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In the beginning 
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It’s hard to pinpoint exactly when and where the era of the Superclub was conceived—arguably sometime in the mid-'90s, though some would say much earlier. But one thing was certain: the mere mention of names like Crasher, Gods, Cream, and Passion was enough to send butterflies fluttering through the stomachs of any self-respecting raver. These weren’t just clubs; they were temples, shrines to the music, where the faithful gathered week after week to worship under the strobe lights and pounding bass.

We were on the fringes of a secret society, woven into the fabric of something much bigger than ourselves. The veterans of the illegal rave era still held the torch, their battle-worn faces carrying the legacy of warehouse nights and fields full of wide-eyed, blissed-out dancers. But they weren’t ready to hand the baton over just yet—so we joined them. Side by side, we stood at the edge of something new, something wild, something about to explode.

The rolling basslines came surging over the hills, a fresh, raw energy that hit like a freight train. This was different—darker, faster, out of control—and we were ready to dive headfirst into the chaos. The momentum was unstoppable, the nights stretching into mornings, the mornings bleeding into the next weekend’s anticipation. A whole new era was coming straight for us—and we were bang up for it.

As the underground scene buzzed with anticipation, a new wave of energy crackled in the air, thick with the promise of something unstoppable. The Superclubs stood like towering beacons, their neon glow calling out to all who craved this fresh rhythm, this raw electricity surging through the veins of the dancefloor. They promised more than just a night out—they offered an awakening, an invitation to step into a world where the music wasn’t just heard but felt, lived, breathed.

We were caught in the midst of a metamorphosis, standing between two eras—the old guard, the pioneers who had built the foundations of the scene, still gripping the echoes of the old days. But they weren’t here to resist the shift; they were here to guide us, to stand beside us, to pass the torch without letting the fire burn out. They reassured us that it was okay to let go, to embrace this new chapter, to dive headfirst into the unknown.

And so we did.

We stood side by side, shoulder to shoulder, brothers and sisters in sound, as the next wave crashed over us. It was more than just a movement; it was a revolution, a collective uprising against the mundane, a rebellion through rhythm. The music wasn’t just a backdrop to our nights—it was the night, a declaration of unity, a shared vow to lose ourselves under the strobe-lit sky and find something greater in return.

We knew we were stepping into uncharted territory. Change wasn’t just coming—it was already here, pounding in every bassline, shimmering in every breakdown. The Superclubs weren’t just venues; they were temples of transformation, symbols of a cultural shift so massive that it would redefine not just our weekends, but the very fabric of our lives.

Brace yourselves, night animals — this isn't some glossy party tale. What you’re about to dive into is raw, unfiltered chaos. A brutal, drug-soaked descent into the kind of madness that scrapes at your soul and leaves your brain buzzing for days. This is the dark underbelly of the night — twisted, loud, and relentless.

So strap the fuck in. Because the insanity you’re about to witness? It really happened. And it’s uglier, louder, and more beautiful than you’re ready for.
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What goes up
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Of course, clubbing isn't all lasers, strobes and epic hair tingly chords, as the old saying goes, what goes up, must come down, and the fall from an almighty high is fucking rank mate! The inevitable comedown from a two- or three-day bender was no laughing matter, it lurked around the corner like a suffocating shadow waiting to pounce as the energy drained away with the fading high after days on end fuelled by an irresistible abuse of drugs and alcohol, it was not for the faint-hearted. Many a strong cainer, male and female, have crumbled into an unrecognisable mess after a monster session and never fully resurfaced on the other side to tell the tale.

The rush of the incredible high that Club-fuelled drugs deliver was like no other, but eventually, it has to a crash. The journey into darkness and despair, deeper than anyone could imagine, was inevitable for those brave enough to indulge. Some lasted longer than others, depending on your tolerance, but eventually, everyone, would slide uncontrollably into the dark world of the come-down.

A mixture of no sleep, lack of food, lack of any liquids that were not heavily alcohol based and the inevitable evaporation of the drugs floating away into a distant, and often forgotten, memory, out of every paw on your body, can transport you to a dark place, and unless you have a really cool bird to help you pick up the pieces on a Sunday night and tell you every is going to be OK, a place where you are best off alone. That way you don’t have to answer to anyone or get into any uncomfortable situations. Lock yourself in your room, only to come out of your sanctuary to answer the door to the pizza guy, which you’re not actually sure you can stomach, but you gota eat something, locked away with plenty of water, something to smoke, preferably a few joints, just to ease the pain, or delay the inevitable until tomorrow morning, some nice tunes, oh and a dirty little stash of porn, DVD preferable, but an old sticky mag will do just as good.

It’s in those last precious moments of the weekend in the depths of Sunday night that you can reflect, or try to remember, what the fuck happened between finishing work on Friday, and now. It's a place for some serious soul searching, whilst more often than not still tingling from those last drops of narcotic energy flowing through your blood stream, which makes you want to cry and laugh all at the same. It’s the place where you question your life choices, you may regret some of those choices, especially the ones you cannot fucking remember. Oh the dread of not remembering is enough to bring you out in cold sweats. I didn’t? Did I? Surely, I didn’t? But, thinking about it, oh fuck, I think I did! Are thoughts that often cross your confused and paranoid mind on a Sunday night. These dark moments are also where you realise that coming straight towards you at the speed of light, and there is absolutely fuck all you can do about it, Yep, just around the corner is that massive stupid cunt, known as.... MONDAY!!

When the alarm goes off for the 5th time and it dawns on you that you can no longer stay in the warm and safe sanctuary of your bed, and it confirms that Cuntday, in all of its wanky glory, has arrived, and you are about to pathetically limp directly into a day of hell, Monday morning at work, what a fucking bitch!

The dread of having to actually move, and see people, and to work the whole fucking day is enough to bring fear to the most hardened weekend junkie, and we were no different, in-fact, the harder you hit it the harder to fall, there is no ‘getting used to it’ Monday mornings after a super sesh, always have, and always will, suck fucking balls.

The first moment you see someone, someone who has probably slept for a total of around 24 hours or so since you last saw them, they’ve been shopping, walked the dog, gone to watch a game of footy down the local park, had a nice round of golf, a roast cooked by the missus, and even washed the fucking car, someone who has no fucking idea, not one bit, what you are going through, and the moment where you have to talk for the first time, is, to put simply, a terrifying moment! 

Monday.

Fuck.

You walk into work and everyone is congregating around the coffee machine whilst moaning about what little shits their kids have been, or how the in-laws are interfering in this and that, or how their other half is useless at this at that, no fucking thanks you bunch and retards, and all you want to shout is - FUCK YOU ALL, FUCKING FUCK YOU FUCKING ALL, YOU FUCKING HORRIBLE CUUUUUUUUUNTS!! 

Of course, this could be easily avoided.... Pull a sicky, close the curtains, pull one off, go back to bed, and worry about shit another day... 
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Ell Club
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Ell club was where the magical journey begun. It was the first nightclub they stepped in as fresh faced 17-year old’s looking for an upgrade from drinking cheap cider and smoking solid on a park bench.
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