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    To the survivors of Ibiza - I am with you!
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Chemical Ghost
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The plane's wheels slammed down on the tarmac with a jolt, snapping me back to reality. The party was over, and the gravity of the situation hit me harder than the landing itself. My body screamed for rest, every joint aching as if I'd aged ten years in a fortnight. My mind was a foggy labyrinth of fragmented memories.

As I walked through customs, I noticed people around me—families reuniting with warm embraces, business travellers rushing past with purpose. I felt like an outsider in my own country, adrift in a sea of normalcy that seemed so distant from my recent reality.

My head pounding with each step, but still tingly as the drugs were desperately trying to evaporate from my system. The fluorescent lights of the terminal seemed to pierce through my skull, amplifying the comedown beyond anything I have ever experienced. My mouth was dry as fuck, like sandpaper against my tongue. I needed water, sleep—anything to feel human again.

I stumbled towards the nearest toilet, my reflection in the mirror a ghostly image staring back at me. The person I saw was a far cry from the carefree soul who’d boarded a plane to Ibiza just a few weeks ago. Dark circles pooled under my eyes, a stark reminder of sleepless nights and endless partying. My skin looked sallow, drained of its vitality, and my hands trembled as I splashed cold water on my face.

I gripped the sink and stared at myself—really stared—like I was trying to find some trace of the person I used to be. But all I saw was something broken. Hollow. Like I’d left pieces of myself in dark corners of clubs I couldn’t even name now. My thoughts turned toxic fast. What if I’d pushed it too far this time? What if the damage wasn’t temporary? What if this emptiness—this dread—wasn’t just the drugs wearing off, but something deeper and irreversible? I wanted to cry but couldn’t. I wanted to scream but didn’t have the strength. I just stood there, trembling under those filthy airport lights, wondering how the fuck I was supposed to go back to real life when I didn’t even know who I was anymore.

Fucking Broken!
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A few weeks earlier
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As the summer of 2001 rolled around, we were at the forefront of the UK clubbing scene, if there was a big event or a club birthday night we were there, without fail, from London to Liverpool, Birmingham to Bournemouth and beyond. We’d danced in epic superclubs like Crasher and Gods, small underground venues like Turnmills in London or Bakers in Birmingham, we’d danced in thick mud and the infamous Mudlands down in Winchester and the we’d danced all day and night in the sun at the first Global Gathering in Stratford-Upon-Avon. Proper decent nights mate let me tell ya. But there’s one place we hadn’t conquered yet - the holy grail of clubbing - Ibiza. 

I’d heard many a tale of the white isle, of course. We knew people who’d been to this dreamy distant land and told stories of dancing in grand halls to the best DJ’s in the world as the morning sun came through, and we were desperate for a piece of the action, to leave our little bit of hedonistic history on the Island. So we saved as many pennies as we could and headed on the two flight from Stanstead to Ibiza for the Closing parties of the 2001 season. But, we had no idea of the storm we were flying into.

The anticipation was at al all time high as we sat in the departure lounge at Stansted, hearts racing, stomachs fluttering—not just with excitement, but from the little disco biscuits we’d just necked before boarding the plane to kickstart the next few weeks of absolute carnage. The airport, usually a place of mind-numbing boredom, became our first makeshift rave, a pre-party warm-up before we even set foot on the White Isle. Laughter bubbled out of us uncontrollably as we whispered excitedly about what lay ahead—iconic clubs, endless nights that bled into days.

Back then, sneaking a small stash through customs was almost laughably easy. A little bag of pills, a bit of Wizz, just enough to tide us over until we got our bearings on the island. We thought we were being cautious, bringing only a modest supply to get through those first couple of days. But we underestimated one thing—Ibiza had a way of consuming everything: time, energy, money, and most of all, gear. What seemed like a reasonable amount back in England barely lasted the first 48 hours in paradise.

When we finally touched down in the early hours of Sunday morning, exhausted but buzzing, we made our way to our hotel in San An. The plan was to grab a few hours kip before the madness began, but Ibiza had other ideas. We may have drifted off briefly, but any semblance of rest was shattered when Milky shot bolt upright in bed. He rubbed his eyes, glanced around the room, and then, with the urgency of a man possessed, yelled:

“Lads and ladies, we’re in Ibiza, and we have NOT come here to sleep!”

And just like that, any thoughts of pacing ourselves were thrown out the fucking window.

What followed was, without a shadow of a doubt, the biggest, most relentless bender of our lives. Sleep became a distant memory, an afterthought we laughed about as the days blurred into nights and back into days again.

Our old mate Blondy, who had been working out there for the season, was our golden ticket. She’d promised to sort us out with discounted club passes, but when we met up with her, she went above and beyond. Not only did she come through with cheap entry to the biggest nights, but she also secured VIP passes—the kind of access we could only have dreamed of back home. And as if that wasn’t enough, she casually mentioned that her fella was a dealer.

“Anything you want,” she grinned, “mates’ rates.”

It was the kind of luck you couldn’t script. An all-access pass to the world’s best clubs and a direct line to a never-ending supply of gear. At the time, it felt like we’d won the lottery. What they didn’t realise was just how much we could put away, so a decision he may come to regret a in time.
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First night - Judgement Sunday
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Getting ready in the hotel, already deep into the holiday vibe, felt electric. This wasn’t just any night—it was our first night in Ibiza. The anticipation was insane, a raw energy running through the apartment as everyone buzzed with excitement. This had the potential to be the greatest night of our lives.

Fresh from the shower, you could feel the energy ramping up. The place was alive—someone in the bathroom wrestling with a hairdryer, another rummaging through a suitcase for an outfit, half-finished drinks cluttering the counter. The bass from the speaker thumped through the room, the tunes setting the tone for the night ahead. Already overflowing ash trays and baggies laying around. Balcony doors were flung open, the warm evening air mixing with the scent of aftershave and perfume. Outside, the sun had dipped below the horizon, leaving behind a sky tinged with deep purples and oranges. The night was calling.

Obviously, the boys were ready first. Mads was rocking his signature beige three-quarter-length trousers, a baggy yellow Allstar t-shirt, and fresh trainers. Kenny had his dark hair styled with military precision, swept effortlessly to one side. He kept it simple but sharp—black shorts, a plain white top, and trainers. Then there was Milky, ever the character, in his denim three-quarter lengths, a black and white Nike vest, and—of course—his trademark bucket hat and sunnies.

With the girls still getting ready, the lads took it upon themselves to kick the night off properly, heading downstairs to the bar. Cocktails were a must—something fruity, something strong. It was only a quick mission, but it added to the build-up, a prelude to what was coming.

Not long after, they returned, drinks in hand, the condensation beading on the glasses as they handed them out. And then—finally—the girls emerged, looking every bit the English club birds they were.

Erin, had curled her hair into tight blond curls, she had a pair of violet lensed sunnies covering her beautiful blue eyes, a pink polka dot vest with small straps going behind her neck, tight white shorts and trainers. Willow had opted for something entirely unexpected, abandoning her usual soft, floral aesthetic for a bolder, edgier look. Instead of her signature flowery dress, she stepped out in a pair of camouflage three-quarter-length trousers, the muted tones contrasting sharply against her pal skin. A fitted black vest hugged her frame, simple yet striking, and her signature tight ginger curls tumbled freely, wild and untamed. A pair of sleek black sunglasses completed the look, obscuring her eyes and adding an almost rebellious edge to her transformation. Marley, looked the elegant club chic that she claims to be by wearing a white bikini top and loose fitting black trousers.
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