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Foreword


Any reference to actual persons living or dead, that allegedly may or may not have been engaged in some form of illegal or criminal act, is at this time only an allegation. These allegations have yet to be established, one way or the other, in a Court of Law.


Affidavit


As the author of this work, I swear by almighty God, that the events stated in this book are true.




Synopsis


Having read a number of autobiographies and biographies, I thought it was about time someone with a really great story should put one on the market. Let’s face it, most of the biographies I have read were about as interesting and exciting as watching paint dry.


Most people associate crime, corruption, and abuse of authority as topics that occur in the world of business or possibly the dirty world of politics. It is rarely, if ever, revealed to occur in the Military.


As incredible as this biography may sound, there is no escaping the fact that there is evidence to substantiate all of the events and allegations that are highlighted. Every crime has a motive, and in the secretive world of covert operations and special projects, some people will do anything to further their progress on the career ladder, and if they can make a few bucks in the process, even better.


My achievements are well known amongst UK & US Spec Ops, some of which you will read about throughout the book. These have not been disclosed to the general public, as this version would conflict with the official MOD versions, released to the media. Despite being nominated for the highest military honors, I was not to be rewarded by promotions or military honors; instead I have been subjected to serious criminal abuse of office and authority for over twenty years, the result of which has utterly destroyed my name, reputation, and loss of a substantial fortune estimated at approximately £300m.


It is May 2010, and my situation has become such that I am preparing to seek asylum in France, to coincide with the launch of this book. For too long I have suffered unnecessarily at the hands of a corrupt few; the time has come to reveal this corruption and criminality to the general public. The final straw came when I was planning a visit to Paris, France to visit some law firms; unfortunately for me I got robbed at Glasgow Airport, as I was going through the security section to the departure lounge, no less. My wallet was taken; airport security looked about, and then I asked for the Police, who took about twenty minutes to get there. They asked me a number of questions, but I repeatedly told them it was the guy in front of me who took it. Now having worked for the Met police, I knew they were well within their rights to stop and search this person but no, they were more interested in taking my passport away from me and then the police suggested that my wallet was lost before I got to the security checkpoint. I guess they must have thought I was the village idiot. The reason for the odd behavior was that the theft was carried out by a member of G4S or SIS.


After about a week or so, I got my so-called police report which stated that my wallet was lost between my home and the airport. Then how did I pay for the taxi, or provide my boarding ticket to the security, numb nuts! Whatever information is on my passport chip, I’ll bet it never included: worked undercover for The Serious and Organised Crime Squad at the Metropolitan Police Force London!


June 2009, I was in Paris again (great city) and was followed by a man and woman from SIS. They began telling everyone in the hotel I was a rapist, child molester and the usual shit. I knew who they were by sight and the room they were in, so I told them in no uncertain terms if they were still in the hotel the next day, I would kill them both. Later that day I met them at reception as they were about to leave. As the guy stacked his cases in a corner, I set about him only to be interrupted by the woman who pulled a gun on me. I took the gun from her and told them to be out of the hotel by the time I got back.


Heading for the city centre, I stopped at the Arc De Triumph to read my newspaper. I’m not sure how long it was, but just off to my right where I was sitting a group of French swat appeared, but they were just watching me.


Then I heard a familiar voice saying “Don’t turn around, and keep your hands in sight”.


“Well, well, well, if it isn’t my old buddy Ian. How about a hug for your old pal?” I said sarcastically.


“What are you playing at?” he retorted.


“I could ask you the same thing! In a slightly raised voice, your guys talking shit to everyone in the hotel, shops and anywhere else that I might visit. You should think yourself lucky you got them back alive and kicking”.


“What do you mean, shit? Its true” replied Ian.


Okay, I’ll play your game I thought to myself. “Okay, let’s assume they are true: Why don’t you have me arrested, charged and taken to court?” No reply was forthcoming so I continued, “How many other convicted rapists and child molesters are you following around informing everyone they meet that they are such and such, or is this treatment reserved exclusively for me?”


Ian just shrugged his shoulders, which began to annoy me; the change in my tone obviously alerted him to that. “What did you do with the gun?” he enquired.


“I’m keeping it for the next couple of muppets you send on my tail!”


Ian made a reference to the swat team watching us. I looked at them and waved, and they waved back. A bit more banter between us and eventually I slipped Ian the gun inside the paper I was reading, with a final warning that I will kill any of his people following me around. He replied “Not if we kill you first””.


As he began walking away I said “You, more than anyone, should know I’m not such an easy person to kill!””


My story begins in the mid-1980s in Osnabruck, Germany. I am a serving soldier with a new wife due to arrive at the Regiment in the next few days. For a number of years I have been seeing the Regimental doctor with a complaint, in that I fall asleep uncontrollably and more often than not my muscles give up and I fall to the ground, unable to move or even speak, but still wide awake. There are a number of other issues that begin to make me question my own sanity, yet the doctor treats me with vitamin pills, placebos, and suchlike. In short, he thinks I am play acting.


Things go from bad to worse, as certain people begin to circulate rumors that I am a coward, afraid to do my bit in N.I. Well, you can imagine the outcome of such an allegation on a soldier’s reputation. There were a number of attempts on my life, the most memorable of which was during a visit to a Safari Park near Sennelager, Germany. We were sitting in the restaurant area, when one guy said he was going to fill up the land rover, so myself and a guy from the RCT went with him. The filling up point looked old and dysfunctional, and made me suspicious; however the RCT guy jumped out, and so I got out of the vehicle too. The driver said to go to the small building to switch on the pump; as I went in, he drove off, leaving me and the RCT guy. As we stood wondering what the fuck was going on, it became all too apparent when a pride of lions started to head our way. We got ourselves into the small building and discovered a hole in the roof, but there was only room for one, and the RCT guy got there first. I asked him if he had any live rounds; he said just a few but was keeping them for himself. This was when I saw the first lion walking past one of the broken windows. I knew that if I could not think of something fast we were going to be on the lions’ dinner menu. I got out my gun cleaning kit and with the oil and rag started a little fire. The chimney was likely blocked, so there was going to be a lot of smoke. Grabbing whatever I could to get the fire burning bigger, I tried to fill the place with smoke; it must have worked as none of the lions came in, and within a few minutes one of the park rangers saw the smoke and came to our rescue. He beeped his horn and I made a fast dash for the land rover. The ranger was all for driving away when I said there was still someone left in the building. We both shouted from the land rover, but he never came out and the lions were getting too curious about what was going on. I got out and ran into the building and told the RCT guy to follow me, or he was dead meat. A few more precious seconds passed before he got out of his hiding place, then we both made it to the rover.


The only thought on my mind was killing the fucker who left us there, but it was to be his lucky day, as well as my own. There was a similar incident at Longleat, only this time it was the wolves! Fortunately for me, with the knowledge of wildlife that I had acquired since I was a child, I knew the danger was not too great as long as they were not hungry or had pups nearby. On this occasion we escaped over a ten foot fence topped with barbed wire, and so the list goes on.


During this time I was very involved with sport, particularly football, basketball, volleyball, and martial arts. At the request of my wife and a few other women, I started a woman’s fitness and self-defense class with Mac McLelland of B Sqn. At this time I had a crash course in Muay Thai by a member of the Regiment; he was a student under John Craig, the top man in Scotland for Muay Thai at the time.


I can’t remember his name, but when he left he went on to become a boxing champion. In addition I was learning Kali and Ninjitsu at a local dojo. The guy running the club was Steve Miller, a former UK serviceman who was married to a German woman. He told me that there was going to be a seminar at the dojo, and he had invited some friends from the US Army to attend. On the day of the seminar, I had brought Mac and a few other guys from the Regiment, and we were awaiting the arrival of the US people. They turned up all dressed in DPM ninjitsu type GI, all looking very smart.


To get the seminar started, I was to take the first part which was basically my fitness and self-defense workout, which was called simply ‘the 1 to 12’. This went down a treat with the US people; they had never seen anything like it before. When the seminar ended, I provided everyone with a handout, explaining the sequence of my workout, so they could continue to use it when they returned to USA.


A very attractive woman, Billy’s girlfriend and then later his wife, said to me: “You should not have given that to Billy”, as my workout would be worth a lot of money in the States. A few years later Billy Blanks released my workout to the USA and later the World as Tae Bo. Little did I know then, but we were to meet again years later, to discuss the purchase of my very unique Fitness and Martial Arts theory for $50m. And he has yet to pay me a red cent for my Intellectual Property.


It will suffice to say that the last three years with my Regiment was a fucking nightmare to say the least. Until that is, when Andy turned up with an invitation to visit Hereford. It was only for a brief visit but it was the best time in my entire 15 years service. When the visit was over, I requested to remain which surprisingly was granted, and so I was privileged to get a much better insight to the SAS Regiment. After a bit, I returned to my old unit and immediately applied for SAS Selection. I knew that there was no way I would pass because of my as yet undiagnosed condition, but still it was better than staying at my own unit.


The training of the SAS is without doubt fucking awesome; I particularly enjoyed learning how to fly choppers. I also underwent a psychiatric evaluation; the outcome was a shock, as it stated: ‘Just as likely to shoot the person giving the orders, as well as those he was ordered to shoot!’ The point to point was also a bit of an eye opener, then there was the killing house. Once inside, Andy told me to sit on his knee so he could stop me from freaking out. I said that I’m as cool as a cucumber under fire, so I stood against the wall in a spread-eagled position and told Andy to signal the guys in. The noise was deafening, and the targets in the room got shot to shit.


Billy cleared his mp5 then removed his respirator and made a remark like “You could have got yourself killed in there”.


Smiling, I said “No chance; you guys are just too good for that to happen”. Back to the point to point, it was enjoyable for the first time, but my condition was my downfall. It doesn’t really matter how physically and mentally tough you are, if you are going to have a narcoleptic or cataplexy episode, you are going no place till it’s over, full stop!


The crews I was to meet then were some of the same old faces to appear later in my story, but just who’s side were they really on? Only time would tell.


Returning to my unit as a failed candidate from SAS selection only added to my misery, but that was to be short lived as I prepared to leave my own Regiment, to complete my last six months service at a T.A. centre in Maryhill, Glasgow.


The T.A. centre comprised of RCT, Signals and Medics, and the Para’s were just around the corner. My old SSM was there, Chi Chi Donaldson. Life was pretty dull and boring, until I was told to drive a BBC crew who were filming a military survival competition, featuring our para’s and other units. At the base camp not far from Faslane submarine base, I was designated as permanent duty driver because of the coward slur to my name, so I got fucked about from breakfast till the pubs shut. Then there was a visit by some guys from the SAS, who were going to advise the competitors.


As I was walking through the middle of the camp, somebody shouted my name. Looking about to see who it was, I spotted Andy with a big smile on his face, and we got to having a little chat right there in the middle of the camp. I felt a little embarrassed at first as everyone was watching us; well, afterwards and people being a little better informed, I was treated with a little more respect.


I also looked up the Muay Thai guy John Craig; our first meeting was not good, but we both got over our initial assumptions. I liked john; he was a pretty straight-forward guy, hard as nails and a real tough taskmaster in the gym. Unfortunately, because of my ‘complicated’ lifestyle, I never got to train with him as I had originally planned. One interesting conversation we had was a fight scene in a toilet, then one day I saw John in the Jet Li film with the two of them fighting in a toilet. John was of a light build at the time, and I had been doing a lot of weight training to bulk up. Some years later when I saw him again John had put on at least 30lbs of muscle to his frame, whilst I had lost all my bulk.


Every month I would look forward to visiting my wife and son down in Corby, Northampton. I knew the area very well as I had obviously met my wife there, regretfully. During one of my visits she gave me the idea of a business project; there were plenty of taxis but no bus service, so I had the idea of a minibus service. The original name for it was ‘stagecoach’, but I think it was Anne who changed the name to ‘Magic Mini’s’. On another but much later visit, I feel asleep on the local bus service and woke up at the Kettering depot; the driver suggested I take the service bus to Corby with him. He was summoned to the office, and when he returned he said to me that he had just been sacked. Not one to miss an opportunity, I got to talking about my business plan, but he was too upset to take it all in. I suggested he visit me at home and we could go over all the details. This was the beginning of my partnership with Brian Souter & Anne Gloag. As we negotiated the terms of the partnership, Anne simply wanted to buy my business plan from me which I refused. So with all the details completed, and with a contract signed, dated, and witnessed we then went to the business development agency, which at that time was still something to do with coal and steel community something or other. Anyway our presentation went down a treat, much to everyone’s delight. There were only two stumbling blocks, the first being that the location of every single bus stop would have to be put exactly on the map, and the second was to negotiate a maintenance contract with the local council for our buses. When that was done we arranged for another presentation. After I had walked every bus route, and positioned every stop, I went to the council maintenance guy, who was also ex-REME, so I got the contract approved by him. Returning for the second presentation we passed with flying colours; the roles we had agreed upon were that Anne would be the front of the business and Brian would take care of the buses and drivers. My role was simply being the brains behind it, and to solve any difficult problems that may arise. Not having much to do, I helped Anne in the office, located in the old DSS portacabins next to the bus station. The only other tasks I was involved with was collecting and depositing cash.
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