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My dear new diary,






















I honestly do not know what to tell you.

I had to start a new diary since my rebirth. I just couldn’t go on and write what I’m about to write into the old diary. Not to that juvenile diary. The naive book of wishes, hopes, fantasies and everything else but the reality.

If I had thought I already had experienced everything, have learned all, I could not have been more wrong. How on earth I could have been that stupid?

Guess it was time to get rid of those pink sunglasses, which has rainbows in them, and which had ruled my life till these days.

And maybe I lose some of my friends also, who from I did got the feeling that all we had was it. No, they are not stupid as persons. But the idealisms, ideas, chatters and all, they are so far away from my true reality, it had me distracted. They didn’t know anything better. I didn’t!

Well, what there was to guide us to know anything else? Media? TV? Hollywood series? Don’t make me laugh.

Yes, I still keep the “ordinary diary” also on side.

This is not that diary.


 







the Beginning






















My Dear Diary…

It was a normal Tuesday, day like any other. We were at the cafeteria where I almost always met my girlies. We chatted and giggled, looking and pointing out stupid people. Making rude comments of the older people. Especially men and of their prowess that were fading. To their capacity of doing anything fun before fading and dying.

Yes, those were our usual activities after the workdays. The day didn’t matter, that specific day just happened to be a Tuesday.

We were idiots, let me tell you.

Now when I look to the mirror, I am so ashamed of myself. Of us. I do not want to know what other people even think of us and our “habit”. It’s already too excruciating what I felt about myself.

Of course, I could always appeal on “not knowing any better”, but does it make it better? No. There isn’t any excuses. I should not accept any excuse.

Then what actually happened?

Let me tell you…







It was on that Tuesday afternoon when I saw him at the cafeteria for the first time. Sure, what I remember, he had been, he must have been there before, but that was the first time I noticed him. A middle aged man alone on his table. I am still certain I had made many jokes and laughs out of him earlier.

My girlies and I are just around twenty years old. So you can truly imagine what kind of laughs we made of those older guys.

He sat at the table, drinking tea at that time. I remembered him sometimes taking only some juice. But that time he had a cup of tea. He wrote something to his notepad. To the paper notepad. I am certain I’ve made so much laugh out of that ancient stuff, of not using tablet or something. Or a computer maybe? Or perhaps a cellphone?

But there he was writing something down to his paper notepad. Short sentences after another.

I did laugh when my friends laughed. I was aware they were there. Tho I had missed what they laughed for. Didn’t know what had hit me.

Coming back to my senses I made very fast notions what my girlies had talked. Not surprisingly anything else than the usual stuff. Easy to catch them on those conversations. Yet my eyes went back to that man.

My friends, who all were very good-looking bunch of girls, with high maintenance, suit me very well. Felt home with these girls and with their looks, since I was same as them. Unique among millions of the same, so to say. Could say nobody were prettier than the other. Only a small fracture different, but way better looking than anyone else on that mall. Or so we proudly thought of ourselves.

That’s why probably there were not so many guys who dared to approach us when we were as a flock. Just too many good-looking young women same time around the same table. Laughing. Giggling. And we kept our standards high, since we deserved it.

We deserved it? Oh, my bloody hell, how stupid way of thinking that was? Oh, am so ashamed of myself. I mean, who deserves anything for the looks they have? How stupid the world is and the people in it…?

HOW DA HECK I DESERVED BETTER? Because I look better than the most? Is there some measure for if you look good, you should have all things better than others?

How naive, childish, immature way of thinking is that? Bloody stupid thinking!

And I bought it, as did my friends… Bought it, lived by it…

I bought that way of thinking without questioning it. Without doubting my way of thoughts. All what TV, newspapers, internet and celebrities said and gave the idea to me, and I bought it. Bought it blindly. No questions asked. Because it was in the music TV, because it was in the news, because it was in all the gossips. Oh, how this world washes one’s brains if you do not wake up or stay alert.

Or even try to use fracture of your own brain capacity.

I am so ashamed to confess this to you, my Dear Diary.

I feel so low at the moment. Not suicidal, just low.

Oh well, to continue with my rebirth…

All that realization didn’t come on that very moment, oh no. Of course not. Why should have it? I were perfect. We were perfect. We deserved all things in the world.

When that man had finished his tea, he got up and walked with his dishes to a trolley as a normal, regular persons. Not VIP like we girls felt we were and we were ones who never carried our dishes to a trolley. We all started to make jokes about him.

We made jokes of his untouched look. Uncut blond hairs which looked like pile of hay. His old and used leather jacket. What could be more merciful thing to do to that jacket than trash it? Maybe burn the old thing.

There wasn’t a thing which we did not make a joke out of him. Even I. Naive me.

I am sure he heard us. Well, everybody heard us in that cafeteria. There wasn’t a chance he couldn’t have heard us. Yet his eyes only swept over us. I am sure he did see us, but he didn’t look at us twice. He was not embarrassed. He was not even noticing us, what probably made us even more vicious towards him. One man who dared not to notice us, dared not to give us the attention we deserved.

What is worse to good-looking girls like us than not even to notice us?

Yet, my eyes wandered after him, when our subject changed. After he disappeared behind far away corner, only then I managed to concentrate to my girlies chat again.

How I wish I could have been wiser already on that point and not just afterwards. But that’s how the stories usually go, yes? Pride and prejudice. No courage to doubt own thinking. Or those who are next to you, closest to you. Maybe it was fear of abandoning?

And as a single sheep in a flock, that is just not what you do. You do not undermine, question nor doubt anything. Truth is what the flock thinks. Life goes where the flock goes.

I only wish he didn’t hear anything what I had said, not then, not before. Hah, a fat chance…

I know, my Dear Diary. That’s a wasteful way of thinking. Honest waste of time to hope such thing. He had heard, even he never would admit it, I think. Probably. I do not dare to ask.

Maybe that was the thing in him what hit me like a thousand watt bolt of lightning. The peacefulness of being self. Being whatever he wanted, even that sure wasn’t a very pretty sight, but he still was himself. Not ashamed of it. And same time being something what everyone of us noticed and remembered.

He was rememberable.

Maybe I was missing that. In myself.

No, that’s not true. I was very aware who and what I was. How did I look like, and how sexy I was. I was aware of my sexuality from my experiences with the opposite sex and from playing with myself. I was aware of my thoughts what I had. There was no doubt. I dressed up nicely. I worked and made money. I wasn’t the most successful person in our group, as being outlet saleswoman, but at least I made my own money. And I paid my bills myself, and not using “daddies” to cover my expenses.

Yet, as I was coming aware of all that … all that was plain rubbish. Except work, that is.

We still laughed when we left the cafeteria to our own cars and homes. As usually, some of us still kept talking over the phone. Well, what you gonna do? Single girls, empty homes, the usual. And even if wasn’t single person, it didn’t matter. To most of us loneliness was the only thing waiting us, if didn’t had a pet. For some reason keeping boyfriend was hard to all of us. And when we had a relationship, we still felt alone in them.

Go figure.

Guess I missed him in the next few weeks at the café. I tried to look around, never saw him. And then he was again there one afternoon. He was sipping his tea in peaceful manner, writing something to his paper notepad. All that got me so irritated, don’t ask me why. Like he didn’t acknowledge his surroundings. People was everywhere. Yet he was not sunken into the background, just the opposite. Yet it was not easily noticed, you had to look at him. Everybody kind of just passed by, respectfully.

That was one thing what got me interested in him. I knew he wasn’t a celebrity, since I knew every one of them, thanks to the brainwashing media for that. But who he was? As how it looked like to me, he was a nobody. But he wasn’t bothered of it and other people acted respectfully around him for no reason. Giving him the space he never even asked. I had not been accustomed to such things. Some have even grabbed my ass in a crowded elevator, and that’s not even worse what has happened to me.

He never even looked at me, or at least I never did meet his eyes on me. I wasn’t a jailbait, so he could have checked me out, but no.

“Hey, what’s up with you?” one of my girlies woke me out from my thoughts. I was glad that she wasn’t checking what I had been looking at. I would have become a laughingstock for that evening if she would have noticed what I was looking.

“Sorry, what I missed?” I said and the chattering continued its usual way.

It became clear to me in following month, that he usually came to the café on Tuesdays and Thursdays. But not exclusively. There were some exceptions, but that was what it was. And he did drink only tea or ice tea.

And I couldn’t find him from any media or the social media. Not from the internet. Of course, I didn’t know his name. It made the search so much harder, but I still didn’t find him nor his profile anywhere in the social media. And I bloody heck searched the whole internet for that.

Oh my, I cannot believe this, my Dear Diary. Had he become an obsession for me? No way, no man was enough for that! Yet, I started to sound like a stalker.

But guess that is what I was. Were. Am. Oh, gawd!

No, heck no, I was not spying on him. I wasn’t following him to his home or anything like that. I just happened to notice his customs at the café. Not actually stalking.

Anyway, it was one Wednesday. My co-worker turned thirty years old. She had brought to the workplace pure spirit and schnapps-glasses. She offered to everybody drink for her health, what felt nice to me. One schnapps and that’s it. Elegant, pure way to throw twenties over the shoulder. And we continued our workday maybe bit more happily, and smelling of alcohol.

After work I had plans to meet girlies at the café as usually, and so I did. Fun chatting, joking, the usual. Then he walked to the café in his crude clothes. He still wasn’t paying attention to anyone, not even to us, and we were sitting on the table next to his walking path. He went to table of his and started sipping his tea. Not looking around, just him, his tea and a paper notepad.

Yeah yeah, can always blame the drink what I had at work, but it is an excuse, isn’t it? Nobody gets really drunk from one schnapps of spirit over six hours ago.

So our gathering ended and we all left to the elevator. While waiting, I made an excuse for leaving the group. When they stepped in to the elevator, I turned around and went back. Back to the café, and I sat to other side of his table.

Dear Diary, can you believe that he did not give me more than two second fast look. That’s all.

I kept looking at him. I was getting furious inside of me. That was before I realized it was something else I felt. It was something what I had not smelled before. People around me always used odors of some kind to hide their natural smell. He didn’t. I couldn’t smell any perfume, not even aftershave on him. And it wasn’t a bad smell. I tightened my butt cheeks when I smelled it. I did smell the man’s scent.

Stared at him. It had no effect on him.

“Hi!” I said in my normal voice.

“Hello,” he answered, in his time. Nothing else.

Now, that I am writing this down, I realized that I didn’t in any point even introduced myself. I think it was because he felt so familiar, probably because I had kept noticing him so long now. He felt too safe.

“Nice day today.”

He probably was a bit surprised of me talking to him. He looked outside. “I suppose,” that man certainly wasn’t any kind of chatterbox.

“What you’re doing?”

“Nothing much, actually,” he answered tapping his paper notepad with his pen.

I would love to blame the alcohol for what I said next.

“Want to have sex?” I asked bit more quietly, since there were a lot of people around. Oh please, do not ask why I asked that. It certainly wasn’t anything I ever did. Not to such old cavemen at least. I blushed like a flower. Cannot fully recall the effect it had on me, asking such thing out loud. Tho, it made him focus his eyes on me and to look straight at me.

“Sorry, I do not do prostitutes,” he said and tapped with his finger his wedding ring.





the Rebirth








The shock.

The shock of those words nailed my ass to my chair. I felt myself drifting out of my body.

Nobody, I mean NOBODY had ever accused me of such thing. Nobody even thought that I was some kind of a hooker, a prostitute. Or at least not said it out loud. Ever. I felt so tiny inside, didn’t know what to think. I was hurt. Badly. Cold cloud flew over my heart and soul. And I was getting angry.

I kept staring at him with my mouth open, not being able say a word. The disbelief of what he thought of me had gotten me. How the hell he had nerves to think that I was a hooker?

It felt ages to me. My speechlessness probably woke him up. Or maybe my stare of disbelief.

“I’m. No. Bloody. Hooker,” I finally got around to speak, with very angry voice and with very short words.

“Oh, am so sorry. I didn’t mean to offend,” he said exactly the same time.

So there we sat in silence.

Uncomfortable silence of my hurt feelings, yet I wasn’t able to leave. I was afraid my feet would not keep me up. I had never felt so cold inside me after he had said those words. I couldn’t make myself get over it.

He didn’t help it much either. He was looking his paper notepad, not writing anything. Awkward sipping of the tea and nowhere to look. It took forever, even tho in real lifetime it probably was just a few minutes, when he got to it. “Listen, I didn’t mean it like that,” he said looking straight to my eyes. “I am so sorry for implying such thing. I do not think you are such person,” he continued. “Tho, you have to understand my side of the story too. I mean, young beautiful girl comes from nowhere and asks… Well, you know,” he said quietly, explaining.

Yet I were unable to speak out loud, but I was able to nod. And I kept staring at him. I certainly haven’t forgiven him. I would never forgive him, I thought.

I cannot understand it now, or even then, to think of it. I do not understand why, but I thought this kind of thing goes usually the opposite way. This shouldn’t happen when dashing younger woman comes to a older man to offer sex. Sure, maybe some prostitutes acted this way, but here now? I felt embarrassed.

It didn’t take long that he was preparing leaving. “So sorry, I better leave,” he looked at me and nodded for goodbyes.

“What?” I found my voice, on high pitch. First time I noticed people around us in the café. Tried to avoid thinking of them or what they thought what was happening. “You are leaving?”

He sat back down. He was silent but did look at me. Actually, he was checking me out, without being embarrassed about it.

I felt like teenager under observation by the First Boy Who Gives Attention.

More silence in crowded and noisy cafeteria.

“Well?” he asked.

“Well what?” I said, tho I was not playing stupid.

He did look deep into my eyes while making funny eyes.

I almost laughed for the tension, and for those eyes. “Oh, I don’t know. How these things usually go?”

He tapped his wedding ring again. “They don’t. So, you tell me.”

I did look at his finger. “I don’t mind her. She does not need to know.”

“Oh, really?” he said almost laughing.

“No, I think not,” I said without noticing that he almost made fun out of me.

“Right…”

We sat again in silence long time.

I looked at him in disbelief when he got up from his seat without a word and walked away. Well, not away, he went to get more tea to his cup, leaving me to his table all tensed up. He sure knew how to play cruel game. I did look after him like horny mare till he paid and turned back. I am sure he noticed my head moving, as sudden as I tried to be in hiding my staring after him. Tho, he did not mention of it.

He sat down and placed his cup of tea to the table. His hands did not shake, he was not nervous in any way that I could see. Stirring slowly his tea he seemed to wait for my next action. On side I also noticed that he wasn’t offering to me anything. That felt weird. Every man always tried to offer something to me for sex, at least drinks on the bar or dinner at the restaurant, as a minimum offering.

Like I would have known what to do. This went in to unfamiliar road for me. I was honestly lost in the situation. Even more lost since he didn’t act like normal men would.

Some people around just vanished, some changed. “So?”

“So?” he answered.

“OK, if it is no, why don’t you just say so? No need to be rude, or toy with me,” I snapped.

“Did I say no?”

I looked at him my mouth open. He was amused. Felt stir around my G-spot.

He sipped his tea while looking at me. There was some wickedness in his eyes now, what I had missed before. Or maybe there weren’t anything like that before.

“So, what now?”

“You tell me, you are in charge here,” he said bluntly.

I ran options in my head. His home? Not possible. My home? Did not want that. Car? Naah…

“Hotel maybe?”

“Which one?”

“I don’t know. There’s that one near us,” I said when I remembered the one hotel where my bestie many times went for the breakfast. “Only minute or so in a car. You have a car?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Meet you there?”

“At parking lot, perhaps?” he kept drinking his tea. He was incredulous about this all. I could see it from his face.

“OK, meet you there,” I said while getting up from the chair and walked to the elevator.

I did not mean to wiggle my body nor my butt to him, or anything, when I walked. I just had such burning going on in my loins, that it must have looked like I wiggled in purpose. While I got down to my car, I felt deep disbelief of myself for all this. I didn’t start my car, I just sat there. I felt my body tingling all over for the excitement, but in my head I tried to fight against it all.

Had I just agreed to have sex with a man who were a lot, a lot older than I were? How the heck I had managed myself into this? And I wasn’t even drunk or anything, I was sober. Realizing that only increased my anxiety.

I almost chickened out. I started to think driving away from all of that, but would he laugh at me next time he would see me in the café?

It took a little time for me to be able to start my car. And finally when I got it started, I drove out from the parking lot. I almost turned to the wrong way on purpose. In last moment I turned my car to the way towards the hotel. On last traffic lights I trembled. Not for fear, but for some other reason.

I am honestly sure of this thing: I would not be writing to you, my Dear Diary, if I had not turned towards the hotel. I cannot imagine what my life would have been, if I hadn’t.

Parked my car bit further from the entrance than I usually did on parking lots. I got out from my car, yet I couldn’t see him.

I had not look at any clocks when I had left from the café, so I was not sure how long it had taken for me to arrive.

Locked my car and slowly started to walk towards the entrance. I was looking around but couldn’t see him. Just when I stopped near the entrance of the hotel, I saw him walking out from the hotel.

“Hi,” I said as far away from my comfort zone as possible.

“Hello again,” he said having a small smile on his face.

“I was not going to chicken out,” I said very fast.

“Did I say so?” again he almost laughed.

I did not smoke cigarettes, but at that moment I could have used one.

“Should we go in and get a room?”

“I took care of it already,” he said and offered me the key card.

“This is not right. I want to pay half of it.”

“If you wish so.”

“You are not my sugar daddy or anything,” I said bluntly and shortly.

“Hope not.”

I started to dig my purse out of my handbag.

“Put it back, let’s deal with that inside.”

I did not hesitate, yet those words hit me hard. I had acted automated. I started to walk inside to the hotel like it was a dream. He walked on the right side of me. We got into the elevator, keeping the distance between us. Walked to the door, pushed key card inside the lock and opened the door. Nice room with queen size bed. Stepped in and closed the door behind him.

When I think of it now, I thought I was in control of it all. His actions did let me think like that. Being in control had always been very important to me. So, opening and closing the door, all was a sign to myself that I was in control. Even when I started to open my jacket and asking the price of the room. I strongly felt how I was controlling the situation.

Took the money out of my purse and gave it to him, while putting my jacket to armrest of the chair and I started to undo my shirt. I did not much look at him, I was more looking out of the window. I did hear him undo his jacket when I took my shirt off.

He was still almost fully clothed when I started to undo my pants. Soon I had only my bra and thongs on. He was more like looking at me and my body, taking his clothes slowly off. Then I noticed he had placed sealed pack of condoms to the nightstand.

My Dear Diary, how could I have been so stupid? I usually was the first one to take out the condoms. Keeping myself STD free were one of my life purposes. And yet, I had forgotten all that now. Usually I always had at least few condoms in my handbag.

And yet, there I did stand, in my white undies, next to the bed, not knowing what to do next.

Thankfully he did.

He still had his pants and t-shirt on, when he walked next to me. Tip of his finger touched my shoulder, what gave me huge shivers thru my body. I thought he was starting to kiss me, since I did react on it, but he ducked my lips and he ran his lips to my neck.

Still I was not knowing what I should do. I stood still, not touching him. Letting him touch and kiss me. I was certainly not resisting anything.

This kind of things had always been so much easier to do when I had been drunk. I had never done one-night-stand sober before. Felt sort of shy and lost.

He stepped closer to me, and closer, making me back up so I would not fall over. Of course, that was the meaning of it. Soon edge of the bed came against my feet and I fall down onto the bed. He stood up there, taking his t-shirt off slowly. I was laying down on the bed. He was looking at my eyes all the time. Then, without hesitation, without any shame, he let his eyes run to my breasts.

All my body hair probably got up on that moment. I stared his eyes mesmerized, looking how those ate and caressed my body. While I was looking at his eyes, I didn’t even notice how he did get to his knees and that he was looking at my pubic mound.

His hands traveled slowly to my thighs, towards my thongs.

His tongue moisturized his lips. Heck, I don’t know had I ever seen more sexier image in my eyes than that was.

Oh yes, I had been tongued before. I usually didn’t like it so much. Many of the men didn’t knew what they were doing at all. And those who did, were too fast with all of it. Most men were incapable for giving proper cunnilingus. Men usually used their tongues on me like those porn star’s, who only makes an act, not proper cunnilingus.

He started to pull my thongs down, revealing my pussy bit by bit for him. I was not ashamed of my body. I loved my body and so had loved every man in my life I had given a chance to have it, even for a moment. I had nice, sexy, slim, godly breasted body. My body was always stared at everywhere, had I clothes on or not. Yet, I felt all like a teenager girlie on that precise moment. Like I would have been showing my pussy for the first time to a man. Like I had been a virgin.

Slowly he took them off, stretching and opening my legs while doing it. It felt so sexy. He was kissing my legs while doing it all.

There I was. Can you believe it, my Dear Diary? I still can remember that feeling. Front of a strange, much older man, my pussy fully open for him without any place to hide. And those lips. All this happened when I was sober!

Those lips started to travel with torturing slow speed from my legs to my thighs. On this point, with my previous men, I had closed my eyes and started already to imagine very sexy things. But not this time. I was hypnotized. I looked how his lips traveled on my skin towards my pussy. And when finally those lips touched my clitoris, I shivered hard, gasping for air. I did not need any sort of imaginary world this time.

He closed his eyes as his tongue started to touch and taste my pussy very slowly. I cannot think many sexier sights than that. Tip of his tongue twirled on my clit, teasing, just barely touching. Some fast licks and then slow again. Teasing my clit and pussy very hard in such manner. Getting my pussy really excited.

Then I came to realize at least one more sexier sight. It was when he opened his eyes and looked straight to my eyes. On that same moment, he pressed softly, but firmly, his tongue against my clit, giving to it bit more pressure.

I had always been bit slow to cum when it came to the cunnilingus. That’s probably since many didn’t honestly know what they were doing.

In a few minutes I started to pant. He moved his tongue in such magical ways, that I could felt orgasm coming up soon if he would continue in that way. And can you believe? Just when I was on edge of having orgasm, he did something, not actually sure what he did, but it made me miss my incoming orgasm. He just lost his touch for moment, I guess. Shame.

On that moment I felt disappointed, I can admit that to you, my Dear Diary. I had hoped bit more skillful actions, well, for the effort that I was offering my body for him to fuck.

Tho, it did not take long for him to get good thing going on again. Sure, as I almost had one orgasm already, so I was already in right mood, so to say. Probably it was for that reason I was soon again trembling. And when I started to breath heavily, I felt incoming orgasm. Then he again stopped doing the right things, at least to me, that is.

Why the hell he couldn’t keep doing what he had been doing? It would have been enough for me to go over. He couldn’t be that stupid not to see or feel in his hands that I was liking what he was doing, or could he?

Again it didn’t take for him long to do the right stuff again. I opened my eyes and looked at him, down on me, licking my clit. That felt and look so sexy. He stopped only for a moment. “You ready?” he said with a grin on his eyes and lips, then got back into licking me. Only then I realized all that he had been doing, had been done in purpose. He had been teasing me with very cruel way. He had been edging me. Truly edging. Something what nobody had not dared to do to me before. Oh my, he sure knew what he was doing all that time. No false movement.

I felt scared, and rightfully so. I have to admit that to you, my Dear Diary, I were very scared for what was coming up!

What he did next is beyond my knowledge. He got back to licking my clit, doing stuff nobody had done to me before. It all felt very natural. Like all the stuff he made had already been made to me by earlier men in my life. But how he did that same, and that was the difference. He did know the right pressures, speeds, twirls and licks. I kept looking at him, fear in my heart for what soon would be happening. And then he started to do stuff I didn’t know about!

I did not even realized how he had all that time prepared me for the future orgasm. It increased the power my incoming orgasm higher and stronger by the second. By the lick! I was not imagining. I wasn’t trying to excite myself to cum. I didn’t do anything else than just laid down on that bed and looked at him. I didn’t even tried to use my imagination, what I always had done in my previous life.

It was all him and his very wicked tongue. I just looked how my legs begin to tremble harshly. I got scared of what was happening. My brains seem to stop working and realizing what was happening. Next my hands started to tremble. I probably look to him like I was a scared little bunny rabbit.

When he pushed his lips against my clit while letting his tongue play, I breathed deep and realized it all. I was cuming. No imaginary orgasm, or assisted by my imagination. This was true nature made orgasm what was incoming. Hard. My body was in shook. My legs kicked and my hands trembled. My back started to arch all the way to the edge of hurting. This was orgasm by nature, not by brains. Nothing could stop it. My body was having an orgasm, not my brain. I
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