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If you are reading this then you are about to read my confession. I will not use real names so I can protect the people who did not get caught. So, with that being said, I will not reveal my real name either. You can call me Mike or Michael. I was a US soldier station in Ft Lewis, Washington. Too my peers I was Specialist Michael, but to the people in Tacoma, Seattle, Olympia, Lakewood, and Portland I was Mike. I was Mike to them because within 2 years I became one of the biggest drug dealers you will never know. 

In 2010, I got on the bus to attend Basic Combat Training in Fort Jackson, South Carolina. Like many others, I made lifelong friends and enjoy everything about that place. I also had sex with about seven women including my drill instructor. What do you expect? Seven weeks away from the “real world” with females that wanted it as bad as you. I guess you can say that was my first offensive committed in the Army. Funny thing about Basic Training is that those people, men and women, are so loyal to you. I guess that’s a good thing the army teaches you to have faith that your friends will stay friends. 

Afterwards, I attended AIT and graduate third in my class. I met a lot of people and forgot most of them by the end of school. However, one person I met was a guy name Nick.  Nick is a wizard when it came to numbers involving anything. It could be military related or in my case money related. We went our separate ways at the end of AIT. I was sent to Fort Lewis, Washington and most of the class including Nick was sent to Germany. Once I arrived at Fort Lewis I was ready for the military life. I was gung-ho. I wanted to be the best solider I could be. However, all that changed when I arrived to my unit. I saw the bad guys winning and the good guys getting their careers derailed. Good guys like me don’t last long or make much money. I was an E3 getting paid 600 dollars every two weeks, it was pennies. Compare to the Colonial and the SGT Major who brought in loot while sitting on their ass. I met a lot of upset soldiers and airmen. One of those guys was Sgt. Leveret, a 16 year E5. Now, being in the military for 16 years is great but being an E5 the whole time is not. An E5 is a Sergeant, and they don’t make a lot of money. Leveret was a loud, layback, and cool individual. Now what made him stick out to me was the fact he had two BMWs and a Benz. No one question this, but I did because I wanted to know how he was getting them. Information travels fast in the military. One of the networks most people use is PNN or private news network. Now, you have to filter out the bullshit from facts but after a while you get the hang of it. Turns out, he was robbing drug dealers and taking the money. It was a nice plan, how would they know and who are they going to call? My intentions were to not have anything to do with that. Sure having that money would be a blessing, but the trouble would not. However, once I got in the military, I had already accumulated three loans and my bills were past due. Any military personnel will tell you that when you come in the military you will go into debt. The only people who don’t are those lonely weirdoes with no life or some future mass murder who spends every dime on guns.

So, to make some money I knew I had to get closer to Leveret, so I ask my buddy Neil about him. Neil got here the same time as me and we became close. Also, we shared the same hustler’s ambition. Since he was in Leveret’s section, this was my way to get into his circle. The whole time Neil was here he was going with Leveret. It was not a complex scheme but a lot of people were in on it. Without giving away too much information this is how they did it. Neil, Leveret, Trot, a supply sergeant and Jack, a supply clerk; would get there equipment from the arms room. Rico was in charge of the arms room and for a fee would open it after hours to let them get there weapons. In they were not knocking over corner boys but those big time kingpins out Seattle. They would kick the door in, M4’s waving and secure the safe. They would get almost 20k to 90k every time. In trust me if you thought you were bad ass, getting a M4 stuck in your face would change that very quickly. After Neil told me about this I sit down with Leveret, and my only question was “What are you doing with the drugs you find”?  Leveret with a surprised look told me clear “Man, the only thing we find is a bunch of X pills and %$#@$. Now that 2nd drug is not outside military bases and I will not reveal its name. Although, I will tell you this it comes pill form. In my teen years, I was a small time dealer so I knew I could do something with this. Leveret and I made a deal, he rob the dealers and get the product; I’ll sell it and give him 5 percent. 

The next night I hear a knock at the door it was Leveret and his boys, with buckets. Those buckets contain the entire product I requested. Now I was ready, but I needed help and having any of those guys was not an option. So, I had to assemble a team because trust and
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