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Dear Diary,

Yes I know. I know what you're thinking. "Oh hey Sasha, didn’t expect to see you today, or ever for that matter. If I’m not wrong, I believe you had this little thing called a New Year’s resolution to write in me. Well, not actually me but my predecessor, which only got to keep track of the first week of your life before you got amnesia."

Yes, I understand your surprise. It had indeed been my plan to write in you every day—and also, New Year means January, not July, and all that. But it’s not really another resolution that brought me back here.

I’ve been somewhat busy, and I’m sorry. I realize that I was supposed to write here months ago, but honestly, I just couldn’t think of anything interesting to talk about. My life was as simple as solving a fourth grader’s math problems using a calculator.

I just didn’t find any topics or adventures to write about, other than the usual job stuff, until today happened. Now, I’m dying to talk to someone about this. I was getting ready for work when my new client showed up. I had a sort of little reunion today with this person I used to know back when I wasn’t a scuba instructor. I was just putting my phone on charge when this man, this asshole, stepped in.

There are a lot of things I want to cover here, so this may be a long entry. I have a tendency to overdo things, whether it's taking too long a break or working too long. So, sorry, but you’ve been warned—not that you have anywhere to run. I really need to share this with someone, not just anyone, but someone I can trust. Someone I’ll feel safe opening up to and sharing this with, and especially someone who won’t gossip about it with their friends, like literally 85% of the people around me. The only one I can fully trust right now is you. You’re the 15%. I don’t really get along with everyone here.

So let’s begin. Before I tell you about my little awkward reunion, I need to fill you in on some information. Don’t worry, I won’t bore you with too much exposition. Just a few things about my past surrounding a douchebag, that’s all.

This took place, I believe, five or maybe even six years ago. I was in college at the time and having a blast. I was popular enough to get into parties and old enough to drink, or at least I pretended to be old enough. I used to hang out with my friends and go places. I was like a free bird, not that I didn’t have limitations back then. Whenever you try to be a free animal and mind your own business, some people with chains will try to contain you for their own reasons.

By the end of the year, most, if not all, of my girlfriends had dates, leaving me alone. I was being singled out as the only one without a boyfriend. They all went on dates while I was left to party alone. As you can probably imagine, being touched by strangers in a bar isn’t really all that pleasant, unless they know what they’re doing and are actually good at it.

Speaking of which, the person I want to tell you about in this story, aka the asshole that we’ll get to in a moment, was actually introduced into my life as an accidental hero.

So here I was, drunk and partying alone, with some strangers, of course. Since it was date night, my girlfriends were all busy doing god knows what with their group. They might as well have been having an orgy for all I cared. And here comes this other jerk hitting on me. Now, I was upset back then, and also lonely and quite drunk—just a mess. I thought, okay, I had a few rounds, and at this point, I needed a place to crash anyway, so I went along with it. It wouldn’t be the first time I went home with strangers and ended up dating them and later regretting it.

He wore his gentleman mask, and with his arms around me, fingers rubbing over my waist, he was walking me to his car. We were literally a few feet away from the exit door. To my bad luck and his new suit, I wasn’t feeling that well. A mixture of fried food with different shots of different boozes made a cocktail that my body was having a hard time containing. Finally, I couldn’t handle the pressure and erupted. Before he even reached the doorknob to the exit, I threw up all over his Armani, or one of those duplicates that are such high copies they look real.

I felt a little better after some of it was out of my system, as if finally getting a bathroom break after a full hour of holding it in. But what I wasn’t ready for was the reaction that came next. The man who was wearing the suit was obviously not happy, but his reaction to this incident was way more physical than I was expecting. His smooth and cool look changed into a frustrated, angered, and scary one. He was disgusted by the smell, as anyone wearing an expensive deodorant would be, and by the way his suit now looked. He was furious to see me there. In my drunken state, I found the situation quite funny and giggled. I couldn’t control it and ended up paying for it seconds later as he opened his mouth.

"You bitch," he said, and right then I knew I was in for some trouble. 

He raised his hand, and the back of his palm landed on the side of my face, reddening my cheeks as if a little girl got tightly slapped for stealing. The impact almost knocked me off my feet, and I was barely able to stand straight. 

I was too terrified to fight back and tried to apologize, but the words that came out of my mouth were a jumbled mess that was hard to understand, even for me. I wanted to get away from him but knew that this was far from over as he had a tight grip on my arm. I struggled to break free, but he was too strong for me to handle as he pulled me closer to him. My face was only inches away from his as he shouted his next words.

"You filthy, disgusting whore, do you have any idea how much this cost? Of course, you don’t, you fucking skank," he raised his arm up again, and my knees started to shake as I stood. But this time, a voice from behind stopped it from hitting its mark. It was one of the bartenders. It was him.

"Sir, I’m afraid it’s time to close, and if you want to carry on what you are doing, the bouncers will be more than happy to escort you out to your car," they were having a staring competition, and I was relieved when he loosened the grip on my arm. I took the opportunity to break free. "As for the mess, the cleaning crew is on their way. For the miss, if she doesn’t mind, she should probably take this bag of hers that she left on the table."

It wasn’t my purse, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to correct him. I wanted to be as far away from the man as I could. I stood straight for a few seconds before heading towards him. I walked closer to the bartender to take the purse that wasn’t mine. Once I reached him, I looked back, and to my delight, he was gone. 

I sighed and, without thinking much, hugged my savior as some of his fellow colleagues watched. I could’ve kissed him then, but he deserved to be kissed with a non-vomited mouth. Hell, come to think of it, I would’ve been thankful enough to marry him if he’d asked.

Seeing how I was stumbling, he asked if I’d be willing to wait for a few more minutes. By then, his shift would be over, and he’d be able to accompany me out on the road to the point where I’d feel safe walking alone. I waited, of course. I was way too scared to even look outside the door, let alone walk out. 

I thought the angry suit guy was probably waiting for me, even though he was long gone. I was too shaken up to be alone, and to my luck, he was a man of his word. He offered me a glass of water before he helped me get to my place. He, of course, didn’t come all the way to my apartment, even though I kind of wanted him to. I really liked him.

We talked all the way to my place, and this guy was different from the ones in my class, the ones I usually hung out with. Listening to him was like listening to a non-boring self-help coach who actually believed in the things he spoke. Even then, I knew the guy had a clear mindset and goals to achieve. He was aiming to be a millionaire, and he told me that being a bartender was just so he could stay disciplined among loose, drunken cannons. 

This way, he could work on his more focused side while learning a new skill, which, as he joked, may come in handy. I knew he was talking about people like me when he mentioned loose cannons, but I didn’t mind. Plus, as a joke, he added that I probably wouldn’t even remember this the very next day. This was the only thing he shared with some of the guys I’d met in bars. Oh, how many people think a drunken chick won’t remember something that happened the very next day; it’s such a cliché.

Anyway, he dropped me outside my apartment as he said he would. I did invite him in, but he just shook his head. That’s how it ended, the first time we met. At that time, he felt like someone I wanted to keep around. So I did what I rarely, if ever, do. I took his number, and I was the one to first call him as well. Soon, one thing led to another, and we started going out after that.

Now, I’m not going to tell you everything that happened. We share a history, like most people do. I just told you how we met, and tomorrow I’ll tell you how we separated. I feel like I’ve written enough for the day. All the things that happened in the middle are just too much to talk about in just one entry.

So anyway, he is my new client, and from tomorrow, I’ll be teaching him how to dive. He doesn't know how to swim, so this shall be fun, I guess. I must say the bastard did what he said he would. He always dreamt of being rich, and now he’s a millionaire, with a capital M. He also lost some weight. You can’t tell by just looking at him, though. He still doesn’t have any sense of style, not that he ever did. Even his mom joked about that back then. He still wears casual clothes, whatever the brand. The guy just keeps staying in his ramen phase—only have what’s enough to survive.

Anyway, I’ll talk to you tomorrow, and hopefully, it’s not too
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