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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Everything in this book is real. Cain Thomas is a fictional character inspired by the many teenage criminals and juvenile prisoners I have encountered in my time as a prison officer. All characters are fictitious and any similarity to real persons is entirely coincidental. But make no mistake – this is how it is. THIS IS WHAT REALLY GOES ON . . .


HOODIE

I can’t say I know what it’s like to be a kid. For as long as I can remember it’s been a fucking war zone. My name is Cain Thomas, I’m twenty-three years old and by the age of fifteen, I was in prison for killing someone.

You see the stuff on the news about knife crime and hoodies, but that ain’t the half of it. Believe. Drugs, violence, rape and murder. It’s all there. Young people are guilty of those crimes.

I want to tell you about me and my life as a drug addict and criminal. You don’t get to hear much about teenagers in prison – the odd thing, maybe, but not what really goes on.

I had a nightmare start to life. I don’t mean to wallow in self-pity. It’s just the way it is. I’m not blaming everything on my upbringing. I’m accountable for my actions. But did it play a part in who I became? I’ll let you make your own mind up.

I’m not going to beat around the bush when I tell you how it was. There’s no point in that. I’m going to explain everything without holding back. That’s the only way you’ll get to step in my shoes for a short while. Some of this is difficult for me to talk about, so I’ve no doubt it will be difficult for you to read.

Drugs, knives, robbing, beating, abuse, prison life and practically every other vicious crime you can think of will be spoken about. All I ask is that, when you read this, try and remember that I’m talking about people under the age of eighteen. Most of you will call them kids. I can’t.

I didn’t live the life of a regular child. It was something different altogether.


TRIPPING

My fist was clenched hard. Fucking hard. I was ready to batter the screws.

‘It’s bang up, Thomas, you’ve had more than enough time to eat. Back to your cell.’

I ain’t going nowhere. I sat in silence, so did the other seven lads I was with. One, two, then three screws slowly walked to our table. My plate of chips was stone cold. I’d not eaten a thing. Never could when I was focussing on knocking someone out.

There were forty-five cons on my Unit. They called us trainees. Political bullshit. That pissed us off. Meant they didn’t take us seriously. We were serious and they were gonna find out just how serious. I was a convict. A prisoner. And the eight of us were going to show them.

My heart pumped hard. It was ready to jump out of my chest. Serious.

‘Thomas, I said . . .’

‘Why you singling me out, fool? You’re a fool, bruv,’ I barked.

‘It’s you and the rest of your friends. You got to go, so let’s not make this difficult.’

I jumped out of my chair and squared up to him. Even at sixteen I was over six-feet tall and big build.

‘Yeah, what the fuck you gonna do?’

He didn’t flinch. ‘You know what I’ll do, so move.’

My crew jeered at him.

‘Do him, cuz. Fuck him up,’ shouted Vic.

‘Don’t be stupid, Cain,’ the screw said.

‘Cain now, is it? Cain when you’re shitting it; Thomas when you’re bullying.’

The two other screws were getting closer to me. They were edging forward, thinking I hadn’t noticed. I’d been bent up enough times to realise what they had planned. Stupid.

I stepped away from the table to give myself the room to fight. I did it slowly. They didn’t notice. They figured I might put up a bit of a struggle once they’d got their hands on me. But no way were any of them cunts putting their hands on me. This was war. I was ready. I’m ready. My boys are ready. This is going off.

I looked around; the boys were curling their lips, clenching their fists. They had my back. We could take on any cunt.

He edged closer again. He moved to stand sideways. He was getting into his war stance. Ready to grab. Take me down. Never. The other two got tight in next to him. Three of them about to pounce. FUCK THAT.

BANG!

I smashed him so fucking hard in the face I swear he left his feet.

Didn’t fucking expect that, did he? The cheers were instant as my boys jumped to their feet and screamed and yelled; their plates flew, the table turned. The screw I hit lay knocked out on the deck. One of the others dived for the alarm bell. Bang. The sirens were blaring. The troops were on their way.

Three boys got to work on the screw lying on the deck, stamping on him. Kids, yeah? Trainees? Fuck that. Prisoners. Convicts. They’ll see.

Vic and I got on to the screw who hit the alarm bell. Coward tried to run. No chance. Vic and I smashed him to the ground. Stamped, jumped, whacked. Manning, the third screw, banged a couple of the boys down. Vic grabbed a chair and wrapped it around the back of his nut. Did nothing to him. I swear that man was the fucking terminator.

Two or three other boys fell. My man was barely conscious so I joined the take down of the terminator. Lions on a buffalo. This one didn’t fall easily.

I felt a crack to the back of my head that nearly knocked me off my feet. A handful more screws came in. With three of their comrades down, they weren’t here to chat. One thing we had in common.

Before I’d even turned around, my boys had flattened him. A female screw came in too. What the fuck? No sooner had she arrived, than her nose was gushing with blood. More and more were coming, but all we did was keep stamping on the screws who were down. Let them know they were hurt. Show them what we’ll do.

Their tactics changed. Rescue the damned. It wasn’t a case of trying to drag us down; they just wanted to get their own back to safety. Several of them had taken a fucking shoeing. Believe. Vic was stamping down hard. Harder than I’d ever seen. He had blood in mind. He wanted to kill some cunt.

One by one, they got saved. As soon as we realised they were on the run, we knew we’d taken the place. But the one under Vic’s feet was feeling no mercy. It was pointless; we had control. Vic – a mad man.

‘Vic, let him go, cuz, fuck!’

The look in his eye was bad. BAD. There was one screw left, soaked in the blood from his own injuries, unable to fight back. I didn’t feel sorry for him. Had too much anger. Too much fight. But it didn’t feel right. Vic was going crazy. Too crazy.

I shoved him off, hard. All the others had retreated, including the rescuing screws. Partnership at its worst. They’d left him there to be killed. And that’s what would have happened to him. No word of a lie. Death.

‘Get out, you fucking pig!’ I screamed.

He tried to get to his feet, but couldn’t. Vic wanted a piece of him again.

‘Fuck off, Vic,’ I shoved him hard. He didn’t like that. Row in the ranks. Not good.

‘Get out, you fat fuck.’ I kicked the screw in the arse as he tried to get to his feet. ‘This Unit is mine.’

He managed to scramble away and out of the room.

‘CLEAR,’ shouted a screw at the gate. He locked us in. We’d won. We’d taken the sowsh and dining hall. They couldn’t control us.

‘BLUT, BLUT, BLUT,’ we all shouted.

All the screws stood by the gate and watched us, so we gave them a show. The opposite side of the room was all bars and glass. Bang. Every fucking piece was smashed. Every fucking piece.

We busted up all the tables and chairs, and got ourselves some decent weapons at the same time.

The servery still had some cold dinner in it, so we chucked all of that through the gate at the screws. It was a scream; we were pissing ourselves. Chips, cold cod with wet breadcrumbs and beans. FUCK! The beans did the trick.

We dragged over all the tables and broken chairs, piling them up at the gates. Barricading ourselves in nice and tight.

The store cupboard was locked, so we huddled together and kept charging at it until it gave way. It was a mishmash of all-sorts because we used the dinner hall for sowsh and kit change as well as meals. It was a pretty big room for the amount of us on the Unit – eight that dinner time. The cupboard held all our games, toys and clean kit. The PlayStations and Xboxes were all taken out and smashed, and thrown next to the rest of the barricade. TVs, games, DVDs, table-tennis tables and the bats – the fucking lot came out and was destroyed. The kit came out next: tracksuits, bed stuff, pants. It all went on top of the other shit.

Once we’d cleared the cupboard we saw the vent. There was a metal cage over the top and it was just begging to be broken off. Funny thing was, we were pissing ourselves. Didn’t feel fuck all about what we were doing. Just humour. Our time of importance.

Vic was becoming the dictator, which was getting on my tits. I wanted to bang the fool but I was biting my tongue. He was shoving Apples around for no fucking reason. Apples was a good boy. One of your own. Fucking geezer. A comic. Always up for the crack. Would be by your side when you needed him. And Vic was starting to take liberties, talking to him like a cunt.

‘Apples, come over here, you nigger.’ Trash talking.

‘The fuck you talking to like that?’ I said to him. Vic and I are white. Fucking idiot needs to learn some respect.

‘What? Talk to me like that again, blood, you’ll fucking get it.’ He stepped up.

Nose to nose, I was ready to smash him.

‘You two, leave it!’ Apples said, grinning from ear to ear, trying to make light of it.

Vic and I eyeballed each other for a few seconds before we touched fists.

‘Safe,’ we said reluctantly to each other.

We got to work ripping the vent open. We took it in turns whacking it with our table-leg weapons. It didn’t take long to move.

‘Thomas? Cain? CAIN?’ I heard someone shouting. One of the screws. I walked out to see what he wanted. All my boys followed. I got pretty close to the gate, staring at the screw the whole time. He was sweating. Looking agitated. Nervous. I fucking wasn’t. He just stood there.

‘What you calling me for, cunt?’ I spat.

‘Cain . . .’

‘Don’t call me that, you pig. I’m a fucking convict called Thomas, so don’t start getting all gay on me now, just cos I bashed you fucking batty boys and now you’re wanting to be nice, no, be gay.’

‘It’s not like that . . .’

‘Yeah, fucking gay cunt. That’s what you are. A fucking cock-taking batty boy. Bet you only work here so you can touch young men, you fucking ANIMAL,’ I screamed at him. The boys laughed.

‘Thing is, we don’t know what it is you want. Why are you doing this?’

Too much bang up, because you lazy cunts are always going sick.

‘Respect, you piece of shit. Fucking respect.’

He took a deep breath. Seemed to calm himself. ‘Thing is, Cain . . .’

‘Thomas, CUNT.’

‘Sorry, Thomas. There’s things we can do, honestly there is. But there’s rules . . .’

‘Fuck your rules. Suck ya mum.’ I stormed off. Didn’t want to listen to his petty bullshit.

We all went back into the cupboard and took a look at the vent. It was going to be a tight fit, but we realised we could climb up it. Didn’t have a fucking clue where it led to. Vic jumped in first, with me close behind.

It was pitch black and fucking small. I had to practically dislocate my shoulders to squeeze my thick frame into the space. Once I’d forced myself in, lying horizontally – I could see that it went upwards. Vic was already out of sight.

I wiggled my hips from side to side and pushed with my toes. I moved forward. Slowly. I curled myself around the sharp bend. I was soaked with sweat. Totally saturated. Finally, it was a relief to be on my feet.

‘Hurry up, Fatty!’ Apples was behind me.

‘Think I need a piss. In fact I might just take one now . . .’

‘NO! NO!’

We both laughed.

I managed to put my knees and feet on opposite sides of the ducting. I started my ascent. I couldn’t even see Vic. Rat. Drainpipe. Vermin.

It was a long way up. Never fucking ending. There were several twists, turns and climbs. But it was going up, which was great. There was only one place it could lead. The roof.

I saw some light ahead. Not light exactly, but evening dusk. I edged closer, inch by inch. As I poked my head out, I saw Vic shouting and waving his weapon around. My hand was aching like fuck from carrying my table leg all the way up there.

‘Took ya time, blood.’

I didn’t bother answering him. The roof was flat, so we could run around and do what the fuck we wanted up there. We were two storeys up – felt like the king of the jailhouse castle.

There was a group of screws gathered below. They were running around, talking on their radios, pointing, planning. Fuck knows what they were up to. Vic was shouting down some raw abuse. Dirty.

Apples was trying to get out, but had lost his energy. ‘I beg you, big man, help me out!’

I went over and pulled him out of the shaft and on to the roof. The other lads followed, one at a time. And there we were. Roof-top protesters.

It was getting cold. We’d been up there for fucking ages and we hadn’t really said anything to each other for the last hour. I looked around at the other lads.

I was losing the fight inside. I’d been losing my edge for a while. I was playing at being bad. Truth is, I wasn’t finding that shit at all natural or enjoyable any more. I’d gone against the system for so long. I’d been in prison over a year and hadn’t had a single day where I’d not argued with someone or something. I sat there, not really knowing why I was up there or what I was arguing about. It was a funny place to have them thoughts and feelings.

I looked around and most of the other lads were huddled together, looking tired, hungry and cold. Vic didn’t – he wanted to go on and on.

‘I’m fucking freezing, I’m getting down.’ Apples had had enough.

‘You’re going nowhere, blood,’ Vic ordered.

‘Fuck that, man, this is bollocks. I wanna go, innit.’ He got up and walked to the edge.

‘Sit the fuck back down,’ shouted Vic.

Apples gave him a dirty look and ignored him. I stood up. I could see Vic wasn’t going to leave it. I had no choice. No choice. Fuck. We were right in the middle of the roof.

Apples walked to the edge. ‘Come get me, I wanna come down, Boss,’ he shouted to the screws below.

Vic tightened his grip around his weapon and started running for him. I ran after him.

‘Apples, LOOK OUT,’ I yelled.

BANG! Vic cracked him around the back of the head. He stumbled forward, screaming in pain, he was inches from the edge. Inches. I was on Vic but he spun around and smashed me in the guts, taking me off my feet. I curled up in pain. The other boys watched. Fucking watched. Cowards. Or was I the coward?

‘You wanna go, nigger, then go.’ He kicked Apples in the back as hard as he could.

Apples flew off the edge.

‘NO!’ I screamed.

Vic turned to me with a dirty, evil grin spreading across his face. ‘Time for me to take back what’s mine, you fucking pussy-hole. You’ve had your chance at playing the big man. You’re fuck all, and now I’m gonna smash you up, fool.’

My stomach was charging its way up my throat. I tried to stand, but failed. I was in too much pain. Vic edged towards me with his weapon raised. He was ready to batter me. Take me down. Fuck me up. I was in agony. Physically I couldn’t stand.

Apples. Fuck.

I looked over at the other boys. None of them looked like they were going to stop him. Looked more like they wanted to fucking run.

I breathed deep and fast, trying to get myself ready to fight. Once again I failed to get to my feet. Vic looked down on me, weapon raised. I stared at him straight in the eyes. It was out of my hands. I was on that roof, sixteen years old and my short, hedonistic life was about to come to a violent end. Everything flashed before me. EVERYTHING. How the hell had my life got to this?
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