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Report by: Detective Emma Stevens 

Location: Baltimore, Maryland 

 

It was a cool night in the city of Baltimore as an armored truck carrying thirty five 

million dollars from the Federal Reserve Bank to distribute among the banks in the area traveled 

on the interstate. It had been a relatively quiet until the armored truck ran into another armored 

truck carrying several heavily armored men.        

 “What the heck,” the driver said.        

 “Get out of the truck,” yelled one of the men as the driver watched relatively calmly. 

When the driver and the other guards didn’t get out of the armored truck the men and his gang 

quickly took out a very large rocket launcher. “Get out or I’ll blow you and the truck into 

atoms.”            

 “Okay. Okay,” the driver said.        

 “I said get out. All of you,” the man shouted again.      

 “I’m getting out. I’m getting out,” the driver said as he turned and knocked on the wall. 

 “What’s going on?” one of the other guards shouted.     

 “Trouble,” the driver said.         

 “Let them try,” the guard replied.       

 “I don’t think you want to do that,” the driver said.      

 “OUT! OUT! OUT,” the man shouted a third time.      

 “I’m sorry. I don’t get paid enough for this,” the driver said as he and the other two 

guards left the truck. The man and his thugs quickly approached the truck and opened the back 

where the money had been stored.         

 “This is a lot of money boss. What are we going to do with it,” one of the thugs asked.

 “We’re going to use this to finance my operation and get my revenge on Baltimore,” the 

first man said angrily to himself as his thugs started filling their bags with the money. 

 

********************************* 

 

 

The trip from Miami to Birmingham was the longest trip both Charles and I had ever 

experienced. We knew who the Dark Hood was but she had escaped long before we could catch. 

Where Dr. Lindsey Roberts escaped to, we didn’t know but I was rather relieved when we 

arrived at the airport. We were greeted by my good friend Rick who was less critical of us than 

were the other detectives in the firm.         

 “You two did great but I must admit not too many of the others are happy,” Rick said. “I 

must admit I’m not happy either but not because the Dark Hood escaped but with the office 

work. Some of the other detectives started getting on my nerves. I would rather be out there with 

you.”            

 “Well yes you can do so after being cleared medically,” Charles replied.  

 “I tell you Emma that it was rather boring but just before I left the office to come here I 

heard on the radio that a Federal Reserve armored truck carrying thirty five million dollars was 



robbed earlier this evening,” Rick said.      

 “WHAT?”  I asked.          

 “Yeah, you heard me. A group of men hijacked a armored car this evening. I couldn’t 

believe it when I heard it too. I talked to the Chief earlier this evening as well as well as several 

captains and lieutenants and they’re all as stunned by the robberies as are the feds,” Charles said 

calmly.             

 “Do the police or the feds know who committed these robberies?” I asked.  

 “The police aren’t really sure who yet, but they do say that there were four suspects and 

all of them were wearing masks. All they were saying was that it occurred approximately 6:45 

this evening and that thirty five million dollars was stolen,” Rick said quietly.  

 “Thank you for bringing us the news Rick,” Charles said.    

 “My pleasure,” Rick said.        

 “What are we going to do sir?” I asked.      

 “We are going to be patient and wait,” Charles said.     

 “This is the feds territory,” Rick added. “And we know how the feds want to keep their 

territory from being preoccupied by others.”       

 “That did not stop them from asking for our help in a few earlier cases,” I replied.   

 “True. Oh yeah,” Rick began. “I almost forgot about the secret case.”   

 “Yeah,” I teased. “Now who is the smart one?”      

 “You are,” Rick said. “For the time being.”        

 I laughed. I wanted to say something else to try to get the last word in but I did not 

because I knew no matter how hard I tried Rick would always have a brilliant comeback which 

was slightly irritating to say in the least.       

 Charles was right. It would not be a long wait. A moment after he answered my question 

and while Rick and I were still talking and carrying on, his phone began to ring. Charles quickly 

picked up his phone. 

“Hey Chief,” Charles began. “When can we be there you ask? We can be there 

tomorrow.”  

“Tomorrow,” Rick and I both whispered.       

 “Very well Chief. See you then,” Charles said as he hung up. He said nothing for a 

moment before turning to us. “Looks like we have another case.”      

 “We’ll be ready sir,” I said.         

 “I know. Just enjoy the night off. We have a lot to do tomorrow,” Charles said.   

 “We don’t get much time off these days. What did you want to do?” I asked.  

 “Dinner, at my place and maybe a movie,” Rick replied.     

 “Sounds good to me,” I agreed.  

 

**************************************** 

 

I loved helping with cases, but I also loved some personal time which I felt we had not 

had much of lately. The opportunity to have a free evening and have dinner at Rick’s place was 

one I was not going to turn down. Rick had mentioned to me on a few occasions that he knew 

how to cook and I was now going to see how well he could.     

 Rick, lived in a small apartment though it was a little bigger than mine, in a gated 

community. To my surprise his apartment was extremely nice and clean. I was somewhat 

shocked as his desk at the office wasn’t very organized at all. His apartment was also full of 



pictures most of which he kept since he started police work back in Ireland over ten years ago. 

 “When were these taken?” I asked. The picture was of him with two other women both of 

whom I could tell were also detectives. Where the picture was taken at I was unsure of though I 

did love the scenic background.        

 “That,” Rick said as he stood beside me. “That was taken during my last case before I 

came here to the United States and joined the firm.”       

 “Looks like you were quite popular,” I began. “Especially with the ladies.”   

 “Ah,” Rick started. “They are just friends.”       

 “Just friends,” I repeated.         

 “The one on the left is Sergeant Mallory and she is married with four kids,” Rick began. 

“And the other one is Corporal Whatley. She too is married and is expecting.”    

 “You sure?”            

 “I am sure Emma. The three of us were good friends. Like the Three Musketeers you 

might say but we did not see each other as anything but friends. They were but just a couple of 

many that I had.”          

 “Friends, Rick was not something I had many of growing up,” I quietly said until no 

more words could come out.          

 “Sorry Emma. I did not mean,” Rick began.       

 “It’s okay,” I whispered. “I did manage to get one friend. It took a while.”   

 “Go ahead and sit on the sofa,” Rick said. “Let me finish making dinner and we can 

continue our discussion.”  

Rick continued to make dinner. I did not know exactly what it was he was making but 

whatever it was it sure did smell good. Another surprise of him I said to myself. He knows how 

to cook. That was something I knew I needed to get better at myself. He continued to cook for a 

few more minutes until he walked into the living room with two plates of food and placed them 

on the table.           

 “Wow. You sure do make an awesome dinner,” I told him. 

“Thank you. It was one of my mom’s favorite recipes,” Rick said as I looked at the two 

plates of pot roast mixed with carrots and the mashed potatoes and gravy with cranberry sauce. 

“I’m glad she taught you how to cook. I mean, it really looks good.” 

“Thanks. Remember, Emma, I was a scout, and I needed to know how to do a lot of 

things back then. By the time I was ten, I already knew how to set up camp and build a fire.” 

“Camping,” I said wistfully. “I sure do miss that doing that with my grandfather.” 

“It is fun,” Rick agreed. “Perhaps we should do that one of these days after this case is 

over. And perhaps we can go hunting and see who the better hunter is.” 

“You would lose, mister. You forget my grandfather and I went hunting quite often when 

I was young.” 

“Oh yeah? Well, I did too. What did you and your grandfather hunt?” 

“Usually foxes, squirrels, rabbits, and small things like that, though we sometimes went 

on a deer hunt,” I said as I pulled out a picture of my grandfather I had kept in my wallet.  

“Wow!” Rick continued looking at the picture for several minutes before handing it back 

to me. “I can also see from that picture you and your grandfather had a really good hunt.” 

“Yeah. It was the best time in my life. My grandfather always lived his life to the fullest. 

I can only pray I can make a big difference like he did,” I said tearfully as I looked at the picture 

again. 

“You will make a big difference. I promise you.” 



“I tell you what, Rick. I will make a bet with you.” 

“A bet. What kind of bet?” 

“That when we do have some free time and we got hunting I’ll bag more things than 

you.”  

“Oh yeah?” Rick said. “I bet you won’t. You know, Emma, I am a pretty good hunter 

myself.” 

“Maybe, but one hundred dollars says you’ll still lose.” 

“On hundred dollars. Is that all?”        

 “Alright Rick, two hundred dollars. And I should warn you I don’t lose.”    

 Rick laughed. “Sure. You forget Emma I have as much training as you do.”   

 “We shall see won’t we?”         

 “True. Let’s enjoy dinner and get ready for our trip tomorrow.”    

 “I’m all for that.” 

 

************************************* 

 

I had not had as much fun in many years as I did at Rick’s place. His food was excellent 

and we had quite a conversation I did not think I would ever have with another person. As good 

as a time as we had I knew we still had a job to do. The next morning was extremely long for us 

as we quickly got dressed and ate breakfast as we quickly rushed to the office. I had never seen 

Rick run as fast as I saw him running and trying to get all his files and papers ready to help us in 

the case. We finally arrived at the office approximately ten minutes late which didn’t please 

Charles at all.           

 “I’m glad to see both of you made it finally. What happened?” Charles asked quietly but I 

knew he was irritated.          

 “We both overslept and forgot the time,” I said before Rick could respond. Charles said 

nothing as he looked at both of us for a minute before he again began speaking.  

 “I just got off the phone with the Baltimore police chief. It seems as though the FBI and 

the Treasury Department are also investigating this case but they too have requested our 

assistance. As you are aware that at  6:45 p.m. last night that an armored truck carrying freshly 

printed bills from the Treasury Department was robbed  .”     

 “Do they still not know who did this?” Rick asked.     

 “Apparently the do not. Otherwise they would not be asking for assistance. All we know 

is that there were witnesses and that those witnesses say that three men in another truck stopped 

in front of them and threatened to blow up the armored truck with the people inside if they didn’t 

comply and get out,” Charles said calmly. “Agent Williams, who I just finished speaking to 

believes it is the Alphabet terrorist.”        

 “Alphabet terrorist,” Rick said. “Do they have a pattern of unsolved crimes in that area?” 

 “Not that I am aware of,” Charles said.     

 “Although sir, we know the Alphabet terrorist is capable of this has there also been any 

sex crimes in that area,” I asked.        

 “As I told Rick there are no unsolved cases at the moment. All of the rapes and sexual 

assaults that have been reported have been closed with suspects being apprehended, convicted 

and imprisoned. No unsolved sex cases at the moment,” Charles said.   

 “That is unusual. Whenever the Alphabet terrorist strikes there usually is one unsolved or 

unreported rape case,” I said.         



 “Hmm,” Charles began. “Indeed. That is but one of a few reasons I do not think we are 

dealing with the Alphabet terrorist.”         

 “What are the other reasons?” Rick asked.       

 “Rick, we both know from experience what the Alphabet terrorist is capable of and if he 

was the one that also likely means he has committed several other crimes in the area as well. We 

also know that he generally does not use the same weapons in his crimes. He is cunning and 

meticulous and based on what the Chief told me this gang was not meticulous in their planning. 

Nor does it appear that the gang is organized.”       

 “Not the same way the Alphabet terrorist is,” I added before turning to Charles. “So you 

think it might be a local?”         

 “I don’t know that either yet Emma, but it is more likely that it is someone local than it is 

the Alphabet terrorist and that’s what we have to find out is who it is and what they’re up to with 

the money. Thirty five million dollars is a lot of money and Agent Williams told me privately 

that he suspects the money that was stolen will be used to fund terrorist but he also told me that 

most of the agents in his office are already tied up with other intelligence and terrorism cases and 

he needs our help as he is extremely thin on the staff right now and the Treasury agents aren’t 

really accustomed to this type of case. They generally deal with counterfeiting and tax crimes 

and very rarely anything else as robbery of a federal bank or institution usually falls to the FBI,” 

Charles replied calmly. “We don’t have much time so we must go immediately. Rick the doctors 

cleared you this morning, so you’ll be going with us. I hope you two have everything ready.” 

 “We are ready,” Rick said.         

 “Yes sir as Rick said.”           

 “Good. Let’s go,” Charles sternly said. I had never seen him look as stern as he did at the 

moment but I said nothing for the time being. 

 

**************************** 

 

Our flight to Baltimore was seemingly rather quick as both Rick and I mostly slept the 

entire flight. Charles stayed awake the entire flight working on his laptop and getting information 

of the case from the police department. We arrived in Baltimore a few hours later where we were 

greeted by Chief Anderson and District Attorney Wilson.     

 “Hello. I trust you three had a good flight. I am Chief Anderson and this is District 

Attorney Wallace Wilson,” Chief Anderson said quietly. Chief Anderson was a tall older dark 

colored man who had some white hair and had a white mustache. His uniform was extremely 

neat and pressed and it appeared to me that he had been in law enforcement for at least thirty 

years. District Attorney Wilson was a younger dark colored man who had neatly braided hair and 

extremely dark brown eyes so dark that it appeared to me to be almost black from a distance. He 

had a soft spoken voice and it appeared to me that he was anxious to meet us.   

 “Greetings Detective Early and Stevens and hello to,” District Attorney Wilson said as he 

looked at Rick.          

 “I am Detective O’Malley and it is a pleasure to meet you sir,” Rick said quietly.  

 “Rick O’Malley. You mean you’re the one that helped put away an entire crime family 

away in Ireland,” District Attorney Wilson said sounding somewhat surprised.  

 “Yes sir,” Rick said quietly.        

 “What are you doing here?” District Attorney Wilson asked.    

 “I moved here to the United States to hopefully find my brothers and sisters who moved 



here and around the globe years earlier but when I got here I was recommended by a friend for a 

job here at the Early Investigative Firm, and so here I am enjoying it too,” Rick replied 

 “That’s really good. Glad to have you here. My friends from the FBI and Secret Service 

tell me you specialize in major cases like this and have done an outstanding job each time,” 

District Attorney Wilson said quietly.         

 “My friend Agent Williams, who is with the FBI, informed me yesterday that he believes 

a fellow who calls himself the Alphabet terrorist is responsible for the robbery but from 

everything I’ve heard about him I doubt it,” District Attorney Wilson said quietly.   

 “Oh no sir if the Alphabet terrorist was committing another crime spree you would know 

it sir. I don’t have the words to describe him but from personal experience you would know what 

terror is,” I replied quietly.         

 “Sir, it may be possible that the Alphabet terrorist may be the culprit but I doubt too it as 

he commits random acts but his victims are in alphabet order and not randomly like these 

robberies,” Rick said quietly.         

 “Detective O’Malley  we suspect these robberies are being committed by an extremely 

vicious and dangerous gang whom has ties to several different terrorists groups but finding them 

and stopping the crimes will be difficult,” District Attorney Wilson said.    

 “It may be extremely dangerous and difficult but we still are going to investigate and 

hopefully help you stoop these crooks. Now chief from what I’ve seen in your report you state 

that the armored truck was completely cleaned out of thirty five million dollars,” Charles said.

 “That is correct Detective Early,” Chief Anderson said.     

 “Charles told me that you all believe that the money stolen might be used to fund 

terroristic activities. What makes you think that sir,” I asked calmly.    

 “Well Detective Stevens thirty five million dollars is a lot of money and especially when 

it’s freshly printed off the press. I don’t know too many people that will rip that kind of money 

off without having either mob or terroristic connections. Also we have had prior incidents with 

this group most of which has led to mass fatalities of innocent civilians” Chief Anderson said. 

 “What do you mean sir,” I asked bluntly.     

 “Several years ago this gang led by a man named Jacques Lopez blew up a school not too 

far from here killing several dozen people and injuring several hundred others,” Chief Anderson 

replied. “Prior to that act the gang had pulled off several bank heist and we believe that they used 

the stolen money to buy the weapons and bombs they used and from what I’ve seen every time 

they’ve pulled a robbery whether it is a bank or armored truck it has been done extremely 

efficiently. I’ve never seen anything like it.”       

 “Do you suppose this gang might also belong to the mob that might be using them for 

this area? I mean from what I’m hearing this definitely has some mob connections to it as the 

crimes are executed extremely well but I think this might be a local cartel working for a much 

larger crime family. It is not uncommon for cartels to form out of such a large family” Charles 

said.            

 “It is possible. It was very well organized I can tell you that much as we searched and 

checked throughout the entire armored truck and found no fingerprints or any type of DNA 

evidence,” Chief Anderson said as he turned on his radio and within a second officers were 

yelling over the radio that another armored truck had been robbed. “Can you repeat that? I didn’t 

catch that.”           

 “Officers are down need assistance. We’re on the interstate heading to Washington D.C a 

few miles up from the station. Armored truck carrying fifty million dollars was completely 



robbed. Three officers down and the three security guards killed. There were four hooded 

suspects. No license plate on black van appears to be a 1988 Ford van,” the officer on radio 

yelled over the radio.           

 “It looks like our crooks are at again. Let’s go,” Charles yelled loudly.  

 

************************************** 

 

It took us less than twenty minutes to arrive at the scene where the robbery occurred. 

When we arrived there Rick and I became shocked at the scene. The scene looked like a war 

zone with traffic still being held up mostly as all but one of the lanes was blocked. Officers were 

on both sides of the highway directing traffic into the one lane as other offices were trying to get 

the dead security guards and other officers off the interstate. We quickly arrived at the scene 

along with Chief Anderson and District Attorney Wilson.    

“It looks like the crooks used major automatic weapons in the heist. All of the shells we 

have found are the same caliber used in AK-47’s and other machine type of guns,” an officer 

said as he approached Chief Anderson and us.        

 “It appears that the guards were more prepared for the robbery than in the past but it also 

appears as though the crooks were thoroughly prepared too,” Charles told Rick and me as we 

continued to look around.         

 “I’ll rejoin you in a few minutes. I’m going to look around a little,” Rick said. I said 

nothing as I looked and watched as Rick began his search. Rick quietly continued his search until 

moments later he found a very unusual bullet that had been lodged into one of the nearby trees 

where the robbery had occurred earlier.         

 “What did you find?” I asked.         

 “A unusual shell. One I have not seen in years,” Rick whispered.     

 “Do you think these are what killed the security guards?” I asked.    

 “No doubt.”            

 I turned and saw Charles was continuing to have conversations with the chief, District 

Attorney and other officers.           

 “Which worries me Emma,” Rick began.       

 “Why do you say that?”          

 “These shells were once used in Ireland as well. These type of shells can penetrate most 

the armor that police officers have. The shells not only penetrate but once inside the officers 

body it will splinter off into many parts. I have seen a few officers in my life get killed by just 

one of these bullets,” Rick said.          

 “I wonder how they got over here.”        

 “That is one of the things Emma we need to find out.”     

 I followed Rick as he went back to Charles and the other officers.    

 “Well how did the shells penetrate the armor? It would have taken a bazooka or rocket 

launcher to have done that,” Charles asked.        

 “Let me show you sir,” the officer replied kindly as we marched with the chief to the 

armor truck while District Attorney Wilson talked with another officer. “As you can see the side 

of the truck was blown open by either a bazooka or a rocket launcher and I believe that the 

explosion was what killed the guard in the back of the truck. The other two guards in the front 

must have at that point they must have got out of the truck and were quickly killed by the 

robbers.”          



 “Indeed,” Charles said as he continued to examine the armor truck. “Hey Emma, look at 

this.”             

 “It looks like burnt marks where the rockets hit the truck,” I said quickly.  

 “Yes, but the marks came from a very special type of missile. A type of missile that 

usually can’t be found in North America,” Charles said.      

 “How do you know and what kind of gadget are you using,” I asked.  

 “I got this gadget specifically for me when I was still in the Navy. My gadget tells that 

the specific burns on the truck come a rare type of missile which have only been used by Russian 

mob families,” Charles said.          

 “Or Irish mob families. They have used them too,” Rick said.    

 “Uh,” Charles said.          

 “Those weapons are indeed rare. The rockets. The bullets. All of it. I have seen them used 

only once before in Ireland when I was dealing with cartel and organized crimes,” Rick said. 

 “The question now becomes Detective O’Malley is how do we determine if it is an Irish 

group or Russian group responsible? The only other time I’ve seen these missiles was the last 

case which my wife was still alive,” Charles said calmly.      

 “Sir, I also want you to take a look at this. I showed it to Emma earlier,” Rick said. 

 “Where did you find this?” Charles asked as he closely inspected the bullet.  

 “I found it in a tree that wasn’t but twenty feet away from the armored truck,” Rick said 

calmly.           

 “Which means one of the crooks missed his intended target,” Charles said to us. “Rick, 

are you sure these bullets were used by the Irish cartels”      

 “The gang my partners and I busted used them,” Rick said.    

 “Perhaps that gang was in cahoots with the Russians. I have no doubt about this Rick. 

This bullet came from a Russian weapon. I know I’ve seen it only once before when I was in the 

Navy and on my wife’s last investigation before she was killed.”     

 “You mean the Russian mob might be here trying to steal money and funnel it to 

terrorist,” I said trying to make sure I heard what he said was correct.    

 “Yes Emma that’s possible. At least that is my hypothesis. There is a person back at the 

office that can help either prove or disprove that,” Charles said as he took out his cell phone and 

called the office. 

“Wonder what is he is doing,” Rick whispered.       

 “I’m not sure but we will soon find out,” I said.      

 “Alright everyone. Back to the office,” Charles said as he got off the phone.    

 

*********************************** 

 

 Rick and I were both puzzled. Charles normally told us what he was doing but this time 

he said nothing. He did not tell us who he called and what it was he was looking for. Mystery 

surrounded this case I thought to myself but then again as I thought about the other cases it was 

perhaps no big deal. We would soon get our answer when we got back to the police station a few 

minutes later.   

“Charles Early you have a call on line 1 for you,” a desk sergeant said calmly as we 

entered the station.          

 “Thanks. Tell them I’m on my way,” Charles said as he turned to Rick and me. “Stay 

here while I take care of business.” Rick and I nodded in agreement as the desk sergeant quickly 



turned and spoke to us.          

 “Oh Detectives Stevens and O’Malley Chief Anderson would like to speak to you,” the 

desk sergeant said calmly. I said nothing as he took us to Chief Anderson’s office which was on 

the other side of the department. Chief Anderson had been talking on the phone but with whom I 

didn’t know until I got into the officer and he began speaking with us.   

 “Ah Detectives Stevens and O’Malley just the people I needed to see. I just got off the 

phone with Agent Williams of the FBI and I just received word that the bullets you found from 

the scene come from AK-47’s used by a gang calling themselves the ‘Baldies’. They are a group 

who originally hailed from Russia but are now here working for the Lopez cartel,” Chief 

Anderson said quietly.          

 “The Lopez cartel,” Rick asked.       

 “You mean the Lopez family. The one that has been committing murders and robberies 

across the nation and the one that is suspected of helping fund terrorist groups,” I asked calmly.

 “You are correct Detective Stevens. Jacques Lopez who is the head of the cartel is in 

league with several international terrorist groups. He is wanted by the FBI but even they have 

been unable to track him and no one is coming with information that might lead to his arrest,” 

Chief Anderson said quietly. “Now informants are telling me the main family whom he is 

working for is trying to find him a perfect hiding place to where we are unable to track him.” 

 “Who is this Lopez character,” Rick asked.      

 “I also want to know who he is and find out why people are extremely terrified with him. 

I admit I’m not familiar with him,” I added.      

 “Certainly,” Chief Anderson said as he handed me Jacques Lopez’s information sheet 

which seemed to stretch over several pages.       

 “This man is a menace,” I said as I looked at the arrest reports for Jacques Lopez. “It says 

here he is wanted for several felonies including several open counts of murder, sexual assault, 

conspiracy to commit murder, possession of a counterfeit instrument, arson, burglary, and 

several counts of armed robbery. It also says he is facing federal charges relating to the bombing 

of a school which resulted in several dozen murders and several hundred injuries.  It looks like 

he has been a busy man.”          

 “It looks like he takes no prisoners,” Rick admitted.     

 “Busy is an understatement and yes Detective O’Malley Lopez takes no prisoners. I have 

lost several good officers to him and his gang,” Chief Anderson said. “He is also wanted by the 

FBI for several robberies of banks and he is wanted by the Secret Service for his role in recent 

counterfeit bills showing up here lately. Honestly I believe that he is stealing the freshly printed 

bills from the mint in the armored trucks and is replacing them with counterfeit bills that really 

appear to be legal tender so please be careful. I say that because the FBI and Secret Service has 

been making lots of arrest lately for passing out phony bills.”    

 “We will sir,” Rick and I said quietly as we stood up and quietly left his office and just as 

we stepped into the main department we saw Charles had been speaking with the sergeant and 

other officers.           

 “What did you find out Charles?” I asked calmly.     

 “My good friend Dr. Rogers who is the head of the forensics lab at the office confirmed 

what I suspected that the bullet and the burnt marks found at the scene came from weapons that 

the Russian mob and cartel often uses,” Charles said.      

 “That’s good sir,” I said.         

 “Chief Anderson just confirmed the bullets came from the Russians and those working 



for them,” Rick added. 

“Which we suspect is going on here. From what Chief Anderson told us the group that is 

responsible is called the Baldies,” I said.        

 “Baldies,” Charles asked.         

 “Yes. Apparently that is what they are called. I caution you sir not to act to hastily. We 

still know very little about the Baldies or the Lopez cartel that the main family is trying to hide. 

We don’t know where they may be hiding or where they may strike again if not when,” Rick 

replied.           

 “That’s true but sooner than later the crooks will leave evidence that will help us get 

them. Even the most careful groups will leave some evidence at the scene,” Charles replied. 

           

**************************************** 

 

Meanwhile in downtown Baltimore in an old abandoned warehouse, while we continued 

our investigation Lopez and his men stayed hidden and quiet as they slowly counted the money 

that had stolen in the last two armed robberies. The leader of the gang Jacques Lopez was an 

extremely vicious criminal who would shoot anyone even his own men for failures. Lopez had 

dark tan colored skin and was extremely tall and he had dark curly hair and dark brown eyes. He 

rarely spoke except for giving orders.       

 “Boss I heard that the Baltimore Police Department and the FBI have brought in the best 

detective agency in the US,” one of the men said quietly.     

 “Well it looks like I need to take care of them won’t I? Let me see their pictures,” Lopez 

ordered. The man slowly gave Jacques Lopez the pictures of us as he looked at all three pictures. 

“Who are these imbeciles?”         

 “They are Detectives Early, O’Malley and Stevens and Detective Stevens is the youngest 

of the three. They say she is tough but she is very vulnerable and she does make the most 

mistakes of the three,” the man replied to Lopez.       

 “What about this Detective O’Malley character? He doesn’t look too bright either,” 

Lopez asked.             

 “Sir, I wouldn’t bother with him. He has plenty of experience in dealing with organized 

crime and mobs and in fact he helped put away an entire family away in Ireland but I do say boss 

we could take them out easily with the weapons we bought,” the man said quietly.  

 “True but I have something else in mind. Do you remember what it was like in jail?” 

Lopez asked bluntly.           

 “Yes I do and I hated it. If you were a rouge judge or cop, a person charged with sex 

crimes, a snitch or appeared to be helpful to the guards the jail experience was even worse for 

them,” the man replied.         

 “Now if we can figure out what to do to put them in jail,” Lopez asked for a moment 

before continuing to speak. “We can frame them for passing out counterfeit money and have 

them landed in jail and as soon as the criminals in there find out who the three are they will try to 

kill them,” Lopez asked.          

 “But surely the guards will have the three detectives separated from the general 

population,” the man asked.          

 “True but whoever said that killings in jail don’t occur. That way the detectives are in jail 

and out of our way and if they’re killed in jail we can’t be legally charged with their murder,” 

Lopez replied.          



 “You’re right boss but must we put all of them in jail? You know that young female 

detective is sort of cute. You know boss we could use her as a slave,” the man said as he again 

looked at the pictures.          

 “As good as that might sound to have a slave here doing whatever we want and whenever 

we want I can’t do that. I want them all dead. I don’t need any detectives snooping around here 

and busting our operation. If the Don comes in tomorrow and finds out we’re being investigated 

and that the police are on our tracks he would have all our heads. Having them sent to jail and 

having one of the inmates there kill them would assure that we get rid of them and their killings 

aren’t traced back to us,” Lopez said calmly. “Now go. You know what to do?” The man quickly 

nodded and disappeared as Lopez turned and looked at the window as he spoke to himself. “It 

won’t be long my friends until my operation is complete and you are in jail hopefully dead.”  

 

*********************************** 

 

Rick and I went out into the main city as we looked around at the many different shops 

and restraints around before finally deciding to stop at an ice cream shop. I had taken my bag 

with me which I used mainly for my laptop computer. I had been writing my report for Chief 

Anderson when Rick and I noticed two suspicious looking men approach us.   

 “Good evening sir and ma’am. May I introduce to you something new,” the first man 

asked calmly. Both men were wearing dark black trench coats and had extremely dark hair and 

dark brown eyes but the first man was a bit taller. The second man said nothing as Rick and I 

looked at the two men and for a moment I thought Rick was going to say something but he didn’t 

as we both turned and looked directly at the first man.      

 “Who might that be?” I asked suspiciously.       

 “Let me introduce to you a cost saving shredder which completely runs on solar power. 

You never have to get batteries for this shredder and it shreds ten times the paper that normal 

office shredders do. Let me show you,” the first man said as he pulled out of a small bag a small 

yet nice looking shredder. I had noticed that it was completely off but when he put the shredder 

into the sunlight it immediately turned on. I was still skeptical but said nothing as the man took 

out twenty pieces of paper and shredded them all within a few seconds.   

 “Impressive. So this invention runs completely on solar power,” Rick asked. 

 “Yes. As long as there is solar light the invention works completely like a charm,” the 

first man said calmly.          

 “Where is your partner,” I asked again suspiciously as I didn’t see the second man who 

moments earlier had been standing beside the first man.       

 “Oh. I do say he must have gone to the restroom,” the first man said as he turned around 

appearing surprised.          

 “How much does the shredder cost,” Rick asked.     

 “It normally runs $59.95 but it can be yours for $29.99,” the first man said quietly.

 ‘What company do you two work for?” I again asked as I turned and saw the second man 

again standing beside the first man. Rick asked no other questions as he took out his wallet and 

handed the first man thirty dollars. I was quite displeased as the first man slowly answered 

quietly.           

 “We work for the Tysami Solar Company. A company that specializes in solar equipment 

and machines,” the first man said as I wrote the name of the company in my notebook.  

 “Well thank you gentlemen,” I said as the two men left the ice cream shop leaving us 



with the small solar shredder invention.        

 “It was a great deal,” Rick told me.        

 “It may be. From what I see it looks legitimate, but I still do wonder,” I said calmly as we 

heard Charles call us on the radio.         

 “Detectives O’Malley and Stevens, I need your assistance at the bank. There is a robbery 

in progress,” Charles yelled over the radio.       

 “Time to go,” I said as I picked up my bag and put my laptop in it. I couldn’t help but 

wonder that there was something wrong as I turned and saw my bag had a little tear in it which I 

didn’t see earlier. My name was still taped to the side of the bag so I thought to myself it might 

have been there and I hadn’t noticed as I said nothing us as we quickly went to the bank and 

assisted Charles.  

 

************************************* 

 

We quickly arrived at the bank and found that Charles was already there along with two 

dozen other officers who were with him. One of the officers was trying to negotiate with the 

criminals for the release of the hostages. Neither Rick nor I understood completely what was 

happening as we talked with Charles.         

“There is a hostage situation here and Chief Anderson doesn’t want anything done until 

the hostages are safe,” Charles said.        

 “Lopez inside,” I asked.        

 “Yes he is,” Charles replied.         

 The inside of the bank was extremely quiet and terrifying as the robbers took all the 

customers purses and wallets as well as the money from each of the tellers before Jacques Lopez 

and his personal assistant opened the safe.       

 “If it moves shoot it,” Lopez told his assistant. The assistant and the other men quickly 

secured all the exits from the ban assuring that everyone stood where they stood moments earlier. 

Lopez had just finished filling his bags with the money when two more men appeared.  

 “Boss the deed is done just as you ordered,” the first man said calmly.   

 “Good. Keep the exits secured as I leave the bank and I will signal for you to let the 

detectives in and when they do you know what to do,” Lopez said quietly. The assistant took a 

few bags with him as he followed Lopez out of the building. The first man and the other armed 

robbers waited for several minutes until fifteen minutes later he got the signal from Lopez. 

 “Let them in,” the first man told the other robbers.      

 “Yes boss,” the second man complied. 

 

****************************************** 

 

The three of us were surprised as it appeared that the robbers were letting us into the 

bank.  

“Rick, Charles please is careful. I have a bad feeling about this,” I said quietly as we 

slowly entered the bank. We were surprised by how quietly and easily we entered the bank and 

the first thing we saw was two armed robbers standing right in front of us.   

 “Alright you two where is your boss and the other criminals,” Charles yelled loudly.

 “I surrender. I want to talk and make a deal,” the man said as Charles put the handcuffs 

on him.            



 “Oh yeah what do you know that I might need to know,” Charles asked quietly. 

 “That your partner Detective Stevens has been passing around phony money and 

Detective O’Malley has in his possession a stolen solar shredder,” the man said. Charles stood 

there as did the other officers, FBI and Secret Service agents as everyone in the bank became 

stunned by the man’s words.          

 “My partners could do no such thing,” Charles said angrily as he nearly threw the man 

onto the ground.           

 “Just ask him. He got the solar shredder from two men who were the thieves. Surely you 

must have heard about the high tech equipment robbery that occurred earlier this week. There’s a 

huge award for information leading to the arrest of the person in possession of it,” the man said.

 “He’s right Charles there is a half million dollar award for information on the case. The 

invention itself is worth millions,” Chief Anderson said as FBI and Secret Service agents 

searched the car Rick and I arrived in.  

I knew our nightmare would only begin as soon as I saw the agents bring in my bag and 

the solar shredder. Words cannot describe how Charles felt when he saw the shredder but I knew 

he was even more pained as was I when the agents opened my bag and found the stash of 

counterfeit bills inside.         

“Emma, you have exactly one minute to explain yourself,” Charles said in a disappointed 

tone.            

 “These bills aren’t mine Charles. I don’t know who put them there,” I said somewhat 

tearfully.           

 “Yeah well you two can explain it to the magistrate when you are arraigned,” the FBI 

agent said as he put the handcuffs on me. Rick was also being arrested and Charles whom I very 

rarely saw angry quickly turned and punched the man who was seemingly smiling at our demise. 

 “Come on Mr. Early you’re being arrested too for assault and battery on potential federal 

witness,” another FBI agent said as he put the cuffs on Charles. Charles was no more pleased 

than Rick or I were but we said nothing as the federal agents carried us away to jail.   

 “Do those detectives really think they can best me? I’ll cooperate with the authorities and 

I’ll be out of jail by morning. We have the money and weapons and their three butts are now in 

jail just as the way the boss planned,” the man said quietly to himself as the other agents quietly 

also carried him to jail.  

 

****************************************** 

 

Being in jail was the worst thing that ever happened to me or to my partners. It was 

completely miserable as the three of us got put in separate cells. Rick and Charles got put in 

different cells aside each other while I got put in a cell completely separated from the others. I 

could hear laughing and taunts coming from the other cells as I heard both men and women 

laughing at the three of us. It didn’t take the other criminals long to figure out that we were 

detectives and that I knew somehow and someway before the night was over they would find a 

way to kill the three of us.          

 It was not long before the FBI and Secret Service agents pulled us into the office for the 

interrogation and of course I knew it would be a long night as the agents would use any 

technique to get us to speak to them. My sister found out that my partners and I had got arrested 

and she got me a lawyer named Jonathan Ginger to help me. Charles and Rick already had their 

own attorneys and for some reason their interrogations didn’t last as long as mine did.  



 “Alright where did you get the phony money? We know you intended to distribute as we 

found $7500 in your bag,” the Secret Service Agent asked.     

 “I don’t know where it came from. Rick and I were having ice cream when two men 

claiming to be from the Tysami Solar Company,” I replied quietly.    

 “So it’s the old trick of blaming the salespeople of giving you the phony money. With a 

couple of dollars that might occur by accident but with $7500 you knew it was phony,” the agent 

asked again more loudly.         

 “Don’t say anything,” Jonathan Ginger said calmly to Detective Stevens.   

 “That’s right Emma don’t say a word but there is a difference between having probation 

to a few years to serving about twenty to forty in federal prison. Oh besides I think you can kiss 

your career goodbye as being a convicted felon will keep you from owning firearms legally and 

no state is going to let you do what you want to and that is investigate crimes,” the agent said 

quietly.           

 “You know as well as I know that she will never be convicted just on the testimony of a 

crook,” Jonathan Ginger said. He had just finished speaking when another agent came into the 

office.            

 “The interrogation has come to an end. I just received word that a federal judge has 

ordered her release as well as the release of Detectives Early and O’Malley,” another Secret 

Service Agent said as he entered.         

 “Consider yourself lucky. It seems as though you have friends in high places,” the first 

agent said angrily.         

 “Neither my partners nor I am lucky. We will prove it to you that we are innocent and 

that the counterfeiters are also you bank and armored truck robbers,” I said loudly.  

 “So how are you going to come up with evidence? With luck or magic tricks,” the first 

agent said sarcastically. “Just remember it is not over yet.”  

I was extremely relieved when I got out of the office and went into the main entrance 

where I meet up with Charles and Rick who were standing beside Chief Anderson.  

 “I tell you Detective Stevens it took me and District Attorney Wilson a lot of time to 

convince the judge that you three were innocent of the charges and that you three would catch 

the real ones responsible. An informant told me he saw what happened in the ice cream shop and 

that he could back up what you two said so that was enough for me and Wilson to go the judge 

and get an order for your release,” Chief Anderson said calmly.     

 “Well I’m relieved,” I said as I sat down for a moment.    

 “Chief Anderson also told me and Rick that the same informant told him that a huge 

weapons deal is about to occur tonight but he didn’t say where. With over a $100 million dollars 

stolen who knows what kinds of weapons we’re talking about but chances are most of them will 

be military style assault weapons,” Charles said calmly.     

 “Which means Lopez and his gang of Baldies are planning another attack. Do we know 

anything about his past dealings that might indicate a pattern of to where he might be making 

this deal?” I asked.          

 “In the past he did a lot of his dealings in places that he knew police wouldn’t look for 

like old abandoned warehouses and shacks. Places that look abandoned and unsafe for the 

average person would be the most likely of places but considering their operation they might be 

doing in it a place that they know and are real comfortable with,” Chief Anderson said as he 

pulled his radio closer to him where he could hear the announcement. “Oh I just received word 

that the two robbers they arrested with you three have just posted cash bail and have already 



disappeared.”           

 “That’s just great,” Rick said bluntly. “For all we know they could be flying to meet the 

Russian crime family.”         

 “That’s it Rick, and if I’m right we don’t have much time,” I said quietly. “Remember 

Rick when I and you were in the ice cream shop before meeting the two men.”   

 “Yes. Why?” Rick asked as Chief Anderson and Charles became interested. 

 “Well I did some research on Lopez and he works for a very notorious crime family 

called the Wysenkys. Well I did even more research on the Wysenkys and it seems as though 

they ship most of their cargo on ships and in crates and boxes mixed with other materials,” I said 

calmly.             

 “Meaning you believe that they are intending to smuggle the weapons into the country by 

ship tonight,” Charles asked as he turned to the chief. “Chief is there any way you can find out 

where the ships are coming in and when?” Chief Anderson quickly took out his phone and began 

calling different people as we stood there quietly speaking to each other.   

 “I know it can’t be too far from here as Baltimore has always been Lopez’s base of 

operations,” I said.           

 “Well, actually the port they will be using isn’t but fifteen minutes away from here,” I 

said quietly. “This means we will need extra officers because Lopez will be loaded with men as 

this is his biggest deal in many years.”        

 “All officers go to the Baltimore port. I repeat all officers are needed at the port,” Chief 

Anderson said over the radio.   

 

************************************** 

 

Baltimore Port was extremely busy as several ships were approaching nearly similar 

times. Some were much larger than others and for a while neither I nor the others knew which 

ship Lopez and his men would be unloading. We quietly sat and observed all the ships for nearly 

forty minutes until we saw a very large group of what Charles and I knew was Russian mobsters. 

The mobsters stood on the ship which was furthest from us as we slowly got closer to them until 

a moment later we saw Lopez and his thugs get out of their cars and approach the Russian 

mobsters.          

 “What’s going on,” I asked calmly as Rick and Charles was listening to the radio. One of 

Chief Anderson’s informants was among Lopez’s men and neither he nor the Russian mobsters 

knew he was wired as the bug that the chief placed on him was tan colored and was so small that 

it was inserted into his ear and no one not even the chief or the crooks could tell it was there. 

 “The Russians are asking for the money,” Rick said calmly as we saw Lopez and his men 

bring out several suitcases filled with freshly printed dollars. “It looks like they’re getting ready 

for the deal.”  

I watched and instantly knew what Rick meant by deal as I saw several different types of 

guns and assault weapons including bazookas and rocket launchers.    

 “Move in slowly,” Chief Anderson said over the radio as the other police cars slowly 

started surrounding the ship.  Charles, Rick and I slowly went onto the ship as the other others 

waited patiently and quietly.         

 “Let’s hope this works. I would rather end this quickly,” Charles said. 

The three of us slowly got onto the ship. For the first several minutes all was going well. 

Neither Lopez or his men knew or suspected we were listening in onto their conversations. 



Lopez immediately showed the mobsters the weapons and immediately demanded payment. 

 “As we promised. A deal is a deal,” the mobster said.     

 “Good,” Lopez said. “But wait.”         

 Wait I thought to myself. I wondered why Lopez would stop the transaction at this 

moment. Charles and Rick were just as confused as I was. None of us knew what was happening 

though we quickly got our answer a moment later as we found ourselves surrounded by Lopez’s 

men.            

 “Well, well, well what do we have here,” Lopez said as he looked at the three of us. “It 

appears to me that my plan to frame you for the counterfeiting and the theft of the solar shredder 

wasn’t good enough. Perhaps I should have listened to my assistant and killed you the first time I 

saw you.”           

 “Why didn’t you then?” I asked somewhat sarcastically.    

 “Well Detective Stevens you have volunteered to be the first one killed,” Lopez said 

angrily. “I’ve heard quite a bit about you and for someone as young as you I must say you have 

suffered quite a bit, but it pales to compare to what I’m going to do to you three.” Lopez quickly 

turned to his assistant who was cheerfully waiting for Lopez to speak. “Open the trap door and 

show our guest what awaits them.”        

 “Yes sir,” the assistant said as he pulled a lever and opened the trap door which revealed 

a large aquarium which the Russian mobsters kept at the bottom of the ship and in the very large 

aquarium was a dozen large sharks.        

 “I’m going to feed you to the sharks. Don’t make it too long as I can’t stand the 

screaming,” Lopez laughed.         

 I had seen plenty of terror in my life but I most certainly did not want to die by becoming 

fish food but that was what Lopez was going to do with me.  Lopez’s assistant quickly grabbed 

me and pointed his very sharp knife to my back as he ordered me to start walking to the 

aquarium. I was terrified but I wasn’t going to show it to Lopez or the mobsters who now were 

watching cheerfully as I walked to the edge of the trap door.    

 “Say your prayer and be prepared to meet your maker,” Lopez ordered as the assistant 

started pushing me off into the tank.        

 “What the,” the assistant said as he and the others quickly became surprised as I quickly 

turned around and grabbed the edge of the door. I had once been a gymnastic athlete in high 

school and I was easily to pull myself up and get back onto my feet before the assistant began 

firing.  

“Kill them all,” Lopez ordered at the realization that he and his men were surrounded by 

police.   

“With pleasure,” the assistant said as he took out his assault rifle and began shooting at 

us. We barely avoided being shot by Lopez and his assistant.  

“We’ve got to give Chief Anderson and his men time,” Charles said.   

 “Will do,” Rick said.          

 “We need back up,” Lopez shouted.        

 “We’re tied up,” one of the Russian mobsters said.  

 While Lopez and his assistant were trying to kill the three of us the Russian mobsters 

were in another firing duel with the police that now had the ship surrounded.    

  “Lopez, you moron,” one of the Russian mobsters shouted. “I will have your head for 

this.”            

 “ME?” Lopez retorted. “I will kill the three of them if it is the last thing I do.”  



 “It will be the last thing you do,” I shot back as I drew my gun and shot at him. I missed 

but it gave Charles and Rick a split second to escape. Lopez did not pay Rick or Charles any 

attention as he and his assistant were trying to shoot me.      

 “You will die now,” Lopez shouted.        

 The Russian mobsters continued firing at the police but within minutes the mobsters were 

being overpowered by the police and FBI agents who were assisting. One of the mobsters turned 

to Rick and quickly took a shot. Rick easily avoided being shot as he shot the mobster in the arm 

causing him to fall onto the ground.          

 “Stay where you are,” one of the agents shouted. The mobsters quickly dropped their 

weapons and fell onto the ground as other agents arrived. The only two that were not giving up 

were Lopez and his assistant.           

  “You fools won’t take me alive,” Lopez shouted. He quickly took another shot at me.  

“Watch it,” an agent shouted as he pushed me out of the way. As I hit the floor I became 

horrified as Lopez’s shots quickly penetrated and killed the agent.      

 “Nooo,” I shouted as I quickly took out my small handgun and shot him in the knee 

which caused him to hit the ground for a moment and much to my surprise he stood up and 

quickly took out his rifle and shot me in the thigh.       

 “That will teach you,” Lopez said as he still continued to wobble. I shot him a second 

time hitting him in arm. He immediately dropped his gun and fell onto the ground. Despite the 

pain I felt I stood up and walked up to him, lifted him onto his feet and put handcuffs on him. 

 “You never give up do you,” Lopez yelled. “Even when I shoot you in the thigh you still 

don’t give up. You ruined our operation. I swear you will pay one day.” The others took him and 

the other mobsters off the ship and into the police cars.     

 “Are you going to be alright Emma,” Rick asked me as I sat down grimacing as a couple 

medics came and lifted me onto a cart.       

 “Oh I will. It hit me but it didn’t get me too bad,” I said as I looked at where the bullet hit 

me.  

“Thank goodness,” Rick said. 

“Thank goodness indeed. Well done Emma,” Charles said. 

“I will see you later,” I said to Rick as I was put into the ambulance. 

“Are you going with her?” Charles asked as Agent Williams and District Attorney 

Wilson approached  

“Can I?” Rick asked. 

“Of course, if she wants,” Charles said. 

“Are you sure?” Rick asked before turning back to me.     

 “Get out of here. I will take care of the paperwork,” Charles said as Rick quickly got into 

the ambulance with me. The medics were somewhat surprised as they were about to leave. 

“And who is he?” one of the medics. 

“My fiancée,” I said. 

Rick smiled. I had no doubt what he was thinking. Fiancée, that had a nice ring to it. He 

did not have a ring yet but I suspected that would soon come and when it did I would accept.  

“I love you,” Rick said. 

“I know,” I added. 

“Alright, we’re ready,” the medics said as the doors shut and we were taken to the 

hospital. Charles said nothing as we left.   

“Great job you three. I’ve talked with the US Attorney and they’ve agreed to drop all 



charges against you three and in fact has offered an award for helping them crack this case,” 

District Attorney Wilson said calmly.         

 “It was our pleasure sir. Don’t worry about it. We enjoy what we do,” Charles said. 

 “I have no doubt on that,” District Attorney Wilson said. “You have good partners 

Detective Early. Make sure you keep them. Good partners are so often hard to find these days.”

 “Yes it is. Finding help is not always easy. Especially help that you can trust and that 

enjoys doing the same thing,” Charles said. He was right. I enjoyed doing what I did as did Rick. 

Fighting crime and putting criminals away like Jacques Lopez meant more to me than any 

amount of money and I was just as relieved and happy as Charles and Rick were when the 

mobsters were all taken to jail. 
 


