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Gatecrasher, sometime in 99’
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For years, Gatecrasher had been an untouchable beacon in the trance scene—an iconic club we had yet to experience, despite its legendary status. Whether it was the notoriously strict door policy that deterred us or an unconscious desire to wait for the perfect moment, we had always found a reason to postpone our journey north to Sheffield. But as friends returned from their nights at Crasher, their faces alight with stories of euphoric dancefloors, lasers, and mind-blowing sets from resident legends Scott Bond and Matt Hardwick—not to mention the prospect of witnessing a six-hour marathon from Paul Van Dyk—it became clear that we could wait no longer, our time had come. The stars had aligned in the form of our new friend Willow’s 19th birthday, which just so happened to fall on a residents’ night. It was the perfect excuse, the final push we needed to embark on what felt like a rite of passage—our long-awaited initiation into the world of Gatecrasher.

We weren’t crasher kids, that’s for sure, and no disrespect to them, in fact, I had total respect for them as it must have taken fucking ages to get ready. A proper dedicated bunch, so fair play to them, we on the other hand, were too off our nuts to spend hours getting ready, we just wanted to get out and get on it. The closet we came to dressing up in the club was when me and Milky once wore the same t-shirt to a club on purpose and proceeded to tell any fucker within ear shot that we’d done so. But one thing we shared with these insane kids was our unadulterated true love of trance music. Camden Palace was amazing, as was Ministry, great places to start our journey, but crasher mate, crasher was the fucking epicenter for tear jerking trance at its rawest and most magical form, getting lost in a pill induced tunnel of trance is the very reason you went to Gatecrasher, the emotion in that main room at The Republic when Scott Bond and co were delivering their very best was like nowhere on earth!

Queuing to get into Crasher for the first time was an adrenaline-fueled ordeal. The rumors of its notorious entry standards had us on edge, the dress code stricter than a military inspection. This wasn't a playground for rowdy beer boys and thank God for that. It was a refuge for those seeking unity through a shared passion, not a battleground for drunken brawls or sloppy antics. The anticipation in the line was electric, the bass pounding from within like the heartbeat of a living beast, taunting and beckoning us closer, daring us to breach its sacred doors. As we inched toward the entrance, the tension was palpable. Up ahead, a group of lads clad in Ben Sherman shirts and jeans met with the bouncers' disdainful glare.

"You ain’t coming in here dressed like that, this is Gatecrasher," they barked, casting them aside to whatever dingy dive awaited their kind. Our nerves frayed—would we pass their merciless scrutiny? At the front, the bouncers' eyes raked over us with laser focus, each glance a silent judgment that made my heart pound like a drum. But Erin, unflappable and fierce, led with a dazzling smile and a confident nod to the door staff. Her charisma parted the sea of doubt, granting us entry into the sanctum, our holy land.

Erin's charm seemed to work like magic as the bouncers stepped aside to let us in, the bass growing louder as we crossed the threshold into Gatecrasher and through the labyrinth of tunnels and little bridges that connected this iconic playground together. The club was alive, and it was apparent right from the off how intense the atmosphere is, the crowd a sea of dancing bodies on their way to trance heaven. Willow felt a surge of excitement mixed with a tinge of apprehension at the sheer intensity of the atmosphere. this is going to be the best birthday ever she thought!

As they made their way further into the club, the music enveloped them like a warm embrace, pulling them deeper inside. Erin led them to the main room where the DJ, Matt Hardwick, was already casting his spell over the crowd, his hands moving deftly over the decks as he weaved a tapestry of sound that seemed to transcend reality.

Meanwhile, the boys had a different mission. With knowing glances and quick exchanges, they slipped into the shadows, their senses tuned to the unspoken undercurrent of the night. A pill hunt had begun.
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Last weekend
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Since the crew were heading to Crasher next weekend for their long-awaited debut, they agreed to keep things low-key for the time being. Of course, in their world, “chilled” meant gathering at Milky’s place and seeing just how many pills they could drop before words became impossible.

Marley, however, was still on the sidelines. She hadn't taken a pill yet as she was new to the scene, she wasn’t quite ready to dive in headfirst. There was a nervous excitement bubbling beneath her hesitation, though, a quiet acceptance of the inevitable. She knew it was only a matter of time, and deep down, she preferred the idea of her first time happening in the safety of someone’s house rather than under the strobe-lit chaos of a packed club. If things got too intense, at least here she could retreat to a quiet corner instead of getting swallowed by the dance floor.

“Hey Erin, are those pills strong?” Marley asked her friend, her voice tinged with curiosity and a hint of eagerness.

“I mean, they are niiiiice pills, why’s that babe?” replied Erin, her tone casual yet inviting.

“Well, I was thinking about maybe trying a half. What do you think?” Marley continued, her eyes glancing around the room, taking in the warm, ambient glow of the lamps and the soft hum of laughter in the background.

“If you are going to do one, this is the very best place to try for the first time,” Erin reassured her, her voice soothing and steady. “We’re in safe surroundings, with safe people, and some nice music playing. If it all gets a bit too much, we can go chill upstairs on our own, you know what I mean?” she added, gesturing towards the staircase that led to a quieter haven.

“You are such a calming presence on me, Erin,” Marley confessed, her words carrying genuine admiration. “I have never met anyone like you, and you too, Willow. You're so chilled. I have always been surrounded by uptight twats who only give a shit about themselves and no one else,” she admitted, her voice softening as she spoke.

“Aww babe, we got you,” Erin replied, her smile warm and reassuring. “You are here now, with us, and we are your family. If you want to drop in our presence, we will stroke your hair on your first come-up and tell you everything is going to be o-fucking-k,” she promised, her words filled with sincerity and care.

“Yeah, what she said, you little posh bitch,” laughed Willow, her eyes twinkling with mischief as the three of them joined in a warm embrace. In that moment, Marley felt truly safe, wrapped in the comforting cocoon of friendship and acceptance.

"Just don't let the boys know I'm doing one tonight, not yet anyway; it'll be less pressure on me," Marley said, her voice tinged with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

"Yeah, of course, babe, but you do realise they are seasoned pros. They'll probably notice right away when you start comin’ up," Erin chuckled, her laughter light and infectious.

"Haha, yeah, I guess you're right. Let me get a half down first and see what happens," Marley replied, a hint of nervous anticipation in her voice. "Shall we all drop a half together? Willow, are you in?" Erin suggested, glancing over at Willow.

"Yes, of course, anything for this little heartthrob," winked Willow, who, like Milky, definitely had a bit of a soft spot for Marley.

"Right then, are you ready, Marley? Are you sure you're ready?" Erin double-checked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Yes, yes, I'm definitely ready," Marley affirmed, her voice filled with determination.

Willow reached into the pocket of her faded denim jacket, pulling out a small bag filled with pills. She carefully broke one in half, handing a piece each to Erin and Marley. She then deftly cracked another in two, placing the spare half back in the bag for later.

"Here we go, girls," Willow declared as the three of them raised their little white tablets in a cheers motion. With a shared look of anticipation, they quickly tossed the pills into their mouths and chased them down with a big swig of the cold, fizzy Smirnoff Ice, the citrusy sweetness mingling with the thrill of the moment.

The effects of the pill crept in gradually as the girls lounged on the couch, their chatter and laughter filling the room. Marley felt a warm sensation unfurling within her, like the gentle bloom of a flower, spreading outwards in a rush of tingling energy. Her emotions were heightened, each feeling intensified, as if she were experiencing them for the first time. The music that drifted through the air seemed more vibrant and alive, resonating with a richness it hadn't possessed earlier.
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