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Christmas and the holiday season at Kent University was just as pathetic here as it was everywhere else on the planet as far as I was concerned. It was stupid, from the little Santa fun run the university insisted students did, to the Christmas market that always happened in Canterbury City Centre to the massive waste of money on Christmas decorations that the university spent each year trying to make the university look “nice”.

As far as I was concerned each and every year the university failed to make itself look nice for the holiday season, but then again, I hate the holidays, Christmas and all the goodie-tooshie rubbish that apparently just has to happen.

My name is William Tau and I might be a Masters student at Kent University, but that doesn’t mean that I like university in the slightest, nor does it mean I like my fellow students, lecturers or most importantly coursework.

As it was Final Day, the stupid celebration of the last day of the autumn term and the day that every student at the university partied hard into the night, I was sitting at a wobbly awful wooden table in the private bar/ club/ drug den at the university.

Franco’s Delight was just an awful name for a little black box-room hidden behind one of the university’s major bars with awful, dirty black walls that I hated, about five round tables and a very poor excuse of a semi-circular bar that had all types of stolen boos behind it.

The boos just were sad excuses so students in the know could get cheap alcohol, but I knew (unlike so many others) that the alcohols were fake, pointless and just watered-down versions of the real stuff that the staff barmen and women kept for themselves.

And of course, because it was stupid Christmas, the Franco brothers that illegally ran the place had decided to join the university in making it nice this year. It was pathetic, of course, and I hated it with a passion. I absolutely detested the bleached out, mouldy Christmas wreaths that they hung all over the walls and judging by the grey things running about inside them, they were certainly rat infested.

Even the Christmas tree, if you could even call it that, in the far corner was a little brown dead tree with some smashed up, dirty baubles hanging on for dear life, and that only added to the sheer depressing and gloomy atmosphere to the bar.

I actually didn’t mind the bar per se because I only came in here when I had to escape from doing my coursework, exams or much of anything. But because I was a good student at times I still managed to pass everything.

The choking aroma of cigar smoke, weed and other foul things that I didn’t even want to think about thickly coated my lungs as a thick fog covered the bar, and I just frowned as I saw the two Franco brothers walk in.

“Morning Will,” they both said frowning.

I just nodded to be nice to them but they were ugly people. I mean I have done some men in my time but even if they were the last on earth I wouldn’t do them because they were pig-ass ugly.

Their faces were smashed-up, cut and injured so much that I doubted they could even smile now. And I quite frankly hope they never smile because that would be truly horrific. 

And I didn’t like their holey jeans, sliced-up t-shirts and black shoes that looked like they were about to fall apart. At least I looked half-good wearing my thick black trench coat, black jeans and thick woolly hat just to keep the damn cold out.

Then I heard the Franco brothers whispering and I knew exactly what was about to happen.

“How many bricks we doing today?” the youngest brother, Jamie asked.

I just looked at the disgusting Christmas wreaths hanging near me as I pretended not to focus on the brothers that were about to start setting up lines of coke.

There was an excellent reason why not many students knew about this damn bar. It was because it was the headquarters for the Brothers’ drug operation.

I hated drugs with a passion but if these mugs and other students want to do drugs then I wasn’t going to stop them. Hell, it was their brains they were destroying.

“Oh,” a high-pitched voice said.

Now there weren’t a lot of people who came to the bar, I had spoken to most of them before and I had flat out never heard that high-pitch disgrace of a voice before.

I looked at the broken wooden door that served as the entrance to the bar and I was shocked to see an idiot young man standing there with his eyes wide open.

The young man wasn’t bad looking with his fit body, blue jeans and white shirt. He was probably going to some party but he was an idiot for two reasons. Firstly, if you saw a drug operation for crying out loud you would be silent and run away. Not this idiot. Secondly, the young man really didn’t fit in here whatsoever.

I almost wished I had a drink at the moment to nurse but I didn’t and I just looked at the Franco brothers. 

I was impressed they had already gotten out five thick lines of white coke, their grey metal weighing scales and a bunch of plastic sandwich bags to put the product in.

And this idiot had seen all of it.

Jamie took a knife out of his pocket and I just shook my head. 

The idiot young man was frozen with fear as the oldest brother, Nicholas, went over to the man and dragged him by the collar over to me and forced him to sit down.

He stunk of flowery perfume that was way too heavy for me to remotely enjoy but he wasn’t bad looking. It was just a shame he was about to suffer.

Because I might help people from time to time but I ain’t no saint and I don’t help idiots in distress, especially when it came to protecting my drinking place.

“We have work to do bro,” Nicholas said.

“We need to deal with the idiot. He has seen our op, our faces, our livelihood. What if he talks?” Jamie asked.

Now I have to give the idiot young man credit because he didn’t do something stupid like protest pathetically by saying oh no don’t hurt me. I won’t talk. That really would have been a silly thing to do.

But I also should have realised that this was the Franco Brothers’ business drug night of the academic year because every single student wanted to get high on Final Day. It was a tradition of the university to get as high as people probably could. Of course, that wasn’t the official point of the uni holiday but it’s what some students wanted to do.

“Why don’t you use him?” I asked, hoping to keep this idiot alive and unhurt a little longer.

Both brothers looked at each other, me and then back to the young man and smiled.

“Do you live on campus man?” Nicholas asked.

I kicked the young man under the table to make him talk.

“Yeah in the Turning Point flats,” he said.

I should have known he would have been from that pompous, pathetic and stupidly overpriced accommodation block. Clearly this man had money, good parents and liked to live in very nice flats.

But it was also where most of the drug-taking students lived yet I knew this man didn’t know that any more than he knew how to take coke without dying. Not that I’ve tried of course.

“We ain’t gonna gut ya if you take five bricks to your flatmates for us. Go to room 512 and just give them to the woman answering the door,” Nicholas said and both brothers laughed.

Hell I almost laughed because that was a suicide mission.

Everyone at the university knew that the Turning Point flats had some of the best security people in reception, everything going into the flats was scanned and every person that lived there was constantly drug tested. Not that the tests were perfect of course.

Needless to say if I didn’t help this idiot young man he was going to get caught, kicked out of university and then not only would his future be as dead as I was inside. But he would have costed the Franco Brothers five bricks of coke.

Yeah, they would deal with him painfully.

And as much as I hated myself for even wanting to help this young man. I just had to do it. I was an awful person at times but I wasn’t going to help an innocent person die if I could have helped them.

Damn me and this man’s stupidity.
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I seriously couldn’t believe that I was actually helping out this young man that I now know was called Peter Dixon who studied English Literature (that explained a lot) and he planned to have the last dance tonight at the Final Day Ball (something I actually didn’t know the university did) with his boyfriend.

So I supposed that I just sort of had to help him but I still hated myself with a passion for deciding to help him instead of ordering a nice whiskey from the Franco Brothers’ bar.

The problem with Turning Point flats, and this seriously showed how long it had been since I had visited this pompous, awful place, was that it was a gated community on university property with 24-hour security always operating.

Now as I stood outside the awfully coloured black wooden fences that formed the border around the university accommodation in the freezing icy cold, I was glad that I had remembered just enough about the Turning Point flats to know that we needed to avoid the main entrance as much as possible.

And I was seriously glad about that because they were playing rubbish Christmas songs by the security checkpoint that they called an entrance and I had already seen three extra drug dog patrols so far on the way over here.

This wasn’t good.

Instead I had thankfully decided to take me and Peter round the back of the gated community near the forest area so we were surrounded by massive thick oak, pine and silver birch trees, all leafless of course, with the ice-frozen ground under our feet. Yet there were no security guards here, drug dogs or any kind of security.

Peter just shook his head out of the corner of my eye as he stood looking at the brown wooden fences like it was an impossible challenge. 

But it seriously wasn’t because this back entrance was an old university hack since students a few years ago had created a secret passageway of sorts in this section of fencing to get drugs in.

I just didn’t happen to remember where the passage or door in the fencing actually was.

I went over to the fence and started gently tapping on the icy rough textured wood fence planks to search for it.

“What we’re doing is wrong,” Peter said.

I just rolled my eyes. I was trying to sadly keep him alive, I didn’t need a morality lesson at the moment.

“Think about all the people that could be hurt by this coke. What about if they get addicted? What if their lives fall apart? What if-”

I just looked at him and that shut him up because he was probably right but I didn’t care. All I cared about was getting him out of his own mess, making
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