
    
      
        


    


VANILLA BREAKS

An erotic memoir

David Wade


Vanilla Breaks is the autobiographical story of one man's journey into the BDSM lifestyle, written as a means to cope with the stress of having been thrust into BDSM at the deep end. In addition, it is intended to help other people who may find themselves or their partners in a similar situation, and to let them know that they are not alone. While this work details the author's emotional turmoil as a teenager, which later reignited when he discovered his wife was exploring kink with another man (and how he dealt with that revelation), it is also very explicit in describing BDSM play scenes and sexual encounters. 

For Alice, without whom all hope would have been lost

There are more weak people than strong ones. The weak are legion. They don’t see beyond the horizon. The world outside is where things come from, things that cause trouble, that jar the proper order of life. The weak aren’t interested in thinking. Depths are frightening, long roads a journey without purpose where one could end up lost. Among the strong, only a few are worth paying attention to. Most are bullies. There are plenty of these bastards, pig-eyed and blustery little boys in big bodies. Or fish-eyed nasty bitches. They both revel in destroying lives. But there are others whose strength is of a much rarer kind. Not easy to find, because they reveal nothing. They are quiet. They often believe themselves to be much weaker than they are. To find one such as this is the most precious of discoveries.

Steven Erikson

The fantasies, sexual urges, or behaviours must cause clinically significant distress or impairment in social, occupational, or other important areas of functioning in order for sexual sadism or masochism to be considered a disorder.

Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, American Psychiatric Association

The most bitter remorse is for the sins we did not commit.

Anon


Foreword

Prejudice has, since the dawn of time, been rooted in ignorance. I’ve fallen victim to it myself on a number of occasions. And I have certainly been guilty of casting it against others. Sometimes we just need to open our minds to what’s out there, and the best way to do that is to stop blindly staggering behind tradition and misinformation, and to truly look and listen and try to understand the world around us.

After some pretty extensive research, I’ve discovered that numerous individuals are, even in these so-called “enlightened” times, still falling victim to sexual discrimination. And, commonly, in one particular aspect of it: kink. Many people have, over the years, been placed under investigation by their employers after having declared themselves (or having been “outed” by those they trusted to confide in) practitioners of BDSM. This doesn’t include those who have been fired outright from their jobs. I am horrified and disappointed that this is the case, particularly in a society where people are supposedly free to do as they please in private; aside from breaking the law, of course. As with anything that is vastly misunderstood due to preconceptions and lies, people in the D/s scene seem often to be persecuted based purely on ignorance.

For the benefit of anyone who is unsure of any of the above terminology – as I was when I began writing this – BDSM is a widely used abbreviation within the kink and fetish community. It is an amalgamation of three pairs of initials: BD stands for bondage and domination; DS (or D/s) represents domination and submission; and SM is sadism and masochism. 

The names of places and characters in this book have been changed. I’ve done this not to protect myself (I don’t rightly give ten flying fucks what the world thinks of me), but to protect those for whom I care. Revealing what I get up to in private, in all its glorious detail, could see my wife “Catherine” lose a career that she has worked incredibly hard to build and at which she excels. Perhaps if she were a housewife instead of an education professional, a bit of D/s activity would be considered a somewhat irreverent dalliance. But she works with children, so she’s a target, simply by association with a writer whose story contains material potentially offensive to small-minded bigots. 

I’m 43 years old. Not long ago I was a happily married man with a well-paying job, two bright and happy young children, and a nice house in a quiet village in suburban Buckinghamshire, England. And then, out of the blue, my world turned upside down. It has yet to be righted. In February of 2009 I was retrenched. Our savings – meagre to begin with – evaporated. Our mortgage was in danger of slipping with each passing month. Catherine started working even more ridiculous hours than she already had been in order to keep us afloat. But, bizarrely, following a lengthy discussion, it was decided that I would not actively seek a new job, but would instead become a househusband for a year or so to enable Catherine to further her chosen career. This decision resulted in me gradually sliding into a rut; stuck at home looking after two small children who seemed to my tired and fragile mind to be constantly bickering. I was wading through an existence that was slowly threatening to drive me insane. The dark thoughts and contempt for my fellow humans I had cultivated throughout my teenage years, but which had since – through mental discipline and sheer bloody mindedness – been reduced to a slightly annoying presence buried at the back of my consciousness, threatened to escape. And if that happened, nothing would turn out well.

Less than three years ago, I had virtually no idea what BDSM was. I have never in my life held any desire to inflict pain on another person in order to grant them sexual pleasure. Like most other people, I had a vague notion that this was essentially what the sordid and shadowy world of BDSM entailed. I was happy with my lot; happy to be an average man living an average life. And yet I became a Dominant, a damn good one by all accounts, with a suitcase full of tools and implements under my bed that I use to inflict pain and bestow pleasure on women who have willingly given me control over their bodies, minds, and emotions, at least for a short while. This journey from my old life to the new has, at times, threatened to break me; it is not something I ever would have expected, or wanted to go through if I’d been given the choice. Ironically, as my submissive sits here typing this for me, I find myself completely immersed in and utterly enraptured by the world of BDSM. Having discovered this particularly wonderful nectar, I could never again go back to a life without kink, or try to behave as society would have me do, following ridiculous rules of etiquette in a restrictive, prejudiced “vanilla” world. I have seen the light. But instead of running from it as many others in a similar position may have done, I chose to embrace it. In doing so I have unearthed a person who I thought had long since ceased to be; I have rediscovered myself.

This is my diary.


Introduction

Winter in England is one hell of a bad time to start experimenting with kink.

Catherine lay on the bed, flat on her stomach, her wrists bound with rope above her head. She wore a blindfold and nothing else. She was shaking, but I had no idea if that was due to the cold or her anticipation of what I was about to inflict upon her. She was breathing fast, so I figured it was the latter. I stood at the side of the bed, studying Catherine’s face. Her expression appeared calm, which was a good thing given our situation. 

I had been given the thick leather belt a few years previously – by Catherine, ironically (or perhaps intentionally, who knows?) – as a Christmas present. I’d never worn it. This gift was now wrapped around my right arm. I held the belt firmly in my right hand as my arm rested at my side. I felt nervous, anxious to make a start, yet petrified, because I was about to beat the hell out of the only woman I have ever loved. What were we doing? What had happened to the normal life we’d led only a few weeks ago? She wanted this, which made it OK ... didn’t it? I lifted the belt slowly, quietly, until it was poised just behind my head. Was I really going to go through with this? How was this in any way going to be a pleasant experience for either of us? 

Catherine had started to shake, a lot, and I realised with something close to panic that it wasn’t actually very warm in the bedroom any more. Whatever I decided to do, it needed to be done quickly. I raised the belt slightly higher, inhaling in preparation for what was to come. Catherine stiffened – she must have been listening to my breathing in the silence of the room: the room where we had conceived both of our children; where we had held each other while discussing our lives, our dreams, our bright futures. I couldn’t believe what was happening. It was all so surreal. 

I brought the belt down with all my might, and the noise it made was deafening. Catherine’s backside clenched as the blow struck. But instead of a cry of pain, she let out a moan of ecstasy. This reaction was as foreign to me as finding an elephant in my cornflakes. The feeling it stirred within me was indescribable. Exhilaration, perhaps, caused by an endorphin rush; a burst of adrenaline shooting through me in an instant. The emotional turbulence of that moment was overwhelming. It’s strange, isn’t it? Just when you start to think you know yourself, you discover you know nothing at all.


Part One

Dear Diary: Brazil – 1984 to 1998

14 July 1984

Today Marco suggested I should start writing a diary. Marco and I have known each other for over a decade, been in the same classes for more than half that time. He’s my bro, my best mate, my main man. So here I am, writing a diary. Marco told me that doing this would help me sort out my head. Apparently it worked for his sister who’s had all sorts of issues, the fat cow. Stopping eating would have helped her sort that shit out a lot sooner. And possibly a lot more successfully, too.

So. A diary. Here we are then. So far I’ve done five pages of superhero drawings and now I’m writing this bullshit. Sixteen years old, and writing in a little black book like some emotionally unstable little girl who needs to tell the world how much she loves Billy but Billy doesn’t know she exists and now she wants to kill herself. Boo hoo. 

Fuck it. I don’t have time for this. 

3 February 1996

God, did I really write that? Wow. OK. Twelve years ago I wrote that. I even vaguely remember Marco’s sister. She wasn’t actually fat at all, but I just didn’t like her. Or maybe I liked her more than I led myself to believe. I was such a hormonal little bastard at school. 

Weird that I didn’t throw away this diary. Just found it way down at the bottom of a box that Mom sent to me because she’s finally moving out of that shitty old house. I love the superhero drawings – they’re bloody hilarious. I remember I wanted to be an artist, back then. But instead, having sold my soul for money, I’m happily employed as a mediocre web developer at a mediocre IT company. I guess that’s why I’m writing in here again – it helps me to get away from the monotony of my life for a while. Tracey (my current girlfriend) is away for a week and I’m bored. So do I go out for a burger with Juan and Emilio, or do I look through my old shit? Well, here I am. I’m such a loser.

So, what else has happened in 12 years? Well, for one I’ve moved on from being an emo kid. OK, maybe not entirely. But life is much nicer now that I have a steady job and a hot girlfriend. I was in the army for a while – two years that I’ll never get back and fuck you kindly to the Brazilian government for conscripting me to that. As if I wasn’t already mentally unstable enough, they decided I needed a bit of brainwashing and indoctrination on how to kill people with guns. Thanks. No really, thanks. But fuck you very much. Prime years of my life gone; plenty of time and effort wasted for no good reason at all. Anyway, it’s over. No need to spend more time thinking about that utterly shitty period of my life.

7 February 1996

Hm. I was just getting stuck into a good bit of ranting there, but then Juan phoned and invited me over and that was the end of my diary entry and my nostalgic bitching session. Hell, I actually enjoy writing. Who knew? Maybe Marco wasn’t full of shit all those years ago, after all. I wonder what happened to him. We lost touch after school. I should look him up, some time. Or maybe not. Some things are best left alone.

So yeah; army, college, girlfriend, job. I guess this is where my life as a “responsible adult” starts. I do so love being shoved into this little box that society has created for me. “Society”. Hah! As if there’s anything socially acceptable about any of us. The human race has outlived its usefulness. And what purpose did we serve in the first place? We’re the only species that kills or exploits those weaker than us for financial gain. We’re “self-aware”, or so we proclaim in our immense arrogance. And that’s our excuse to do what we like to a planet that has struggled through billions of years of evolution until it reached a point where it could support life, only for that life to then turn on it and systematically erode the poor spinning bastard into uselessness.

I’ve lost track again. But then what’s the point of a diary, if not to reveal our innermost thoughts and feelings? It’s a damn sight cheaper than a therapist.

13 March 1996

OK, here’s something worth writing about: a first for me. A few days ago – it was last Saturday – Trace and I were eating lunch on the patio. We’d finished a bottle of white wine between us. It was hot, one of those days when the humidity makes you stick to yourself. We had fans going. Tracey was wearing a thin ankle-length sun dress. All of a sudden she stretched one leg out and rested it on me, and then bent her other leg, so that her foot was on her chair. Which was nice, in itself. But then the fan blew her dress up a bit, and as it did so, Tracey yanked the rest of it all the way up to reveal that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Thank God we’re walled off from any neighbours, or they would have had something other than our loud music to complain about. I was shocked, but seriously aroused. Trace has never been promiscuous, or especially interested in sex – at least, not after the initial few months together. I must have uttered some kind of surprised comment, because Tracey asked me if what she was doing bothered me. I replied no, of course not. So then, then, she leaned across and whispered that she wanted me to fuck her in the arse! I mean ... What? Where did that come from? Here’s my lovely, sweet, gentle girl, suggesting that we do something I’ve only ever seen in porn magazines. Maybe it was the wine, or the heat, or both, but I had never seen her this horny before. But I was definitely interested. I grinned like an idiot, and then told her to turn around and lean over her chair. She looked surprised and told me that she hadn’t meant, like, right here and now. She was concerned that the neighbours would see us. That couldn’t happen, unless they were on a ladder looking over the eight-foot-high concrete walls. Tracey still looked sceptical, but I grabbed her waist and spun her around. I could tell that she was still hesitant, but she stood there, bent over, with her hands on the chair’s armrest and her dress hitched up over her back. I was incredibly hard at that moment. I’d never had anal sex before (not given or received it, for the record), but the whole idea of doing this – specifically the thought that it’s a bit dirty and illicit – was such a turn-on. I fumbled around for a bit, trying to penetrate her, but she was tight. I thought about going inside the house to get some lube, but then I noticed that she was absolutely dripping between her legs. I shoved my thumb into her pussy, and then into her backside. She gasped. For good measure I started fucking her vagina to lubricate myself. And then I removed my thumb and thrust my cock firmly into her arse. She squealed, in what I hoped was a good way. The rush of adrenaline, the excitement; the thrill of forbidden fruits ... It was all unbelievably sexy. I came within seconds, and stood there, listening to myself huff and snort like some wild animal. Tracey asked me if I had come, and I told her yes, and it had been amazing. She pushed away from me and went inside, and didn’t speak to me again for the rest of that day. I’m guessing it was because she’d expected me to last a bit longer, but there was no way I could control that. Or, maybe, she had wanted some foreplay. But the situation had snowballed, and all I could think about at the time was being inside her. I don’t really know what I’d done wrong, and I will probably never have any idea. Women are a strange breed. If I could get inside their heads, to have even an inkling of how they think, I’d be a very happy man.

26 May 1996

Tracey’s left me. Well, technically I left her – she can have the apartment and every fucking thing in it. None of that shit means anything to me anymore. Maybe I’ll go back and collect a few CDs and clothes at some stage. Or maybe I won’t even bother with that, and I can avoid seeing her cheating, slutty face ever again. God, she’s a cunt. If anybody ever deserved being called that, she does. How many times did she reassure me that she hated hugely muscled men? Or perhaps that was just a dig at my skinny-arsed self, and I was too dumb to catch the hints. She also told me she’d stopped smoking about three years ago.

Last week I got off work early and went to visit her, at the restaurant where she works as a waitress, and I found her standing outside, smoking. Not only that, but she had her arm around some fuck who must spend his entire useless existence working out at a gym. He doesn’t even have a neck, the greasy twat. They were having such a good time they didn’t see me, so I turned around and left again. Good to know my life has been built on lies and deception. Brilliant, in fact. She can just fuck off. Seriously. Why do people have to be so absolutely fucking rubbish? I feel like crying, partly because what I thought was an amazing relationship is gone, but also because I feel so utterly betrayed. I’m an idiot for believing anything she ever told me. There must have been signs. I always thought I was good at picking up hints, at spotting a lie. Seems I wasn’t. I guess I just suck at everything. 

3 December 1996

Just reread that last entry. Very eloquent, indeed. I was once told that if you need to use an expletive more than once in any comment, you seriously need to re-evaluate your grasp of the language. I wasn’t really trying to be eloquent, though. I was just miserable and angry. I guess I could edit out the nasty bits, but that would be defeating the purpose of recording a diary. I haven’t seen Tracey again, and good riddance to her. She can have all the CDs – they were mostly soft rock crap anyway, reserved for simpering guests (mostly her new-age weirdo friends) at dinner parties. It’s been a few months now, and I’m still upset and disappointed by what she did. I guess I’ll never get over it. Betrayal is pretty tough to forgive.

31 December 1996

Admittedly, I am an angry and embittered man. I’ve always been a loner. As a youth I was often antisocial and reclusive. In my teenage years I found solace within a select group of people who seemed to understand how my head worked: Goths. But most of them didn’t have a clue what I felt. A slight streak of rebellion and angst does not a Goth make. My army psychiatrist told me I was a manic depressive with psychopathic tendencies, just because I attacked a fellow recruit. The fuck was attempting to grab my cock at the time, and had one hand around my throat. But the shrink didn’t want to hear about that part of it. So I got labelled with some pretentious psycho-babble bullshit. Yet again the world is witness to persecution with no valid cause and a rampant lack of facts. God, how I hate some people.

It’s incredibly difficult maintaining anything other than a simpering grimace as I attempt to wade through this banal, plodding craptitude that we call life. We’re taught from the start to smile through adversity, to turn the other cheek while others who are stronger, richer, more arrogant and less caring plough right over us. And why? It makes us better people, apparently. I’d laugh, but for the fact that I have spent my life watching moronic, selfish, bloated, socially inappropriate cretins rise above me in all walks of life. Am I stronger? Am I a better person for it? Perhaps “bitter” would be more appropriate.

I’m a wretched git. This is a fact. I’m not some teenager with a hormonal imbalance who needs to find an outlet for their frustrations. I don’t dye my hair black and blue and purple and have rings in every dangling appendage on my body. Yet I suppose I do share some of the more inward traits of what defines a rebel. I remember when I first discovered my “alternative” tendencies. Politics meant nothing to me when I was growing up. There will forever be some inept wanker running a country into the ground. I do believe that most of these people probably start off thinking they can make a difference; possibly do some good for the citizens who voted for them due to well-meaning promises of a better life. But we’re all sheep. We follow the alphas who make the greatest noise. Well, I say “we”, but that again is a generalisation. As I said, I’m not interested in politics. Or religion. I follow nobody – not now, not ever. I’ll say no more about either of those two subjects, since they tend to drive some people into a frenzy and give them an excuse to start wars or butcher thousands and have, since time immemorial, led to nothing other than misery for billions of innocents. My beliefs are skewed from the norm, I wear black clothing because I like it, and I question rules when I think they may be unfair or moronic. And therefore I am labelled a troublemaker. Why? Because I dare to think for myself. Does that make me “alternative”? Does that make me a rebel? Or, God forbid, an anarchist? Am I uncaring? Do I attack my neighbours and cause shit? Not at all. Do I not wish to engage in the world around me? Of course I do – to say otherwise would be to deny that I am human. But with regard to getting involved in politics and religion, any attempt to challenge the system is pointless. The world is run by political, religious and business leaders, and so long as these people are enjoying their lives of comfort, looking down at the rest of us from their lofty ivory towers, there is no point at all in fighting the powers that be. 

Christ, look at me wittering on. So much for a diary. Looks like I’m writing a fucking book. 

4 November 1997

I’ve read a few interesting articles over the past few years regarding rape. Disturbing articles. Aside from the fact that the act of rape in itself is disturbing, that is. What I’ve read has mostly been stories from the international press, regarding some male attitudes towards this violent practice. Very often, the views of the male witnesses – and sometimes the perpetrators – interviewed have been based on geographical or religious grounds. In other words, blinkered viewpoints steeped in tradition; a patriarchal belief that men somehow take precedence over women. These men have been raised on the beliefs of their forefathers. Browbeaten over the course of generations by mindless indoctrination, they are led to believe that they are superior in some way, and it is therefore their right to control the “weaker” sex.

These same people seem to think that rape is somehow justified, for whatever reasons may suit them at the time. I’ve read comments along the lines of, ‘She looked at another man outside our marriage.’ (A marriage that she may or may not have actually wanted or chosen for herself in the first place). So that’s an excuse for the entire male population of her village to rape and beat her? Or perhaps she wore provocative clothing. Or maybe the girl ignored (or, God forbid, laughed at) the fool’s bumbling attempts to chat her up. Whatever the case, certain men will always use some feeble excuse for why they couldn’t control their wanton sexual urges. They will find a way to blame the victim. What these simple-minded buffoons fail to grasp is that entire lives are shattered forever by their brief gratification, and their pathetic lust and desire to dominate another human being. I am often ashamed and disgusted that I am a male of this species. Why did we ever bother coming down from the trees?

12 January 1998

The lack of writing recently is because I’ve met someone. Her name is Catherine. She’s just completed a college degree in teaching special needs children or something. I should probably pay more attention to the specifics, but I’ve been far too busy getting to grips with her other, more interesting aspects. We’ve been doing the typical dating thing: lots of nights at the cinema watching rubbish films; lots of meals out; lots of sitting in parks drinking wine and watching the sun set. And lots of evenings at her apartment, doing unspeakable things on a thick, shaggy rug in front of her fireplace. It’s so clichéd, yet it’s exciting as hell. This feels good. It feels right. We have a connection, something I haven’t felt with anyone since Tracey. I’m not thinking too much about that, though; just enjoying what it is and what we have right now. Let’s see where this goes.

21 February 1998

Again with the lack of diary entries. I’ve just been too busy. Things have taken off spectacularly with Catherine. We get along incredibly well. I can’t really say much more, aside from the fact that she has every quality I’ve always wanted in a partner: she’s funny, sexy, intelligent, and beautiful. We’ve even done the whole meet-and-greet thing with our respective families and friends. Life is so good right now. 

21 July 1998

Hey diary. What news? Not much. Everything is just sort of plodding along. Cat and I have fallen into a bit of a routine, which is cool. We’re renting a nice place in a quiet suburb; we’re both working, seeing a few friends here and there, but mostly just chilling out and enjoying life together.

All quiet on the writing front. Guess I haven’t had much to say. Hell, I haven’t had much to think about, either. But I had to write what’s in my head today, and I thought this would be a good place to do it. Based on some of my previous entries, this diary’s legacy as a dumping ground for my inane and meandering thoughts remains sound.

When I was younger I was inspired. I thought I could do anything. Given the opportunity I could have conquered the world. But I was never given the opportunity. Probably precisely because I was young. Politicians all seemed so very old and the law seemed to always favour the rich and the powerful. Fairness and justice seemed reasonable concepts, yet failed somehow in practice. And as I sit here now, having experienced so many more years of life since those early days of wonder and innocence, I find myself pondering whether I can revitalise any of the ideals I aspired to back then. Sadly, I think I am now less capable of achieving any of those things. Back then, when I probably could have achieved them, I was way too busy doing exactly what young people are supposed to do; being dumb and having fun. I drank too much; I smoked the occasional joint, got involved in the occasional fight, and ate junk. And I didn’t care about anything other than sex. Or rather, how little I was getting, especially as I watched everyone around me seemingly enjoying it in abundance. Sleep was deep and restful, music was amazingly loud, and the sun had never shone so brightly. I was embracing the world, yet at the same time keeping it at a safe distance. I was fearless, untouchable. The future was far away, so far that it didn’t bear thinking about. My memories of that time – of the specifics – are lacking, probably due to too much alcohol. Yet a lingering feeling of ultimate freedom remains. I guess that’s called nostalgia. I shouldn’t be so melancholy; I have a great life with a beautiful woman, a good job, and a fine bunch of friends and family. But even so, I can’t help but wonder if I’ll ever feel as alive again as I did back in my youth.

18 August 1998

Ironic how I wrote in my previous entry about what a good job I have. I’ve just been thinking about my boss, and how much I’d like to fuck him up. He’s an over-privileged wanker who dresses in fancy clothes and drives a brand-new, luxury sports car paid for by his millionaire daddy. What a prick. Maybe he thinks that driving an expensive car makes him more attractive to others, or elevates him above the rest of society. Although I’m sure it actually does achieve that in some cases. There probably are people out there who are impressed by that sort of display; the kind of people who find kissing someone’s arsehole a rewarding pastime. But all I want to do to the pompous twat is corner him in a dark alleyway and beat him to within an inch of his life.

I guess for anyone reading this (perhaps my unsuspecting grandchildren, when they delve into their parents’ attic someday and find this tattered old diary written by their mentally unstable granddad who died an early death from a stress-related coronary), I should explain my rage. I’d like to think I’m just jealous that my boss has a lot of money. That explanation would be easy. But it’s more than that. It’s the way he acts, how he treats people. How he exudes arrogance, believing himself to be above anyone else. Doesn’t he understand how insignificant a speck he is in the order of the universe?

Too many people are obsessed with money, with appearances. What they fail to realise is that the image they’re projecting is massively negative. Perhaps their peers slap them on the back down at the golf club as they sip their gin and tonics and relate stories of how many peons they trod on during the day. After which they all indulge in a session of snapping jockstraps and wrestling naked on the granite shower tiles. Hatred is never pretty, but it does tend to conjure up some amusing scenarios.

3 September 1998

I really do need to cut down on the vitriol. All this internal anger is not doing me any good. I can’t change society, or the way people live their lives. It has always been the way of the world that some people will kill for a slightly larger slice of the pie. It’s all about self, and fuck the rest. I was raised to respect others, to treat everyone equally, to be patient and kind, and to live and let live. Many others were never taught those basics, and are poorer for it. Unfortunately, some people they interact with will suffer due to that. These ignorant fucks will go to their graves having lived amazing lives, full of privileges and wonders that we less fortunate millions can only ever dream of. The world is not fair. Nobody ever promised that. And it never will be. I guess I just need to learn to live with that.

6 September 1998

Catherine and I were a bit shaken today. Did I mention that Cat is working as an intern? I meant to make a note of that earlier, but I was probably too busy ranting about something inconsequential. Anyway, she was walking back to her car from the faculty building early this evening when she saw another woman being attacked right in front of her. Some shithead wearing a balaclava had his hand over the woman’s mouth and was trying to drag her into a wooded corner on one side of the lot. Cat saw it happening and screamed, and then ran at the guy. What the fuck was she thinking? Thank God he turned and ran, or who knows what could have happened? Or what would have happened to the victim if Cat hadn’t spotted them. The police arrived eventually and took statements, but of course nothing will come of it. Nothing ever does. Scary shit, man. Needless to say, Cat is a bundle of nerves. She doesn’t want to go back to the school again and I can’t say I blame her. This country’s turning to shit.

30 September 1998

Catherine and I are looking into moving overseas. Things over here are bloody rubbish and only seem to be getting worse: crime, corruption, pollution, and so on and so on. Bullshit. We pay taxes, and for what? Just last year a friend of mine was shot on the way to fetch his kid from school. Thank God his injury was superficial. The cops were disinterested in his account of what happened, and he hasn’t heard a thing from them since. I’ve had enough. Both my parents and grandparents are British, so we can get into the United Kingdom quite easily. We’ll need to get married, so that Cat will also be eligible for an ancestry visa, but that’s easily done. Neither of us has ever wanted a lavish wedding, much to our families’ dismay, so the whole event will just be an exercise in paperwork. Everyone close to us is miserable at the prospect of us leaving, but we need to think of our future. Especially if we plan to have children someday. So, yeah. Interesting times ahead, I reckon.


Part Two

Dear Diary: United Kingdom – 1999 to 2009

22 February 1999

We’ve moved to the United Kingdom, for all the reasons I stated previously. Brazil was becoming just a little bit too unbearable. Crime is spiralling over there; the government is intent on lining its own pockets with the millions allocated to helping the poor, and massive corporations continue to profit from the hard labour of the masses. I was surrounded by poverty on the one hand, and excessive wealth and arrogance on the other. Catherine and I decided that we wanted to begin a new life away from the negative bullshit that seemed so prevalent in our everyday existence. The environment is toxic there, and we refuse to raise children in that sort of society. We’ve sold the few things we owned, obtained our residency visas, and moved. So here we are. Welcome to Britain!
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This is my diary. This is my life...

David Wade





