   I think either my own willpower has been like, zapped from all my years of dance- “stand like this, don’t move, isolate this and hold, higher,,” all that. Or my recent past may be eroding my willpower from a logical point. I mean, if I have been recently onstage in erotic dance competitions and won, and won T-shirt “contests”,  and been to a really intense and very strange place in Florida for the BDSM community, really, why not do the little things some people ask of me? I am recording here a couple of recent events, but changing the names cuz the event is the key point, and why I did or didn’t do them.

   The Phone Call Mistake- A long time ago I promised Celeste “No Phone numbers, no calls”, mainly to please her, since she was soooo weirded about it. She even has given me some kind of trance help to not give out personal stuff. Every now and then after a friend would plead and beg, I would concede to calling a cell phone, but I always told them, they weren’t allowed to pick up, and I would leave a message. Great idea right? I could talk to them, so they’d know I was a real, warm-blooded person, and still hold to my promise! SO somewhere, somehow, a few of my online friends got my home number, which is switched over to the church during the day. People calling asking for me was bad enough to explain. Messages left with church friends like, “Tell Wendy to mail me another bra”, is impossible! Daddy says I can’t have any more phone calls at all till further notice. Any, and I will have to move out. No free room and board, no free car to use, and no free college. SO, a friend said to call him. I said no a million times, and then said I’d leave a message. I remember it ringing, and then the message picked up, and his voice was there, saying to leave a message. I started teasing, leaving a silly message about his job, and he started talking! He faked the message thing. He thought it was funny, but what it was, was a lie. I felt really hurt. For like ten seconds, anyway- I remember him saying, “ calm down, relax,” and like that. I was giggling. He said goodbye, I said ok, and was kinda gushy. He hung up, and as I sat the phone down in my kitchen, I saw my zip up sweater and bra on the chair beside me. Remember I could just as easily been in church! How much time had passed? The next night I found myself standing by mom in the den, while she was on the phone. I wanted to make a call, and talk to a friend, and was almost shaking like I had wayyy too much coffee. Fortunately, she asked me simply,, “Who is it you need to call dear?” I suddenly clued it was my online friend, which is long distance, and where I didn’t know his number the day before, now it was all I could think of, like an addict’s next fix.

   Babysitting Bruise- At Enrique’s, his mom Joan is now a friend, and we go out shopping and even went clubbing one night! I was watching the five and a half month old boy for Joan’s friend (soon to be mine too I think).   I have a friend, Diary, that I have been calling Jack. He has been a good online friend, but like all the other men, he wants me to marry him, move in, send pictures of me nude, send all my soiled underwear, call “just once”, call “just one more time”, Call again, etc. I was chatting online with im, while babysitting.

   The baby pee’d all over my top and brand new chocolate khakis, so off they went, into the washer, and I finished up with his diaper, and chatting. I was holding him,, watching as his eyes slowly closed, his little hands grasping at me for comfort and security.. Oh god is that a wonderful feeling. I realized I would be a great mom. My friend online Jack simply said, “Why don’t you give him a nipple?” and nothing seemed like a better idea. His little hands grabbed me, but more like little petting motions. The feeling of being able to feed, to sustain another life, from your own body, God intenseness. He started crying because after all, he was working so hard and getting nothing. I got his bottle, and the whole rest of the night, switched on and off between the bottle, and my body. I didn’t even put a shirt on, just held him against my skin.  I now have a serious bruise and serious soreness!

   Dressing Rooms- Last month when I walked out of a dressing room to get my purse, and didn’t even clue that most people don’t walk out of those boxes without clothes on. I was back in the dressing room before I realized I was in a bra and fortunately Hanes French cut panties. Last week, I got a dress off the rack at a really nice mall store. I tried it on,, and it fit perfectly- how rare is that? It’s great for nights out, and still good for church, with a hem at the knee, lace up back, and draped neckline. I took it off, hung it on the hanger, and walked over to the register. I chatted with the lady for a minute or so, she was really nice. (I’m getting to a point) I took my bag and purse, and walked out into the mall. A man said he thought I had nice legs, in a typical city manner. I thought, wow he’s so nice,, so I flipped up my dress hem as I passed him. As I started to leave the side doors of the mall ( Always park by the side), the young woman and older man guards standing there both wished me well. They were so nice,,, I lifted my hem up as I passed. All these nice men and women were looking at me as I drove by, or sat at red lights, so I just left my dress up around my seatbelt. It was while I was slipping into jeans, at home, when I realized how weird I had acted, and that my bra and panties were also in my mall bag.

   Celeste is coming up from Florida to watch me in this ballet I’m in around Halloween. I am sooo psyched! And, since she’s coming up, and I haven’t seen my normal therapist for a few weeks now, I’m having her help me with these urges and all. I have to remember to thank her for August too. That photo shoot, and dance competition I won? She helped with it, and forwards mail and stuff for me through her, around my parents. I hope her boat is doing ok! Maybe she can find out what’s making wendy slip?

