Chenny
The kid had been shuffling about the shop for a while. He’d flicked through at least thirty record sleeves with no intention of buying. He’d looked at the array of pipes, pot grinders, and cigarette papers on display in the glass cabinet underneath the shop counter. Finally, he had stopped deliberately to read a large promotional poster taking up the wall space behind the counter. The poster showed an image of a DJ playing to a large crowd. One of the clubbers was rising up from the dance floor towards a light source beaming down from above. It was reminiscent of a reconstructed alien abduction image. In the area of bright light at the top of the poster read the text: COAST WITH COZEINE, and underneath, in italics: ask at the counter for more details.
“Coasting with Cozeine, man! Ain’t no better feeling,” Chenny says to the new face in his store.
Chenny is a street-talking, overacting, liberated Californian who had somehow ended up in Brighton, on the south coast of England, selling Cozeine and occasionally records to drug tourists looking to broaden their minds.
“I’ve heard about this stuff, bruv, but you’ll need to educate me. Prices, quantities. I don’t know nothing. I’m just down here for the weekend, looking to party,” the kid speaks with confidence but looks nervous. He’s heard little about this new drug. The craze is in its infancy, but there is no denying that this thing is starting to blow up across the underground scene in areas of London.
“Let me ask you a question, my man. How many hanging with you tonight?” Chenny looks out of his shopfront window at the bunch of kids waiting outside.
The kid holds up a hand with his fingers spread. “Five.”
“Any of you guys coasted before?”
“It’s like I said, we’re new to this.”
Chenny addresses the nervous kid; he couldn’t be any older than 19. Another young rookie jumping on the hype train, traveling to an unknown destination.
“So, here’s how it’s gonna work, kid. I can’t supply you with anything outta the shop, it’s a licensing thing, but I can take your dollar. I’ll give you a voucher with details of the club printed on the back. You come to the club, after nine tonight, they’ll shoot you up, and you can coast with your friends there. We can’t let you take this shit unsupervised. Not the first time. Ya follow?”
The kid looks out towards his mates.
“Why don’t you go and grab yourself a beer? Chat about it. Come back later if you’re still down for partying. My door is open until six-thirty,” Chenny picks up a piece of vinyl from the deck on his counter and places it carefully back in its sleeve.
“How much?” the kid asks.
“For five first-timers... you’re gonna need 10 mil. No more than that. It’s fifty-a-mil.”
The kid says nothing.
“Ten milliliters at fifty pounds each. That’s five hundred pounds, my man. And you’re going to need to pay an entry fee for the club on top of that. Fifty each.”
Chenny sees the eyes widen on the kid’s face. Seven hundred and fifty quid on top of their hotel, drinks, and trains. That’s quite a wedge.
“No problem.” The kid pulls out a stack of notes from his pocket.
Chenny is surprised by the roll of notes. “You and your boys pushing product yourselves, eh?”
“Hustling, bruv. Just like you.”
“I ain’t judging you, dog,” Chenny says, picking up the bunch of notes the kid has dropped on the counter in front of him.
Chenny counts the money and posts the notes through a thin letterbox installed on the wall to the side of the counter. He pulls out a phone from his pocket and taps at the screen.
“It’ll take a minute.”
A moment later, a small envelope is pushed back through the letterbox from the other side. Chenny pulls it from the metal jaw and empties the contents on the counter between the two of them.
“One voucher, about the size of a business card, with some details written in blue ink.”
“Take a look, my man.” Chenny indicates for the kid to pick up the voucher.
On the front is what you are paying for. Chenny points to the only two things written on the front: 10ML: FIVE HIGH.
“Five high,” the kid mutters.
“Ya’ll participating, right?”
“Right,” the kid says quietly. He turns the voucher over. Typed, and underlined, on the reverse of the card is one word and a number.
COAST 097870039483. 
“Text COAST to that number after nine tonight, and you’ll be sent the postcode of the club,” Chenny says.
“Bruv, from what I read, this stuff ain’t illegal yet,” the kid says. “This is a lot of smoke and mirrors for a legit night, no?”
“Who said anything about the police? This is a slippery world, my friend. It can be hard to stay on your feet.”
Chenny reaches out and takes the voucher from between the kid’s fingers. He then pulls out a UV light pen from under the counter and shines it across the voucher, lighting up an intricate scroll-like pattern across the whole card. Letters and numbers also flash up as the light bounces off the UV ink.
“These things are rare. Let’s keep it that way, my man,” Chenny says, and he hands the voucher back to the kid.
“Hey... you have a good night.”
The kid takes the voucher and exits.
Chenny listens to the excitement bubble up as the kid is reunited with his friends on the street outside.
The Californian walks out to the stalls in front of the counter and pulls out a record. He returns to his counter and drops the Jimmy Castor 12” onto his deck.
“It’s just begun.”
Spencer
Spencer has been a private investigator for a little over a year. He’d previously served for more than two decades in the Metropolitan police force, involved in some of the most brutal and high-profile gangland cases since the turn of the century. He’d resigned from the force on his fortieth birthday, thanks in part to an unexpected inheritance.
Spencer’s parents had both died in a helicopter crash during a sightseeing tour of the Grand Canyon. Although he’d never considered his parents wealthy, the sale of their house alongside the payouts of some canny investments his father had made had enabled Spencer to relocate to his childhood holiday destination, Brighton. He hadn’t put the two together at the time, but going back to Brighton was his way of trying to reconnect with his parents, their family ‘happy place.’
What he hadn’t considered was how empty his life would be without the hustle and bustle of the force, the banter with his colleagues. And, although the walk along the seafront was always uplifting, Brighton could get cold in the winter and far too busy in the summer.
After a couple of months on the coast, and on the couch, Spencer went ahead and set up his own private investigation agency. It was more out of boredom than necessity or burning ambition.
His first three inquiries were for lost pets, which he ignored. He received a request for a corporate due diligence report; he ignored that too. Then, for the past four months, nothing but spam. So the unread email sitting at the top of his inbox, reading: URGENT HELP REQUIRED – Missing Person Enquiry... is a somewhat shamefully welcome sight.
Spencer opens the mail...
Dear Mr. Whitlock,
My husband and I are looking to utilize a private investigation agency, such as yours, to help locate our daughter.
We have filed a missing person’s report, and we have spoken many times to the Brighton police about Ellie’s vanishing. However, so far they have found nothing.
We are very concerned for her safety. Are you able to help us?
Yours sincerely,
Margaret Collins and Jeffrey Collins
Spencer had set up the agency with the knowledge that local police forces tend to fail. They simply don’t have the funding or the expertise that their European counterparts have.
He had not worked a case for over six months. Not that he was concerned with being ‘rusty’ or ‘out of touch.’ Nothing like that. It was more about getting motivated. Spencer saw this as an opportunity to bring some discipline back into his life, some law, and some much-needed order.
He replied immediately...
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Collins,
I am sorry to hear of the disappearance of your daughter. I’m sure you are both incredibly worried. I appreciate the local police are probably doing all they can, but of course, the more resources you can assign to finding your daughter, the quicker we can help find her.
I will need some more information prior to agreeing to the case, and I’m sure you will need some reassurances and additional information regarding fees, etc., from my end.
Do you have availability at the end of this week to meet in person?
Yours sincerely,
Spencer Whitlock
Spencer sends the email and opens a new Google page. He enters the search term: Ellie Collins.
The Kids
Zac was feeling pleased with himself. He’d delivered inasmuch as he had secured the voucher, and the night ahead was now full of excitement and anticipation. The group of five lads had booked into a nice hotel down at the marina. They had spread themselves across a family suite and a double. Both rooms were located on the third floor.
They had gathered in the family suite. Zac had the phone in his hands, ready to text. Terry and Lee were perched on the bed. Bants was pacing the room, and Stu was pulled up to the desk, chalking five skinny lines.
“It’s 9 PM,” Zac announced.
“Give it a few minutes,” Bants suggested. “We don’t want to look too keen or desperate.”
“That’ll give you time to get this lot down ya,” Stu said as he leaned down to the desk and snorted one of the lines away.
The remaining four formed some kind of queue, each eager to be next so they wouldn’t end up with the smallest line. At the same time, they didn’t want to come across as too eager and give off a “desperate junkie” vibe.
Zac cleared the last line. He instantly pulled the phone from his pocket and entered the word COAST into his messaging app. “Bants, read the number out to me, mate,” Zac asked.
He entered the final digit and pressed send.
“Done,” Zac said.
“All in,” Terry replied.
“Stu, call a taxi. We should be ready to move into town, right?” Lee suggested.
Stu ordered the taxi, and they headed down to reception to wait for the cab and for the directions to their coast club.
The taxi arrived 25 minutes later, but they had yet to receive a location.
“Shall I text them again?” Zac asked.
“Calm, geez,” Bants offered.
They gathered in the taxi and instructed the driver to head towards the town centre. Zac was focused on his phone, waiting.
“I’m down to 30% on this,” Zac said, waving his phone aloft.
“Is this close enough?” the driver asked, pulling up in a layby on a main street.
“This’ll do, mate,” Stu replied as he spotted a busy pub across the road from them.
The kids headed into the bar. Zac and Lee grabbed a table while the rest headed to the bar to get the round in.
As Zac took his seat, he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket.
“Got a message,” he announced to Lee before pulling out his phone and swiping the screen.
“We’re on! BN3 5XA.” Zac opened his maps app and punched in the postcode. “7 minutes walk. Down on the seafront.”
The lads returned with the pints. “Sup up, boys. It’s just around the corner,” Lee said, holding his pint in the air. “Cheers! Here’s to a good night.”
Spencer and the Collins
This must be incredibly worrying for both of you.” Spencer says as he thumbs through the photos, reports, and printed emails spread out on the table in front of them. “And you say this is the first and only time Ellie has gone missing?”
“She’s a very homely girl for a twenty-two-year-old,” Margaret Collins offers. “She wasn’t one for going out every weekend, drinking, clubbing, festivals, any of that. It just wasn’t her. She has a couple of close friends, and when they do go out, it’s usually to do something cultural... you know, theatre, museums, that kind of thing. So to just disappear is very out of character.”
“The police say the last trace they have of Ellie is CCTV footage of her coming out of the Mint Club in Jubilee Street and getting into a car, a silver Mercedes E-Class, around 2 am,” Jeffery Collins says, as if he doesn’t believe the information. However, after shuffling through a few photos, he pushes an image across the desk to Spencer. “That’s her there, getting into the Merc.”
Spencer takes a look at the image. It’s pretty good quality for a CCTV unit. “And you’re sure this is her?” he asks.
“It’s her,” Margaret replies. “You can tell by the jumper. The stars. It was a jumper she knitted herself. Very bold.” 
“Unique.” Jeffery confirms.
Spencer looks again. The image clearly shows a female getting into the back of a Mercedes. She is perched forward, exposing the back of her jumper, which has a pattern of stars dotted randomly across it.
“You say the Mercedes is silver?” Spencer asks. “Have the police confirmed this?”
“They have more footage of it from other CCTV cameras, prior to collecting Ellie. Some of the footage is in color. They think the car is local, but it has false plates, so they’ve been unable to trace it,” Jeffery says. “So, what are the next steps?”
“I’ll take a look at the police reports, get up to speed with where they are at, and chat to the staff at the club. You’ll be surprised at how suspicious some club owners are of the police. Most of them are more open to chatting to a PI than a PC,” Spencer says optimistically. “Did the police give you a timeline of Ellie’s movements that night?”
“She arrived at the club around 9:40 pm,” Jeffery says. “She had been in a restaurant in Hove before then. Her friends and her phone tracking confirm this too. They went for something to eat, called a taxi, and went to the club from the restaurant.”
“It’s just so unlike anything she would do,” Margaret says with a small wobble in her voice.
“I think that’s enough for me to get started,” Spencer says, sensing the emotions are beginning to fray. “I’ll keep you updated as and when I have something to report. And it goes without saying, if you think of anything, no matter how insignificant you think it is, please call me.”
Spencer had thought about letting them know what he’d found out about Ellie through searching social media profiles, dating sites, etc. But he thought it best for them to preserve the image they currently hold of Ellie for as long as possible, in the event that this situation may not have a happy ending. But the truth was, Ellie wasn’t as clean-cut as her parents had made out. She was active on at least two of the main dating sites, one of which was renowned for its ‘one-night-stand’ appeal. Her social media posts also portrayed someone who was outgoing, street-savvy, and he had to admit, very opinionated. Certainly not the shrinking violet that her parents had wanted him to believe.
It seems Ellie was living two lives, meaning he had two personalities to unravel.
He’d met the parents. It was time to meet the friends.
The Mint Club
The Mint Club is nestled under the arches on the seafront. It’s a dimly lit space with several smaller rooms peeling off from the main dance area. The central space has a long bar running along the back wall. The staff are all dressed in vibrant green polo shirts with the word “MINT” printed in white across the back.
“Look” Zac says over his shoulder to the group, nodding towards the DJ booth. “The American geezer.”
The gang pays little attention as they make their way to the bar.
“So, what do we do now?” Stu asks as they gather at the bar.
“Let’s get some drinks in. I’ll ask the bar staff,” Zac replies.
A few seconds later, one of the barmen approaches the gang. “What can I get you?”
“We’ll have 5 bottles of Peroni, please,” Zac replies, having noted they don’t sell draught. The barman places the opened bottles on the bar in front of the group. Zac peels a couple of £20s from his pocket and hands them to the barman, along with his Coast voucher.
The barman takes the notes and looks at the voucher. “You need to keep hold of this for now. It’s not time yet. Don’t worry. They’ll come and get you when it’s time.” The barman hands the voucher back to Zac and paces back down the other end of the bar.
“Fucking hell, this shit’s tight,” Zac says to the gang.
“It better be worth all the hype, bruv,” Bants says.
“This shit is legit, dem still got it locked down tighter than Hannibal Lecter, mate,” Lee chimes in.
The lads take a seat in a booth situated to the side of the dance floor. Lager slips down easily, and conversation is kept superficial. Their minds are firmly fixed on what awaits. They had first heard of Coasting through the hierarchy of drug dealers on their Croydon estate.
It’s a new drug that had come over from the sleepy backstreets of Belgium. It’s reported to have the power to ‘unlock the soul,’ allowing your spirit to elevate beyond your body. It’s believed that this transcendental high enables users to float in spirit form around their environment and that the drug unlocks the same sensation, the same journey, that humans experience during their final moments in life.
Originally, it was labeled the ‘Ghost’ drug as it gives you the very real experience of existing in spirit form.
The drug is administered through injection. Standard needles, however, were incapable of administering the shot. The drug was distributed along with mint-needles, a heavy electronic, metallic needle with a glass chamber. A vial of Coast is pushed into the top of the chamber. Once loaded, the user waits for a small green light to appear on the side of the chamber. The tip of the needle that protrudes from the bottom of the chamber is held against the user’s neck. The tip itself is the size of a cocktail stick; from appearance, it looks like the tip goes to a point, but in actual fact, the tip is made up of over 30 nano-needles with minuscule cavities. One on its own would be useless, but administered together, the needles can release just enough of the dose. Once all the tips are pressed against the skin, the chamber will automatically empty, pushing a dose of Coast into the body of the user. It’s a painless experience and visually looks much more sinister and violent than it is.
Once the Coast enters the body, it takes effect almost immediately.
“My man!” Chenny says to Zac as he joins the lads, fresh from his DJ booth. “You excited, Dog?”
“Hey mate. Yeah, we ready to bang. Just waiting on your guys to lock and load,” Zac says.
“I got you, man!” Chenny replies. “They’re just preparing your room now. I’m just gonna run over some health ‘n’ safety shit with you guys, and I’m going to need you to listen. We ain’t playing. Ya follow?”
The lads lean forward. He has their full attention.
Chenny smiles, then, in turn, he looks at each of them in their eyes.
“Three things to be aware of. One, you dogs are gonna float, outta ya body. You’re gonna drift about the club. It’s going to be beautiful. You are going to get excited, happy, high. But, DO NOT LEAVE the club. If you leave, there’s a good chance you ain’t coming back. And if you ain’t coming back, YOU AIN’T COMING BACK, ‘cause you’ll be dead... and that’s ‘cause...
Two, if you don’t return to your own body within three hours, your ‘skin’ can reject you. Lock you out. You’ll be a coast-spirit, and your body will die. Coast-spirits can only last a few hours at most. Then they die too.
Three, make sure you return to your own body. Look, it’s not like trippin’, yeah, you’ll be aware of what’s happenin’ to ya’ll. You’ll have an amazing euphoric experience, and ya’ll be in full control of your actions. So there should be no confusion about which body you return to... make sure it’s your own skin, Dog. If you enter a different body, there’s a chance that it’ll accept you, and that’ll lock your homeboy here outta his body. Ya follow? Now, you can hop in and out of each other’s skins as much as you like, my brothers - but body swapping ain’t like body popping... it has some badass, nasty side effects, and I’m warning ya’ll. Don’t be playin’ that game. But look, that’s a lesson for another time.”
One of the staff in their vibrant green polo shirt approaches the booth and whispers something in Chenny’s ear.
“It’s time, my brothers,” Chenny smiles. “It’s time.”
The Friend
Spencer had seen Charlotte many times before, as she had appeared often in Ellie’s social media content. They’re obviously close friends. Best friends, most likely. Charlotte is the same age as Ellie, 22. They’d met a couple of years ago at Brighton University, having enrolled in the same course, Biochemistry.
Spencer had reached out to Charlotte via a DM on Twitter. She had agreed to meet him at a Starbucks in town.
“I still can’t get my head around it,” Charlotte began. “It’s been over a month now. The police are doing fuck all. How hard can it be to track down a Mercedes? Fuck sake. I mean, have you seen how much CCTV there is out there, and they can’t track a fucking car.”
Spencer is taken aback by Charlotte’s language. Her voice, tone, and vocabulary don’t seem to reconcile with her petite frame, fresh, innocent face, and gentle demeanor.
“What do you think happened, Charlotte?” Spencer asks.
“I think she’s left the club with some bloke, and he’s obviously killed her, or even worse, has her chained up in some skanky basement somewhere.” Charlotte’s face distorts to show her disgust as the visual impression of what she’s just said lands in her mind’s eye.
“What makes you think she left with a male?”
Charlotte looks confused by the question. “Why else would she leave without me? She’d obviously pulled. Ellie always pulls when we go out. She’d usually tell me, though. That’s what makes this weird. It’s not like Ellie to just dump me at the club on my own. But, hey, I’ve seen the photo of her getting in that Merc. She wasn’t forced. She left, on her own, willingly. I’m guessing with some bloke, but I just don’t know.”
“Was she chatting to blokes in the club?” Spencer asks.
“No. It’s not really that sort of club.”
“What sort of club is it?”
“It’s tricky to explain.”
Spencer pushes, “Fetish, Gay, Bondage, Role Play, Rave?”
“Role Play? Is there a club for that?” Charlotte asks.
“Probably! I don’t know, there’s a club for everything these days. Anyway.....”
“Look, it’s a drug-type club. People go there to take drugs.”
“People go to most clubs and take drugs, don’t they?” Spencer suddenly feels much older.
“Yeah, true, but the Mint Club is specifically set up to take drugs, more specifically, to take ‘a’ drug. Look, I don’t want to get in trouble, so if I tell you more about it, then it has to be off the record. Agreed?”
Spencer places his notebook in a side pocket of his jacket and places his hands on the table. “OK, I’m all ears.”
The shoot up
The lads are led down some steps towards a basement room. The muted throb of the bass from the floor above bounces around the stairwell as they make their way into the belly of the Mint Club.
They enter a small room. The walls are painted dark grey. There are monitor speakers integrated into the ceiling playing the sounds from the club upstairs at a low volume. An ‘L-shape’ sofa is pushed into the far corner.
There is a fridge of beers next to the sofa, and a couple of large leather antique armchairs are placed facing the sofa in the remaining space. If the room had a desk, it would feel like the office of a second-hand car garage in the country.
Chenny grabs some beer bottles from the fridge and passes them around. Zac uses the end of his lighter to pop the tops off the beers.
A few moments later, one of the Mint Club staff appears with a tray of five metallic-looking syringes.
“These are the mint needles I was telling y’all about. This is some proper kit, let me tell you,” Chenny says.
The boys look at each other, nervously, excitedly.
“Here’s how we gonna roll,” Chenny starts. “My man here is gonna go first.” Chenny points at Zac. “Then the rest of you will step up in the order that you are sitting now, going clockwise. My man here is going to administer the shots. It goes in the neck, you just sit where you gonna be comfortable. Get into a position that you might adopt if you were going to sleep for a few hours.”
The boys all shuffle about a bit. There’s a bit of sniggering as they settle down, removing shoes and using the cushions scattered about the furniture as pillows.
Chenny assesses their positions, moves a couple of things here and there. “Right, now y’all ready for your first-ever coast. Remember, don’t leave this room. See this as your first step. Take it slow and steady. You’re gonna naturally, instinctively know how to move about, and y’all gonna have your mind blown by the experience.”
“How will we know when we have to return to our body?” Stu asks. “How do we even get back inside ourselves?”
“You’ll just know, dog. This shit is instinctive. When it’s time to return to your body, you will feel heavier, like your spirit is being dragged back to the ground, to your body. You would need to fight this feeling hard not to naturally drift back towards your body,” Chenny says. “You’ll simply dock your soul back into your body almost through some kind of auto-magnetism shit. Y’all drift slowly back into yourself, and eventually, you will open your eyes and be back in the present. With me.”
The man in the mint green top picks up a syringe from the tray and approaches Zac.
“Close your eyes, mate. See you in a couple of hours.” The man places the mint needles against Zac’s neck. He presses a button on the side of the chamber. There is a sharp noise, then the sound of compressed air being released. The green light on the side of the chamber turns red. The man places the spent needle back on the tray.
Zac doesn’t move. His body has no reaction at all.
The man goes clockwise around the room, administering each shot in turn to the group.
The man leaves with five empty syringes. Chenny turns the speakers down to a quieter volume from a control console on the wall. From the same console, he dims the lights a little. He gives a big grin before he himself leaves the room.
If you were to walk in on the room with no idea of the context, you would assume that you had walked in on five lads sleeping. But the reality could not be further from the truth.
Charlotte and Ellie’s secret dance
Spencer listens as Charlotte tells him about her first experience with Ellie and Coasting.
“We met these guys in a bar down near the seafront. They were fun, good-looking, charming,” Charlotte explains. “Charlotte was immediately into them. And I was as well, I suppose,” Ellie adds. “One of them, Luke, asked if we fancied something a bit different. We were obviously curious, so he told us all about coasting.”
“Charlotte and I had done pills a bunch of times. Coke. Ket. Mushrooms. So we were up for it. You only live once, right?” Charlotte says.
“Sure,” Spencer confirms.
“So they took us to this club down on the seafront.”
“The Mint Club?” Spencer asks.
“Yeah, the Mint Club. But this was a different night. Our first night. Yeah?”
“I understand,” Spencer assures her.
“Well, the club was a bit shit, to be honest. Empty, shit music. Crazy expensive to get in. Really, we wouldn’t have bothered if Luke and Sean hadn’t paid for us. Anyways, we had been in there about 20 minutes when someone led us to this room. It was really strange and a little scary. First of all, we were asked to sit with our heads resting on cushions, ready to go to sleep. They put blankets over Charlotte and me. Then some guy came in with a tray of needles and shot us all up. The effect was instant. I felt like I was being sucked upwards, like I had just woken up but with the most intense energy. It’s really hard to explain... Imagine you are asleep, right? Then suddenly you wake up, jump straight out of bed, and are ready to sprint an entire marathon. That’s what the first feeling is like. The energy level is insane. The feeling of being sucked out of your heavy, lifeless skin and all the pure energy in your body manifesting into your soul. And so you have no body to drag around with you. You feel weightless and unburdened of physical baggage. You feel pure. Then, you open your eyes for the first time, and that’s when you realize you are no longer in your body. You think you are going to be sat there with your head on the cushion, but you’re not. You’re above your body, looking down at yourself. That’s when the first hit of euphoria comes rushing in. You fall in love with yourself, you see how vulnerable your body is there on its own, and you want to give yourself a cuddle. It’s amazing. It’s, I want to say, Zen, but that won’t be doing it justice.”
“Is this some kind of hallucination or a dream?” Spencer asks.
Charlotte nods her head from side to side. “This is real. This is your non-physical being. Your soul. Your spirit. Whatever you want to call it, this shit is the real deal, and I am telling you, if there is an afterlife, we are all going to be hanging out somewhere in this form.”
“So this drug makes you believe that you are the spirit form of your original self?” Spencer asks, looking somewhat confused.
“You’ve never taken drugs, have you, Spencer?” Charlotte asks, already knowing the answer.
“No, I’ve seen the real damage drugs can do to families and societies, and...” Spencer replies in a police-soundbiting fashion before Charlotte cuts him short.
“Sure, but let’s leave the debate of legalization for another time,” Charlotte snaps. “I have taken drugs, and I have had a lot of good times. Sure, some of the come-downs are unpleasant, and some drugs cost way too much money. But the point of all drugs is escapism. People take drugs, including alcohol, to change the current way they feel. Coast isn’t like that. You are not escaping yourself or your emotions or past trauma. You are finding yourself. You are finding ‘you’ in the purest form. And when you find yourself, Spencer, then you will instantly understand what life is all about.”
“So this is an enlightenment?” Spencer asks delicately.
“I knew you were clever, Spencer. That’s exactly what Coast does. It enlightens you.”
“And Ellie had the same experience?” Spencer wants to bring the conversation back to the matter at hand.
“So, when I opened my eyes and looked down at my body, I cried. Not physical tears, you understand, and without any noise or sobbing or anything like that. I simply felt the pain leaving my soul as I would have if I was crying in my physical form. I then looked over to Ellie. She was looking at me. We smiled and moved towards each other and embraced as spirits. Again, we could not ‘feel’ our embrace, and our arms were not wrapped around each other, but we were embracing each other. We just knew it and felt it. Luke and Sean were present. Their spirits would drift in and out of focus, as if they were relevant but not essential to our Coasting experience. Then me and Ellie began communicating. We were talking, but, you know, not actually speaking.”
“Telepathically?” Spencer suggests.
“I guess so,” Charlotte says and then pauses. “But without constructed sentences and individual words. So Ellie was telling me that she missed her father. Her father is still alive. But she was telling me that his love was missing from this stage in her life.”
“And she told you this without words?” Spencer asks.
“This and loads of other stuff too. It’s like when you talk to people in your dreams. You can communicate and construct whole scenarios through thoughts. That’s the only way I can really explain it to you. There are a lot of similarities to dreaming, Spencer. But this is not dreaming. This is far more powerful than dreams.”
“And the night Ellie disappeared, you had been coasting?” Spencer asks.
“Yes. It was our third time, but something unusual did happen with Ellie.” Charlotte looks to the floor, fiddling nervously with her fingers, then looks again at Spencer. “She had some kind of episode while she was high. She began freaking out at something, then she faded out. I couldn’t see her or find her. I forced myself down to my body and re-entered.”
“Re-entered?” Spencer asks.
“My body, Spencer. I re-entered my physical self. I came down off the drug and woke up. I looked over to Ellie, but she was still out of it. We had only been coasting for twenty minutes or so. So I thought I should probably sit tight and wait a couple of hours for her to come down. But I got worried, so I went and got help from one of the Mint staff. Some American guy, I think he may have even been the DJ at the club, he came down, and they gave him a shot, and he went to look for her. They asked me to wait upstairs in a VIP area. Which I did. I waited for fucking hours. Then at about 3 a.m., someone came in and told me that Ellie had come down, she had been emotional, but that everything was ok. They said she had called herself a taxi and left the club. I called Ellie immediately, but she never answered. The next thing I know, I’m being shown pictures of her getting into a Mercedes outside the club.”
Charlotte begins sobbing hard into her hands. Spencer stands and pulls a pack of tissues from his pocket before handing her one.
“This has been really useful, Charlotte. Thank you so much for opening up about this stuff. How much of this have you told the police?” Spencer asks.
“Well, everything except the coasting stuff. I just said she was chatting with some guy, and so I had assumed she had left the club with him.”
“I’m going to need to visit this Mint Club,” Spencer says.
The come down
“Fuck me, that was so incredible, bruv,” Bants says to the lads as they all come to terms with what they have just experienced.
Stu looks across to Zac. “Mate, I didn’t know any of that shit about your brother. You kept that well quiet.”
“Yeah, that shit was deep, bro,” echoes Terry.
“There was a lot of stuff that came out up there. We’ve shared an experience here, gentlemen, and I want to leave it in here too, yeah? None of this shit follows us back to London. We’ve been given something precious here today. We’ve pulled back some layers and shredded some emotional baggage, and I, for one, feel incredible. But it stays here.” Zac is suddenly very conscious of his life and how he had just laid it bare to the gang. It felt good but ultimately exposed him, and that could have made him vulnerable.
“We hear ya, Zac. This shit is real, bruv,” Bants says. “We all learned something here today. I, for one, am leaving my ego at the seaside, mate. I don’t give a fuck what anyone shares about me. I’m a changed man, bruv. If you can’t see what’s real after what we’ve just been through, bruv, you need to go again right now!”
“I know what’s real, Bants. I just need it on lockdown until I know our next move,” Zac reiterates. “I got a lot of clarity on things up there. And the biggest thing I’m gonna take with me today is that this shit is gonna make us a lot of fucking money, man. That’s what I’m gonna figure out, Bants, and until I do, this shit stays on lockdown.”
Zac
It had been an expensive weekend. Zac was in his bedroom on the eleventh floor of Lexon House, an eighteen-story block of residential apartments sitting on the south side of a Croydon housing estate.
The estate was nice enough during the day, but as soon as the sun set, the streets filled with young lads and lasses, all trying to prove themselves.
Zac had grown up in this flat and, in his eyes, he’d been there for nineteen years too long. It was a two-bed, just him and his mum. His dad had disappeared before he was born, run off with a skank, his mum would tell him. His older brother, at the age of just thirteen, had been stabbed on the estate. This had happened when Zac was less than a year old.
As he had grown up, Zac had learned more about his brother. Rumours had a way of bouncing around the concrete shells of the Croydon high rises. Gang gossip had fueled him, and over the years Zac had defended his brother’s name in many street altercations.
This toughness had brought him to the attention of the gang leaders. Zac had been fast-tracked through the ranks of the leading gang in Croydon, the CR0z. The crows, as it was pronounced, were a gang nurtured by the Albanians since the late ‘90s to help sell coke into Croydon estates. They had become large and powerful and were often used as muscle in many of the Albanians’ turf wars across South London. Their name came from the central Croydon postcode. They were infamous for their violent, non-negotiable approach to drug dealing.
Zac had been selling coke, collecting bad debts, and enrolling new “talent” into the game for the past seven years. He’d ridden every type of street nightmare you could imagine. He was earning and saving a lot of cash. His long-term plan was to buy a bar in the Costa del Sol. He was more than happy to become a cliche in exchange for a peaceful life of freedom in the sun. His connections in the south of Spain gave him the ability to launder his cash and set up his new life with no questions asked.
He’d planned it already with Stu, just the two of them. No one else in the group was privy to the plan. His bosses were aware of his long game. It was an accepted route out of the game in today’s climate, a company pension if you will. But you don’t have to wait until you’re 65. In this game, you can cash in when you’ve earned enough to do it. It’s a good strategy for the gang leaders. Essentially, you are buying your way out of the life. But also, when you start pulling in the sort of money that buys you your get-out card, that’s when you naturally start bringing more heat on the gang. So it’s a good strategy and suits both gang and member.
Zac saw the potential of making a Coast deal between the Mint mob in Brighton and his London gang as a major step towards retirement. He just had to make the deal. Maybe there was an opportunity to franchise their model. It was a slick operation after all.
The CR0z ran a number of clubs across South London, so a network of venues was available to run the sessions. There was a good plan beginning to take shape.
Zac made his way to the train station and bought a return ticket to Brighton. He needed to meet with the people behind the Mint Club.
Zac and Chenny
Good night last weekend. That stuff is fierce,” Zac says as he approaches the counter of Chenny’s record shop.
“You and your boys had a good night, yeah?” Chenny replies.
Chenny is white, forty-two years old, and shorter than average height. He has a big frame, stocky, well-built. He dresses in clothes that are baggy and loose. He’d come over to Brighton from California in 1997, and that’s likely the same era his clothes are from. His refusal to grow up was part of his charm.
“Yeah mate, we had a great night. That shit is really interesting stuff, bruh,” Zac says.
“You wanting to go again already? Most people ain’t hungry for seconds for at least a month or two,” Chenny asks.
“Nah mate, I’m not here for vouchers.”
“Looking for vinyl?”
“I’m after an introduction, mate. I have a business proposition for you and your team.”
“Oh, ok. I see where you’re heading. You wanna sell it. Look, we get this all the time, people wanting to buy in bulk, move this stuff around. It doesn’t make business sense to us,” Chenny says. “First of all, it brings attention to our scene. We don’t want attention, we like the scene small and intimate, slowly, slowly, catchy monkey. If we can stay under the radar, then we can make more money playing the long game. Also, this shit needs to be taken responsibly, Dog. You can’t have people shooting up in parks and hostels, mixing it with other drugs, floating about with no control. That leads to problems and problems lead to regulations,” Chenny explains.
“I appreciate what you’re sayin’, mate,” Zac responds. “But we are on the same page, bruh. Look, the men I run with are proper. They gonna run things like your team runs things. I’m not talking about pushing on the street. I’m talking ‘The Mint Club, Brixton,’ ‘The Mint Club, Battersea,’ ‘The Mint Club, Richmond.’ You get the picture? My guys are well connected. We’ve got outlets for you to operate all across SW1, SW2. We can host it, staff it, police it, sell it. All you have to do is supply the Coast, the needles, and the training. Then when we’re up and running, you come get your profits. I’m looking at this like franchising, mate.”
“Once this shit hits London, it’s no longer on the down-low,” Chenny pushes back.
“What you talking about? It’s already common knowledge across London. Where do you think I heard about it?” Zac retorts. “Look, this shit is all over Europe right now. Clubs are popping up all over the place. That’s what my guys are telling me. So it’s going to come over here one way or another, and it’s going to blow up. I’m offering you the chance to fast track your enterprise and gain as much ground as you can before the land-grabbing begins.”
Zac presents his case clearly, and Chenny listens closely, mulling over the pros and cons in his mind.
“We’re a small crew,” Chenny proceeds, “with big ambitions. We have an exclusive import contract with our Dogs in Europe. They are the only manufacturer of Coast that we know of. So we’re not too worried about it blowing up just yet. That said, the contract is only a few months from renewal, so if we were to look at expansion, now would be the time to move.”
Zac smiles at Chenny. It’s the first opening his American friend had given him.
“I just want a meeting, that’s all I’m asking,” Zac says.
“Leave me your number. I’ll get back to you tomorrow, either way.”
“I appreciate that,” Zac says.
Access denied
Using Google Maps, Spencer finds the club’s location on the seafront easily enough. The Mint fills three archways and is a large unit by any measure. For such a big club, the signage is understated, to say the least. A lightbox, about the size of a sheet of A4 paper, is suspended on the wall space next to a large set of double doors. The lightbox is frosted white glass with the words “MINT” spaced out in black across the face of it. Spencer acknowledges to himself that the sign was probably much more attractive at night. He looks around on the wall for a doorbell or some kind of buzzer, but there’s nothing. He follows the brick walls between the arches, pacing the length of the club for an entry point. He finds nothing. How did they receive their deliveries? Spencer ponders.
After about twenty minutes of looking, but mainly loitering, Spencer gives up and heads to a nearby cafe. He grabs a coffee, takes a seat by the window, and stares out at the carcass of Brighton’s West Pier. It stands proud and bare as the sea lashes at its rusty legs.
Spencer could never understand why they hadn’t cleared the old ghost of a pier away. Some people loved the romance of its silhouette against an autumn sunset. Others reminisced of past seaside glories, Brighton in its heyday. Spencer saw it as an expensive clearance job for a lazy council.
He takes out his phone and immediately Googles “The Mint Club, Brighton. Deliveries.” He’d already extensively searched the club itself and had found nothing but their own website. There were no social media threads or TripAdvisor reviews or press releases. The club’s own site consisted of just a photo of the bar on the homepage with some generic text about ambient atmosphere, great sounds, VIP available, book your party... that kind of stuff. And a “Contact Us” page with a simple inquiry form; no phone number or email address was listed. Nothing too out of the ordinary for a club, Spencer had thought to himself.
Nothing of any note comes through from his search term, except for a link to the club’s own site.
He takes a sip of coffee and glances again at the pier. As he’s counting its rusty columns, a beer truck pulls to a stop at the traffic lights, obscuring his view.
Spencer stares at the beer truck, then returns to his phone. This time he searches, “Beer suppliers, Brighton clubs.” There are a few ads to scroll through before he hits a list of independent beverage suppliers for the area. There are nine in total.
The first couple he tries go as expected.
“Hi, it’s Phil at the Mint Club. We’re low on stock, and my boss has asked me to check on our next delivery date. Are you able to help?” Spencer puts on a bit of an East London accent in an effort to inhabit the role.
“Who did you say, the Mint Club? Never heard of you, pal!” is the response.
“Your next delivery isn’t coming from us, Phil. Are you sure you have the right supplier?” comes the second response.
Then he gets lucky.
“Hey Phil, I’m Sharon. Hold on a sec, my darlin’, I’m just going to call up your last order.” Spencer can hear Sharon tapping away on her keyboard. “You must have had a couple of good weekends, Phil, you’re not due a delivery for three weeks yet.”
“Yeah, we’ve had a few private parties,” Spencer improvises. “No problem, I’ll let my boss know it’s a few weeks. He’ll probably want me to bring it forward a week, but I better confirm it with him first. While I have you, can I just check on the delivery procedure you have on our notes? I think there was an issue with your driver not being able to deliver last time, and he had to come back.”
“Really?” says Sharon, sounding very surprised. “I didn’t hear anything about that. Hold on, let me have a look.”
Spencer stays silent.
“There’s nothing on the notes about a problem,” Sharon says. “Instructions are pretty clear. Call the mobile on arrival, and someone will meet our driver at the door.”
“Can I just check that number, please, Sharon?” Spencer asks.
He writes the number down on his pad, lets Sharon know that he’ll be back in touch with confirmation, and hangs up the call. Spencer is hit by a surge of adrenaline. It’s the first time he’s felt like an authentic private investigator since he’s embarked on this chapter of his life.
Spencer feels good as he crosses the road and makes his way back to the club. He has the number tapped in and is dialing as he approaches the double doors.
“Mint Club, how can I help?” a young lady answers.
“Hi, can I speak with Graham, the manager, please?” Spencer asks.
“Graham? The young lady responds. “Um, you mean Mike? or Chenny? There’s no Graham.”
“Oh sorry, my mistake, I’m reading the wrong diary entry. You’re right, it’s Mike I’m meeting with,” Spencer blags.
“He’s not back for an hour or so, he’s got meetings in town this afternoon.” There’s a pause. “Is he expecting you?”
“We didn’t confirm anything, just that I’d drop in this week. No drama. Will he be around tomorrow?” Spencer asks.
“He’ll be in from 11 am tomorrow, but he does have meetings scheduled all afternoon. Can I take your name, please, sir?”
“It’s Spencer. He’s expecting me. Are you able to schedule our meeting for 11:30 am?”
“I don’t have the access to edit his diary, and that’s not really my job, Spencer. But I will drop him an email and let him know you’re planning to come by and see him at 11:30 am tomorrow. I can’t guarantee that he’ll see you, of course.”
“Of course. Well, thanks for your help. See you tomorrow.”
Spencer hangs up the phone. It’s been a good day’s work.
Mike and Chenny
Mike’s office was a small yet opulent room at the back of the Mint Club on the ground floor. The walls were painted in a dark green, almost gray color, with the back wall adorned with an array of gray, green, and gold mosaic tiles. A standing lamp in the corner illuminated the space, casting little golden reflections off the shiny tiles.
Seated behind a solid rosewood art deco desk, Mike had his Apple laptop open, its illuminated logo reflecting back at Chenny, who sat across from him, waiting for their meeting to commence.
“I think I understood the main points from our phone conversation, Chenny. So, this young London lad wants to make a deal with us?” Mike fidgeted slightly in his seat, his agitation evident.
“Yeah, kinda. This kid, well, his ‘employers’ own quite a bit of square footage in town—clubs, to be precise. He’s proposing a franchise model, taking our successful blueprint here and replicating it in a couple of their clubs. Expansion,” Chenny explained.
“That goes against everything we’ve said, doesn’t it?” Mike rebuffed, expressing his reservations.
“Well, that was my initial reaction too, Mike. But I have to admit, the kid did a pretty convincing job of selling his vision. So, I thought he at least deserves a meeting with you, with us. Even if this deal isn’t the right fit, the kid could be a valuable asset in the future. I think you should meet him. You’ll like him.”
“Alright, make it happen. Next Wednesday afternoon, yeah?” Mike confirmed, making a note in his diary. Chenny got up and left the office to arrange the meeting, Mike took the opportunity to check his emails. Among the messages, he noticed an urgent one from Sophie, sent the previous afternoon.
The subject line read: URGENT: 11:30am meeting with Spencer. Intrigued, Mike opened the email and learned about Spencer’s impending visit that morning. He immediately dialed Sophie’s number.
“Who is this Spencer that I’m supposed to be meeting with this morning?” Mike inquired, seeking clarification.
“He came by yesterday, looking for you, Mike. He claimed you were expecting him,” Sophie responded.
“Spencer... Spencer...” Mike repeated the name, trying to recall any connection. “No, I don’t know a Spencer. Did he mention what the meeting was about?”
“No, he didn’t,” Sophie admitted.
“And you didn’t think to ask?” Mike’s annoyance crept into his voice.
“I’m sorry, Mike,” Sophie apologized.
Twenty minutes later, as Mike was deep in thought, his phone rang. It was Sophie, alerting him to Spencer’s arrival.
“Alright, let him in,” Mike instructed, curiosity piqued as he prepared to unravel the mystery surrounding Spencer’s unexpected visit.
Zac and Albie
“Went down to Brighton last weekend, innit,” Zac says.
“Tell me,” Albie replies.
The two of them are sitting in Albie’s Range Rover Evoque in a car park behind a tower block. Stu had been sent into the block to collect payment on product that was owed from a week ago.
“I sniffed an opportunity down there. Big time, Albie.”
“You and your boys coasted. I already heard. You can’t make those kinds of calls when you’re high, Zac, my brother. I’ve told you before, once you start playing on the other side of the line, you’re a customer of mine. You are no longer my crew.”
“It wasn’t like that, Albie. We weren’t taking no nose-bag. I dragged the guys down to check out the gear. This coast shit is all anyone be talking about. I wanted to see what the score was. I ain’t planning on being no customer, Albie. I wanna be on a beach in Marbella, sunning my bollocks in the sunshine.”
Albie smiled. He passed the joint he was smoking over to Zac and pushed his head back hard against the headrest, closing his eyes.
“I met with them. Well, with one of them,” Zac says.
“Go on,” Albie doesn’t move or open his eyes.
“Their set-up is so tight, Albie. It’s like how we ran the Wall when it first opened,” Zac continues. “They have an exclusive import arrangement with the manufacturer, the only manufacturer, and it’s coming to an end. He thinks expansion could be a good way forward, and the timing is right.”
“He told you this?” Albie asks.
“Yeah.”
“Who’s the manufacturer?”
“He didn’t say.”
Albie opens his eyes and leans forward, turning to look into Zac’s eyes. “Well, that’s what we need to find out. Cut out your middleman.”
Mike and Spencer
Mike sits with his feet perched on the edge of his desk.
“It’s been a while since anyone has managed to blag themselves in front of me,” Mike says.
“There really didn’t seem any other way I could get to talk with you,” Spencer replies.
“Well, you have five minutes. The floor is yours.”
The atmosphere is tense as Spencer takes a seat. He looks directly at Mike, his gaze piercing with intensity.
“Mike, we need to talk about the night Ellie disappeared from your club,” Spencer begins, his voice filled with a mix of determination and caution. “Something doesn’t add up and I have this niggling feeling you know a little more than you are letting on. Something go wrong with the Coast that night Mike?”
Mike’s expression remains stoic, but a flicker of unease passes through his eyes. He tries to maintain composure, aware that he’s under scrutiny. “It’s a terrible situation....” Mike looks down at a note on his desk, “...Spencer... but the club had no involvement in Ellie’s disappearance. Quite the opposite in fact, we have fully co operated with the police. Ellie walked out of the club and was picked up outside. We’ve shared the CCTV footage.”
Spencer leans forward, his voice tinged with suspicion. “Something isn’t right. If she knew the owner of that Merc she would have gotten into the front seat, dont you think?”
“Look, Spencer, I understand your concerns, but I assure you, the club had no involvement in Ellie’s disappearance. I’m just as eager to find out what happened as you are.”
Spencer’s doubt lingers, but all he has right now are suspicions. Reluctantly, he stands up, realizing that he won’t find the answers he seeks from Mike alone. But he got the read he wanted from the meeting. “Fine, Mike. Thanks for your time. I’m sure we’ll catch up sometime soon.”
As Spencer exits the office, Mike takes a deep breath, his mind racing. He immediately calls Chenny, “Someone’s asking question” Mike whispers urgently. “Have we got this Ellie shit in hand?. We can’t afford any backwash on us. Make sure any loose ends are tied up.”
“I’ll handle it, Mike. Nothing will come back to us.”


Future plot
Zac emails Spencer. He wants a local PI to determine where coast is being imported from.
Spencer does not want the case, but wants to meet Zac to determine what he knows about the club and the drug.
Zac, meets Mike and Chenny. A deal in principal is made and the set up of Mike and the Gang to meet is arranged at a site in Battersea where a potential Mint Club could work.
Spencer and Zac head to Amsterdam to a coast club. They both have a go. While they are there, they witness an incident. Someone in their room has an episode and cant get back into their body - they fade. Their body is removed from the room and thrown in the canal.
Spencer tells Zac he’s not helping him to import this shit. They make a deal - if Spencer can help Zac find the supplier, Zac will help Spencer find out what happened to Ellie and shut down the Mint club, the bonus being that his London clubs will run it smoother and safer than any other club.
At some point Zac and Spencer are invited back to the Mint, independtly of each other. When they are there... the bouncers hold them down and inject them... then they begin to move their bodies, so they can’t return.
While this is happening, Albie and his crew storm the club. Zac is released and returns to his body. While they are talking to Mike, the story of what happened to Ellie is revealed.
Chenny has used Ellie’s body to leave the club, then his body was brought out seperately. Then he was shot up in a flat somewhere - left her body and re-entered his own... her body was dumped somewhere. 
Albie decides that Spencer can not return as he knows too much and will be a thorn in Albie’s plans.
Zac returns to body, holds a gun to Chenny, finds out the truth about what heppended to Ellie - and visits Ellie’s parents.
We find out that it’s Spenser in Zacs body 

