been attacked by masked men and knocked unconscious.

The van had been taken, and the two of them were left beaten and tied up in the motor pool garage.

Agent Hollow checked her phone and saw she had a text message from Anderson asking how the interviews had gone. “Let’s get back to the office.”
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CHAPTER THREE: STUMPED
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Tulsa FBI Field Office

Rodey had propped his feet up on the large table in the conference room while he waited for the agents to return from the field.

He’d been waiting nearly thirty minutes until he heard a ding come from the elevator and saw the team walk out of the elevator and into the office.

Smiling, he removed his feet and hopped up from his chair. “I was beginning to think you forgot about our meeting.”

“Sorry, we got called into the field at the last minute,” Anderson replied. He hung his coat up and shook hands with Rodney.

“Um, who is this?” Hollow asked. She and the rest of the team curiously looked at the man, whom they’d never seen before, now standing in their conference room.

“This is Special Agent Rodney Colton. He’s been by undercover with the (insert name) for the last month and a half.” 

“We’ve only been in Tulsa a month,” Hollow said. “Exactly, he was out before we ever arrived.”

“Pleasure to meet all of you,” Rodney said, waving a hand. “So, what did you manage to find out from last night's meeting?” Anderson asked.

“Here I got it all on tape,” he said, showing the audio recorder. He handed it to Agent Fren, who, in turn, connected it to a laptop and played the audio for everyone.

The agents listened in as Rodney described who was talking. “This meeting happened in the back office of the Town Pump Lounge. It’s the prime location for the Tulsa Angels Biker gang.”

Everyone continued to listen in. “How’d they find out about our raid on the Cortez stash house?” “I’ve been wondering that myself, but listen to what Greg says.”

“They have someone in the DA’s office?” Hollow asked, sounding surprised. 

“It would appear that way,” Rodney replied. “It makes sense, the sheriff’s department knew about our raid, and they work in tandem with the DA’s office.”

“Okay, who all is in this meeting?” Fren asked. Rodney smiled and pulled out several files and placed them on the table.

“Johnny Milton, leader of the gang, Harry Osier, his second in command, Freddy Marshal, his top lieutenant.” 

“What about the fourth voice?” “Ah, yes, and Greg Harrison, he actually isn’t a part of the gang, but he handles all of their meth pedaling and distribution.”

“I thought the Tulsa Angels were low-level players?” Velmoor asked. “That’s what I thought too, but I think they intend to make a play for the Cortez’s territory and influence.”

“That would be a dangerous move on their part,” Hollow said. “Not if they know that we're planning on taking down the Cortez’s entire operation.”

“If they do have someone working on the inside at the DA’s office, then we can’t rely on them for anything here on out,” said Fren.

“I think we can use it to our advantage,” Anderson replied. “How so, boss?” 

“Find out the mole and then we trap them on the inside with no other options but us,” he said.

“Wait, Rodney, you said Greg Harrison?” “Yeah, what of it?” he asked. “Boss isn’t the sheriff’s last name, Harrison?”

“Yeah, it is,” he said, realizing what Hollow was connecting the dots to. “Fren run the sheriff’s name through our database and see if it links back to a Greg Harrison.”

“Sure, thing, give me one minute,” he said. After a few moments, he received a positive hit back on the name. 

“Look at this, Greg Harrison is the sheriff’s nephew, and he’s got a long record.”

Everyone looked at the computer and saw the long list of previous charges filed against him.

“Attempted manslaughter, attempted assault, battery, drug possession, possession of a controlled substance, and the list goes on,” said Fren.

“You think the sheriff could be involved somehow?” “It’s possible, several of these charges carry up to twenty or more years in prison.” 

He saw that several of the charges were dropped to mere misdemeanor charges.

“If the sheriff is involved, we need to make sure any evidence against her is airtight.” 

“Wait, when we talked to the deputies at the hospital, one of them said that they were told by the sheriff directly to pick up the prisoners for transport.”

“Hmm, only our team and the sheriff were aware at the time,” said Hollow. 

“Well, it only helps our case,” said Agent Anderson. “Rodney, I need you to go back under. See what else you can find out and let me know the second something changes.”

“Sure thing,” he replied. He waved to the rest of the team and headed for the elevator. “For now, let’s keep pressing on our current task. Hollow, did you and Velmoor pull security footage from the county lockup yet?”

“We did, and take a look at this,” she said, pulling up the footage. “Two men approached the garage and stopped at a side entrance here,” said Agent Hollow.

The group watched as one of the men appeared to pull out a card. “Huh, so one of them had an ID card allowing them access to the inside of the garage.”

“I wonder how they got it?” Fren said. He continued to watch as both men entered the building, and the camera switched from the outside to the inside of the garage.

When the camera switched, the carnage unfolded as the assailants attacked both deputies unexpectedly and sent them to the ground. 

“It’s going to be impossible to identify the attackers. Both are wearing masks and still seem to be avoiding the cameras when they took the van.”

“Okay, for now, we're going to put this to the side. The next time we have suspects in custody, I want them to stay here,” said Anderson.

“You sure about this, boss?” “We don’t know who to trust at the sheriff’s office. If the
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