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    To all those that if they know, they know...!!

      

    



  	
        
            
            Survival is not a given. 
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Like no other
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Forget everything you think you know about anything you have ever experienced. Crasher, Gods, Passion, Ministry, are nothing compared to the madness that awaits at The Southcoast Weekender. A place where words like "coast" and "sand" hold no meaning, where families on holiday would be horrified by the debauchery and chaos. No grains of sand to be found here, only buckets - but not for building sandcastles. These buckets serve a different purpose, one that involve a plastic bottle, some tinfoil and the dirtiest smoke you’ll ever see. This was not your average rave, this is a brutal, unapologetic descent into madness. The Southcoaster is a place where souls are shattered and spirits lost forever in a haze of soul-bending substances. Seasoned canners would enter the grounds and emerge days later, their minds twisted and their bodies drained. But we were not afraid, oh no. We came here to obliterate ourselves and to get bang fucking on it until we sulked home in a broken mess on Monday morning. This was no place for the weak or faint-hearted; this is where we left our sanity at the door and embraced the chaos with open arms. If it's your first time experiencing this insanity, just know that nothing, and I mean nothing, can prepare you for what you're about to face! Brace yourselves, kids, this is the real deal. And trust me, it's going to hurt!
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Thursday 18:00:
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Milky was doing his rounds to pick up the weekend supplies, first stop, his trusted dealer who he’d arranged to meet in the Queens Head carpark just off the North Orbital,

“Oi oi Milky, me most loyal customer, jump in bruv’ said Johno as he welcomed him into the motor.

“Alright Johno, how's me director of supplies?” asked Milky with a grin. It was a nickname he’d given Johno when they first started their “business” together.

“Yeah yeah all good bruv, business is booming, you know? What you lot up to this weekend?” asked Johno.

“Ahhh bruv, we're off to the Southcoast Weekender, down fucking' South somewhere. Gonna be a mad one” replied Milky.

“Oh, so that's why you need so much gear then” chuckled Johno.

“I ain't even sure this will last, you know what we're like?” said Milky.

“Well I ain't driving down bloody south in the middle of the night when you run out!” laughed Johno. “Here ya go, 60 pills, a quarter of base, and a quarter of Mandy. Should keep ya going for the first night.”

The deal was done, easy as that, they said their goodbyes and wished each other a merry weekend, next stop, Willows house to pick her and some greenery up.

As Milky drove over to Willows' house, every turn of the road seemed to bring him closer to a sense of excitement and anticipation. The weight of their weekend supplies in the glove box added to the gravity of the situation, reminding him that they were about to embark on a much-needed escape from reality, but also reminding him not to drive like a twat as if he got pulled over he’d be fucked. Willow emerged from her house, a vision of beauty with her long hair flowing in the wind. A mischievous glint danced in her eyes as she beckoned him inside.

The familiar smell of weed greeted them as they entered the living room, instantly transporting Milky back to countless previous visits. “Good evening Mr. and Mrs. Reid,” said Milky with his endearing cheeky smile.

“Ahhh, Milky, the son we never had, come in,” Mr. Reid chuckled as he passed Milky a half-smoked joint.

“Don’t mind if I do, Sir,” replied Milky gratefully, taking a drag before passing it along.

“And here, a quarter of our freshest greenery just for you, Milky,” Mrs. Reid said with a warm smile as she handed him a bag of fragrant buds and a big cuddle.

Milky handed over the cash, said his thanks, then left with Willow to take her to Erins house where she would be staying the night before the weekend starts tomorrow.

Erin's house was a modest abode tucked away on the outskirts of town, a quaint little cottage with a garden overflowing with wildflowers. As they pulled up to the driveway, Erin emerged from the front door, Marley by her side, as they’d been since the day they met, her face lighting up at the sight of Milky and Willow.

"Hey you two! Ready to kick off the weekend in style?" Erin exclaimed, excitement bubbling in her voice as she greeted them warmly.

Milky opened the glove box, revealing the treasure trove of supplies they’d amassed for their adventure. Erin's eyes widened in delight as she surveyed the goods, a playful smirk dancing on her lips.

"Looks like we're not holding back," Erin chuckled, her big blue eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Let's get this party started!"

"You girls have fun now," he said with a wink, "Just try not to do anything I wouldn't do." Erin rolled her eyes and retorted, "And you boys better not eat all that gear tonight. Actually, why don't you leave it here?" Milky laughed, "That's not a bad idea, Erin. You know us too well darling."

With that, Milky said his goodbyes to the girls who spent the evening rolling joints, packing pills into tiny baggies, and sharing stories of past escapades that left them roaring with laughter. The air was thick with the promise of hedonistic indulgence that awaited them, but that was tomorrow, they all needed to try get some sleep, as lets face it, they won’t be getting much, if any, between tomorrow and Monday,
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