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For all of those who wish to be unnamed and
experience the forbidden. Open up your senses and let yourself
feel.
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April 27th

 


I don’t know why I'm even writing in this
thing. I haven’t written in a diary since I was in middle school,
jotting down my latest crush and the new gossip around school. I
guess I just have so much going through my mind, so much that I
keep bottled up, with no one to share it with, that I feel like I’m
about to explode.

Yesterday was my twenty-first birthday and I
spent it alone. I didn’t really care, though, not really. I went
out and bought this diary, a little black suede book that came with
a matching pen. It looked like something an adult would carry
around to write down important notes about their day. Here I am
writing about my problems and how I wish things could be
different.

My days are the same, so repetitive that I feel
like my life is one big re-run. I wake up, get ready, and go to
school. I somehow thought college life would be different, somehow
thought turning twenty-one would make me feel more…alive. How wrong
I was. Maybe there's something wrong with me. These thoughts I
have, ones that seem almost dirty and lascivious in nature consume
me daily. I have never told anyone, never even spoken about what I
want. Being tied up, submitting to a man so much stronger than me,
letting him do whatever he wanted to my body. Those are the things
I think of, the things that have me waking in the middle of the
night so sweaty and aroused I can hardly stand it. These wants and
needs—they all seem so bizarre and unnatural. I feel guilt and
shame, but under all of that I feel a bright, red hot desire for
the kind of things that go through my mind.

How can these desires I have make someone feel
arousal? I feel like I should apologize for the way I feel. That I
should explain why I have these feelings, explain why I become wet
when I picture a man, a dominant, making me submit. I get so
aroused to the point I have to force myself not to touch my
throbbing pussy. I honestly can’t help these thoughts, these dark
desires.

How many other women are out there, desiring to
be controlled, aching to be forced to do whatever a man wanted
sexually? These fantasies in my mind are so vivid that I can
picture myself, spread under a male triple my size, his big body
sweating and panting above me, his hands wherever he wants them.
Just thinking about it now, just writing my thoughts down has my
pussy so wet it soaks my panties.

I'm so disgusted with myself, so scared at how
I feel, yet so titillated at the same time. I am grossly
inexperienced, so naive when it comes to sex that I am embarrassed
to even write it down. I am afraid that whenever I do end up having
a relationship, a “normal” one that doesn’t involve my partner
forcing his body on mine, shoveling his cock into me as I struggle,
will fall so short of what I have anticipated. I think a large part
of why I have stayed a virgin is because of that reason, that very
fear.

My social life is threadbare and my love life
is nonexistent. Honestly, on the latter, I have no one to blame but
myself. Even when a guy does talk to me, I become so embarrassed,
so flustered that I feel like a child. I stumble over my words to
the extent that I see their thoughts of me clear on their
expression. I can practically hear what they are thinking. What
a poor, weird girl. Look at how silly she acts.

I could rip out my hair, scream, yell, anything
to make myself feel something other than this endless repetitive
existence. Maybe tomorrow will be different, but I highly doubt
it.

 


 


April 28th

 


I went to the library today, nothing
extraordinary to write about, but then again that isn’t why I'm
making this entry. I blush, even now, just thinking about it. While
I was in the World Lit section I felt like I was being watched,
felt this strong sense that I wasn’t alone. I know how silly that
sounds, given the fact I was in a public facility with people
littered around me, but that inkling, that notion that there was
someone there, watching my every move, taking in every little move
I did was so pronounced I felt my skin tighten with awareness. As
if that memory is ingrained in me, I can recount exactly what
happened:

Feeling the back of my neck tingle, I glanced
up and looked around. At first I didn’t see anything that would
imply I was being watched, but then my gaze landed on his. The
first thing that becomes apparent is how attractive he is. Not in a
pretty, GQ kind of way, but in a rugged, purely masculine way. The
second thing I notice is how big he is. When I say big, I mean he
reminds me of a linebacker, hard muscle under a towering
frame.

I don’t even know why I was looking at him so
keenly, but I know, have this sensation, that this is how a man
should look, so masculine you couldn't help but feel feminine when
standing beside him. Of course he is across the library, but
nonetheless, I can see him so clear. Glancing away, I don’t think I
can stand his penetrating gaze any longer. Not able to keep my eyes
downcast when I still feel him watching me, I lift my eyes toward
him. My hair is a veil obscuring part of my features, and I hope my
embarrassment as well. My face feels hot from it.

I quickly turned away, feeling my face heat
with embarrassment due to where my thoughts had drifted as I stared
at that beautiful stranger. Although I tried my hardest to not look
up again, the feeling on the back of my neck, those hairs that
stand on end when something is about to happen, intensified. So,
against my better judgment, I lifted my head and looked in his
direction once more. He was still there; book in hand, eyes on
me.

I didn’t know eyes could be that shade of blue.
They were so transparent that even from my distance they looked
like cut sapphires. His cropped oblique colored hair was a
startling contrast to those blue eyes. I shivered in
awareness.

When he smiled, just a small tilt of his lips,
I felt a chill race down my spine. I don’t know what it is about
him that is causing such a reaction inside of me, but a sense of
awareness has my knees buckling and my head pounding.

 


 


May 2nd

 


I find myself wandering back to the library,
hoping I’ll see him again. I don’t even know him, had only seen him
that one time, but his look, his smile made such an impact on me I
feel like I am tumbling down a long tunnel. Maybe it was because he
absolutely poured masculinity, maybe it was because I knew, next to
him, I was but a fragile female. Maybe it was none of those things,
or maybe it was all of them. Whatever it was, I felt like I was
going insane.

I haven’t seen him since that one time, and
each day that has passed has my disappointment increasing. I just
know that I have never had such a strong sensation from one person,
from one look, in my entire life. It scares me a little.

 


 


May 4th

 


I saw that man again today. I was sitting in
the library, in the far, far corner where no one could see me. God,
just thinking about it has me feeling mortified:

I had sat down, ready to read in privacy, in
discretion, when I saw someone sit across from me in my peripheral.
I glanced up and my heart stopped. He seemed to take up my entire
view. His body was so big, so muscular that I felt a heat wave wash
through me. He didn’t look up, just opened whatever book he had and
started reading. Did he not see me? Did he not know I was the same
girl he had smiled at just a few days prior? I was acting silly—it
was ridiculous to think a man would remember an almost-encounter
with a woman in a library. Still, I hoped he remembered me. I know
I sure as hell remembered him.

I took that time, when he was engrossed in his
reading, to really stare at him, examine him physically. I felt my
face heat, knew I was probably as red as a stop sign, but I still
couldn’t drag my eyes from him. His face was made up of sharp
angles, a square jaw, a straight nose, and a dusting of stubble
across his cheeks. His shoulders were wide, the muscles beneath the
shirt he wore standing out in stark contrast. He sat with his arms
framing the open book, his shirt sleeves rolled up to show his
powerful forearms. I could see a hint of dark ink peeking out from
beneath the shirt and the sight made me more aroused.

Shifting in my seat, I tried to tame the ache
that had settled between my thighs. Here I was, acting like a
freak, staring at a stranger and getting wet just from the sight of
him. I flicked my gaze toward him again, took in his large hands
and big fingers, imagining what it would feel like to have all that
power holding me down, making me submit. Would those fingers feel
rough on me? Would he shove them into my warm, wet body until I
arched my back and begged him for mercy, for release?

As if he read my mind, he lifted his gaze from
his book and pierced me with his stare. Those eyes, like cut
sapphires, dark, haunting. After a suspended moment, he smiled,
that same small tilt of his lips that had my nipples beading hard
and my pussy clamping down tight. That one look had me on the verge
of hyperventilating.

He didn’t speak, didn’t even blink as he held
my gaze. Then he glanced down at what I was reading, and for that
small second I could do nothing but stare at him in mortification.
I knew what was right in front of me, knew what book I was looking
at, but as if fear had a tight grip on me, I couldn’t close it,
couldn’t place my hands on the pages and hide the words, the
pictures.

This stranger didn’t even look shocked. I
thought he would look at me as if I were a freak, a sick individual
even, but he did nothing like that.. He did something far worse. He
closed his book, his stare never leaving me, the smile gone, and
then he stood and left. My heart beat a mile a minute, my cheeks so
hot I knew they had to be cherry red. I looked down at the book,
the pictures of the naked woman, bound and gagged, the look of
fear, of arousal clear on her face.

I closed the book hard, the sound of the
leather and paper snapping shut echoing off the high ceilings and
drawing everyone’s attention my way. I stood, maybe too fast seeing
as the chair slid across the tiled floor. If I didn’t get out of
there, if I didn’t get some fresh, clean air into my lungs I would
die. Everyone stared at me as I left, as I ran from how I felt,
what I wanted. They might not have known what was wrong with me,
but I did, and now he did too. That beautiful stranger that I had
only seen once before knew my secret.

 


 


 


May 7th

 


I decided today that I would get away. Classes
are done until the fall semester starts, and I know mentally I
can’t handle summer classes right now. I just need a break, need to
distance myself from everyone and everything.

I got this flyer in my mailbox today, one of
those generic ones about student discounts. The one that caught my
eye was for a rental at a cabin on the very outskirts of Hocking
Hill. I'm not much of an outdoorsy type of girl, but I think the
solitude and isolation might do me some good. Maybe I’ll be able to
sort through my feelings and emotions, figure out what is going on
inside of my mind and find peace.

I feel consumed by the thoughts and desires I
have. Is it even normal to want a man so much bigger than you to
hold you down, feel you roughly, and then take what he wants? I am
sure I’m not the only one with these feelings, but still, I can’t
help but feel disgusted with myself. Maybe I’ll be able to really
sit down and write how I feel, what I want out of life, and want I
hope for the future.

I went ahead and booked the cabin for the whole
week. I don’t know, maybe it won’t help me at all, or maybe it
will. I guess time will tell.

 


 


May 13th

 


Today is Friday and I just arrived at the
cabin. I feel myself unraveling, but in a good way. The drive was
over three hours, but I took that time and just let my mind wander.
I didn’t turn the radio on, didn’t talk out loud, just let anything
and everything filter through my mind.

The cabin is beautiful, large yet not imposing.
There are twin pillars, the size of large oak trunks that support
an impressive porch. The inside is just as beautiful as the
outside. It is quite spacious, far bigger than I thought given the
low fee I am paying for the week. There is a large bedroom, a
kitchen, a small dining room and living room combined. Upstairs
there are several other bedrooms along with an upper deck that
looks out over the pristine forest that surrounds the
cabin.

There is, however, a locked room in the house.
From the outside there are no windows and it appears the room was
an add-on because the wood looks newer, brighter. My curiosity was
piqued at first, but I assume it to be some kind of storage
room.

I went out on the deck today, just sat there
and listened to the birds chirping and the sound of the ground
dwelling animals
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