Kally's Diary







Where do [ began?

What do vou say when someone vou've loved vour enfire life does something like this? It's crazv and
mean and stitful. 1 can't belief she  I'm rambling, but have to start somewhere. H‘\.J& have so much time to
get this don. [ wish I coud! go back akd erase. But [ can't. Im using a fypew riter and I don't hav anyway to
erase. She even told me not to cross anything out. | guma that's part of the Iplan. I don't know wahy. I wasn't
given much instructions. All I know is that 1 hy to write this story about my life. and about my sister.

The problem is [ don't know much about her. Back i school she was alwavs kind of pain and quiet. She
didn't say much and the boys didn't ask her out. She plaved basketball. I think she might have been pretty
good, but I newer watched her. I don't hike basketball. I don't care for sports in general. We fought a lot. She
taved in her room and read books, when she wasn't ... [ hate this. [ can't tipe. Anvway, [ went out with a lot
of boysand had fun, while she didn't. She hogged the bathroom a lot, even thou she didn't have to worry
about looking good-0-I mean she wasn't going to go anyvwhere. We didn't run in the same cirles. That makes
it hard to talk about her, but it's something I'm supposed to do. Teri said to s just start wrinting even if |
couldn't think of anythign fo say. just é»;ccp Writing.

1d erase all of this if T could ‘~.h sister is almost two vears younger than me. She has b ow ‘mr and dark
eves adn a round face with an ml}r compection. When I was vounger she might have been "cute" now she's
just athletic,

I'm just the opposite, I have blonde hair that was almost white when I was vounger, although [ have to
dye it to ket it that way now. My eyes are a siriking shade of ... yellow, sort of. In the nght light they almost
look green. I have a pale complection that requires a lot of sunbat thing to keep dark. When we were vounger
I was taller than she was, but now she's almost six feet tall, while I'm only 5'7" and she weighs a lot more

Lo,




Fortunatelv, we don't get into fights any more. but I remembrer the first time |
lost a fight. She was still a littl e chunky . becasue she'd just last hr baby fat, and we
were wrestilng aroudn in front of the tv. Deciding what sho to watch. We never
agree d on anything.

She was on the

bottom, like alwavs,

— ever since we were
SR little. kBut then
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gl G S SIS S Somehow, she kicked he
g - - e - .
O legs torward. mto my
: back. which caused
me to rock for-
ward almost
loosing my
balance... but |
caught myself
with my hands
and pushed back.
fighting to keep
her from toppling
me over...




But somehow, she used my own momentuum and sat up just as 1 was rocking back... and
suddenly she was on top of me. I was still a little bigger than her. [ think. Taller anyvway. But
it was like she used my own weight against me. She was alwavs good at sports. 1 guess. and
knowing how to use people's weight like that is importnat. Since then. she's lost her baby fat
and it's all turned to tompoyish msucle. Now she weights a lot more than me. And fortunatelv
we don't get into fights like that anvmore.. like | said. But I remember the surprise 1 kefllI1t
felt when ymy hea d hit the floor,
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That really hurt too . I think I even
cried. I'm ve alwavs been more
delicate than her. I'm slender, but
still shapelv. People tell me I look
like a model--but then bovs will tell
vou anvthing, 1 suapose.

Maybe that's why Terri resents
me. I was alwavs the popular one.
But that's not mv fault. She and 1
were never really close. [ tried to be
a good sister. Bue we were so
different. We have different fathrs.
totallv different personalites too.
different tasts different interestesds.
Even different friends.




Unlike Teri. 1 was always
one of the more popular girls
at school. 1 thik she was a
little jealous of me. . All the
most plopullar bovs were
always asking me to go out
with them. I plaved the
flield instead of going steady
with any of them. 1 was
always mvited to all the
parties. well. at least the best
parties anyvwayv. What can |
say, I liked haveing fun. It
got me a bit of a reputation
as a party girl. While Teri
almost never dated . At least
[ never saw her go out on a
date. She was into sporst
and all that.

And then. two vears before | graduated our mother died. so 1 spent my senior adn u junior ea
vear in a foster home. I'm not sure what happend with Teri. 1 assume she was in another home
somewhere. but she wasn't living with me anv more.




[ went through a rebellious phase. You know. the usual. cut my hair and died it pink. Started
wearing pun outfits and hanging out with the wrong crowd. But I think delt with it pretty well.
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After hi schokol I got a job as a secretatry in a
doctor's office. You wouldn't know it from
looking at what I'm writing nokw, but I did
okav. Using a tvpewritter isn't the same thing
as working on a computer, where vou can
backtrack and erase things so easv... [And |
wasn't so nure nervous about things then.
Anyway, I'm good with people, as we've
established. so tht part was fun. but mostly it
was boring.

Meanwhile. Teri was still in schokol. 1
think she did pretty good in her classes. She
was always the smart one. even if she was a
late bloomer and couldn't pronounce her words
right until fourth or fifthe grade. Maybe that's
whay she was good at ehr classes. Butsome-
times when she was vounger she could sound
a bit slow. Not that that's her fault. She got a
basketball scolarship that paid for school.
including books and boarding. We talked
occasionally, while she was away. but not very
much. We sent eah other an occasional
postcard or christmas card. We used to call on
our birthdays and on the anniversary of mom's
death, but we didn't talk long.




When Terri got a job working out on the wets coast the calls beecmae less frewquent. It
staved like that for about three vears. | guess. And then one dav out of the blude 1 get this call
sayving shes in town and would like to see me. And can I meet her at some night club I've
never heard of becuase she has some important news she wants to share.

Like that's something we do. | was shocked. Glad to hear from her. of course. 1 didn't
mind giving up my Fridav--but it ws definitely a surprise . We've never shared things like

ethat.

whnat s this
all about
anyway?

So | shide mto my
seat at this weird
litttle table with a
hooka and some
drinks that are already
waiting, My drink 1s
what I usually order.
even though |
wouldn't have thot
Teri knew what 1
liked to drink. The
chairs are sort of
narrow and not all
that comftortable. And
there are these little
end tables for our
purses...definitely not
my type of place.

I can 't just \
tell you, sil-ly.
I have to
show you. But
first we need
to have some

drinks.

This is a cel-
epration. I
have really big
news. And not
just for me,
but far you
foo

Come an,
lighten up! have a drink;

R smokea little. Thisisa

celebration

[ guess I shouold have known
something was up, but 1 couldn't sav
no without a good raeson and [ have
to admit I was curious. Sko we meet
at this country music place--her choice
not mine. It's like a cross between the
zood olllle opry and a strip bar.
PLenty of quiet out of the way places
for private meetings, [ even saw some
areas that were roped off for privacy.

[ want to know what's up right
away, cause I'm thinking ther still
might be enough night left to salvage
a little of it. but she nsists on going
mside so we can have a drink and ak
talk.

This really isn't like her at all. so |
grabbed her arm and asked what was
going on. [ didn't want to sit around
drinking all night and listening to bad
music when I'd stood up Brad in order
to be here.

; aez, what a preftentious
shithole. She must have a nice
job thoughI bet she paid a for-
tune for reservations




ma am, right

awWay

I think we'll

have anether round _ emm— , Damn

of the same. . ' ; . . this biteh

keeps looking at

So we have our drinks. 1 get comfortable and we have a few more. It's early enough that the
waitress doesn't have a lot of other customers to wait on and she keeps coming bak to us and
we keep ordering. I even smoked a little on the hooka and that what reallv got me fucked up 1
think. although it's hard to tell. By the time we lefi. the place was starting to puck up a bit. |
actually needed my sisters help to stand up and walk down to the parking lot under the build-
g, It's a weird set up, but I have to admit the elevators were nice. So I didn't hav to walk.

I think it's
time to show you my
surprise, while you
can still walk

e ne

think I'm just about

plastered.




[f I were a little more cynical. it
might have occurred to me to wonder
why she was getting me so wasted.
betore showing me her "surprise” but
that's not tkhe sort of think I sit around
thinking about.

Let's just say 1 was feeling a little
too good as she led me into the garag
and and over to the black van that was
waiting for her. 1 leaned against the
other doore as she opened the side
panel and then I moved to get inside.
but there was this man... a total
strangre just squatting right there in
the back of the van.

He looked at me and grinned as
he eved me up and down but he didn't
say anything.

fFor just a moment. I though "he's
cute." and the weirdest ideas began
running thru my head. Was he like a
present for me? Or was he a burglar
we caught trying to rob her van?

s is my van,




Who are
you? Are
.':r'l L:lU rn‘:r'l

surprise?

When I felt the hand of my own
sister clamping over my face with
this rag. I was so wasted it took me
a moment fo figure out what was
going on, But then I recognized the
harsh smell of clorofomr. I could
feel myself starting to loose con-
scinosness, but even as I was loos-
ing my self I could feel her hands
on my back, pushing me into the
van, and his hands accepting me
so I wouldn't fall on my face.

Call me stupid, but I actually
thought he was the surprise. He
was a little old for my tastes, but
what the heck I thot, "I'm not
picky.” But never in a million years
would I have expected what hap-
pened next. Of course, you know, 1
don't even know why vou're having
me write all this. You were there .
But... fine you want tme to write it
like a story. Fine, Let's justsay 1
wsa taken by surprised

Actually,
little sister,

you re the




When [ woke 1 was gagged. hogtied and lying on mly side in a moving van. Even if T hadn't
been gageed. | wouldn't have know what the fuck to sav. None of this made any sense. Was
this man forcing my sister to do this?

He was leering down at me now: and before eh even said anything, I'd known exactly what
he wanted from he. but his exact words still took bme by surprise. .

T

I ==
d if Cool... I think I'm ao
fuch her for a while
Let me know if you need

me to drive later okavy?

=

v told you
__that's what she's
here for! You don t

have to ask.




Damn, girll It s hard fo believe the two of you are

really sisters. Although you re both hot. Now just

| relax. I m going to fuck you six ways to Sunday

)

[ was stunned! He wasn't the
one in charge, my sister was. |

. couldn't believe it.

He dropped his pants and
spun me around, pulling my
legs up so they fell open for
him. That couldn't hac veen
easy with my elbows pinned
together behnd my back. but he
made 1t seem seasv. "He must
have a little practice." [ thot,

Instead of pulling his pants
off. he just slid them down. 1
was almost grateful that the
windows were tinted, although
from the nside vou couldn't
really tell... and seeing every-
thing outsie clearly made me
teel exposed. And then he
pulled me up and [ could feel
him entering me. It was so
humiliating and he hadn't both-
ered to get me ready at all.




NRen we
get back to the

nouse.

Teri savs she wants lots of detials bit I don't know what more to sav.

[t was humiliating and plainful. It's not like I'm a virtin or anvthing, but ... it could have
been worse | supoose. He wasn't entirely brutish about it. He pushed into me gently and began
slowly. working on me until I couldn't hlep but respond. a little. But 1 was still hogtied.

L

The rope that

one hell aysly fine fuc ]]Cl]'} Iy elbows

Which T quess is why ye = together was
: B particuarly pain-
i ful. It dug into
¢ my flesh as my
» legs tried not to
& pull so far apart.
It was worse
than doing the
splitz, because
once my legs
were apart then
his welght was
also pressing
down on me. |
couldn't stop
the tears from
running down
my cheeks in
big fat streats.
And he just
laughed at me.




One tthing I'll say for the guy. he has a lot of stamina. But eventually, he'd had enough and
he fell asleelp on the mat that was laving on the floor of the vaan. Thank | god for that. The
padding provided by the mat as well as the fact that he finally got tired of abusing me,

When 1 woke up again it was darker. outside. I could tell by the angle of tkhe van that we
were in the mountains, And then we left the main road. 1 could hear the wheels biting into the
gravel and sometimes there were major bumps. like the road had been washed away in ruts.

Only then did it
oceur to me that
wherever we were
going it must be
somewhere very
seclud-ed. that
terrified me, and it
still does. 1 don't
think Terri ever plans
to let me go And 1
can't help wonder
just how logn she's
been planning all
this.

After a while we turned on-
to someting l]ml [ figured
must b a drive way. The
road actually ::n:!t..nu.i to 1m-
prove, although it was still
sort of loud and bumpy. like |
coblle stone or somthgng,
At first, being so far up in
the mountains [ would have
thought it woudl just be a
small cabin. but the long
drive made me wondr,

™ i Then I got a glimpse of the

e R

by,

e & = drive and the size of the

k. ' house and I was completely
astonished. Someone had lots
and lots of monev. This
wasn't just some scheme that
was put together quickly,
They weren't planning to hide
me in a basement some-
where. This was completely
out of the way. in a house so
huge a police search would
never find me. even if they
were willing to do a search.

|
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What I'd seen of the place, however was just the beginning. 1 was even mokre floored
when we pulled into an underground parking lot. Like the huge part that was above ground
wasn't enough! They had to bury part of this monstrosity underground with a built in garage.
And not just a little think you pull into to get out of the rain. This was like a parking garage.
where vou drive around looking at all the fancy cars you've collected over the years.

I'd heard about people like Bill Gates, who's house covered five acres. This was the first
time I'd ever seen something like that up close. It it weren'ty for the way | was bound and the
fear 1 felt over being kidnapped by somone so power ful.... I might have been excited. 1 was
in a house that felt more like a museum. I should have been thrilled to find myself visiting
such a place. And perhaps | would have been, if this actually felt like a visit.




That was about all the time
[ had to think before Terri
opened the van's back door
and the guy picked me up
nad threw me over his
should'ter like [ was a
fiftv pound sack fo flour
or something, Teutfs tug-
ged painfully at my wrists
and the ropes at my el-
bows bite into my arms.
althoughthey already feel
pretty dead from being
bound up for so long,
He shifts my weight.
bouncing me up and down
on his shoulder and the
cuffs and ropes bite even
harder. while his shoulder digs painfully into my bellv. And the pain just intensities with every
step he takes... every bounce and turn as he moves about like I'm nothing balanced ther.
[ronically. being in the open space of the garage just makes me feel even more exposed. if
that's even possible. 1 keep expecting to hear voices of other peopple. This house i1s too large fo

just these two. I'm very aware of may nakedness. even though I don't see anvone eles.

o ——— He carries me into
the house. I can't see
where we're going and
I don't like that. even
though I know it's silly.
There's noting 1 can do
so what does it mattre
where he's taking me.
There's no point wor-
rving about what's
going to happen to me
now. [ don't think I'm
ever getting out of this
house. Not ever agin.

The long halls are
warm. which suggest
that they had the heat on
[the whole time they
were gone, which
seems kind of wasteful
to me, but hey, if vou've
got a house this big. |
suppose vou can pay the
heating hill.




Finally. after he's been walking for a pret-
tv long while. going up stairs and down--but
mostly level. we enter this long creepy base-
ment hall. It feels like a basement anvway.

Anvway. at the end of the hall there's this
door with a little glass window in it. It feels
like one of those doors vou see on one of
those rooms they put a crazy person m. The
rom on the other side of the door wasn't much
better. It looked like a prison cell. onlv a little
wider and longr. Along one wall there was
this bed, with a frame made out of metal. Just
like what yvou'd see in a prison cell.

Without a word, he walks me over to the
bed and flopps me donw on my belly. The
welght of mlv own bodv causes myv bindings
to dig into my limbs again. so I'm glad when
he finally turns me over--like a turtle stuck on
it's back. He unties me and lets me lay there
a few moment rubbing my arms to get the
blood cireulationg aagin . It's not a pleasnt
teeling, as all the pins and needles ome come
to visit. My arms have never been so dead.
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Are you feeling | ' After tiving me a few mom-
comfortable now, ents for my blood flow to return,
Little sister? they remove all my jewelry, like

I hate it when N by waist chain adn belly charm

e 3 adn put this wide belt around myv
waist pulling it so tite I can feel
my organs squishing around inside
to make room. . Mv legs are
covered by thigh high ballet boots
made of stiff leather, and my arms
are placed into these long finger
less gloves that make myv hands
useless, Then thev lay be down on
the rooms sole piece of furniture,
which 1s the bed.

you call me that.

You re just s“rr*essin
that you're bigger
than me even thou
I'm older.

-]

| feel like a wooden doll. ré»r‘inging you home was a long boring
with arms and legs that don't ride; so I think we all need some
work. I can't do much to help  sleep now. I hope you can manage to
them position me as theypull ~ get some, because fomorrow's going
my arms and legs to each of to be a long and unpleasant day.
the corners and cutf me spread
eagle. Then they put this hor-
rible think on my mouth. It
hooks onto my lower teeth. and
has these little prongs that stuft
up my nose. so that if I relax
and let my mought close those
prongs get pushed up my nos-
trils. Tert gives me a little

Now I'm gong to I mgoing fo furnitenby  water and prmises to give
turn an my friendly bouncing it on your pussy. e more if I'm good.
li##le Bizz Ball T+ e I't's motion activated you  whatever that means. Then
a listle invention ot W . see. Every time you move, it she hangs this little sex tov
my own design, that [N T} powers up to the next level,  from the ceiling, where
I created just for | | until it turns of f again. there's a plug in the ceiling
you, little sister. : ' R : --whao does that? It hangs
If you stay real down at a shight angle so
still you'll get a that it's pressing against
few moments rest, | my. right between my legs
but it turns back § She calls it her buzzz ball
on after ten. and once she bounces it
agamst my crotch. it's easy
to see why. The vibrations
are soft and pleasant, but
['m not sure how I'm sup-
posed to sleep now.




I try to stay as still as possible, as the door
clangs shut... leaving me alone with the buz-
zing ball. The belt puts a strange pressure on
my mternal sex parst which makes the buz-
zing more intense, even on the low settings.
so | can't imagine what it will be like when
it's on gigh.

It doesn't take long to find out. Except
for the big bounce needed to turn the think
on, it doesn't tamkek much to make change
oears. And the harder it buzzes the harder it
1s not to squirm. 1 think the thing must have
like fifty gears. It just keps getting more and
more intense.., and there's nothing I can do.
about it. except wait for it to end.




I'm not sure how long I lay there. Long enough to feel like I was getting bed sores from not
being able to roll around enough. As Impossible as it seems. | managed to get some sleep. Not
deep. sound. restful sleep--this was more like an endless floating in and out of waking dreamns.
It felt like davs, but I'm sure it was only hours. Long enough at least for Terri to change,

When she came back. she was wearing a new outfit. Sort of vour friendly Dom get up. She
seemed a little peppier, so I'm guessing that at least she got a good rest. She was carrving a
tray of food when she returned. Breatfast in bed, if yvou can believe it. I may be her captive.
but she's determined to be a pleasant hoset. I'm not i the mood to complain to much. since I'm
hungry, although I'm not sure how much food 1 can get into my constricted stomach.

K



After she feeds me by hand.
without even bothering to un
tie me she puts the tray on
the floor, gags me with this
nasty liettle plug gag. She
binds my breasts. pinches
my swollen nipple and pulls
it out even further so she can
use this syvringe o make a
hole. I try to scream but all
that does is tickle my tonsils
against the end of the plug. It
wasn't one of those little ne-
edles either. This one was
thick enough to peirce elep-
hants skin. All I could do
was watch as she used the
needle to tug at the wound.
stretching the hole so she
could insert a large metal
hoop. After repeating the
process with the other nipple

she did between my les.




Betore leaving agaimn, she tied some strings to the nipple rings. And then the door was clanging

closed beind her.
About an hour later, that same guy came into the room and began whipping mee across the
belly and breasts. At first it didn't hurt that much. excpet for the way it caused the metal rings

to tug at my nipples. He wasn't lutting me all that hard. But he kept hitting for a long time.
After a while my skin felt like it was on fire and each new stroke made it burst anew with
stinging nettles. My skin was turning bright red. 1 was sobbing and (behind mv gag( begging
him to stop. but he wouldn't. Then he went to the foot of the bed and changed his focus to
between my legs. and that quickly made things even worse.




y
After whippig me for what seemed like hours, he raped me once again. just for good measure,
vou might say. He didn't remove the little buzz ball. he simplyv pushed 1b back so it reasted in
the carack of his ass. Then he placed his feet on the bed rail and used it to push himself into me
in quick hittle thrusts. He was holding himselt up with ihis hands. but his shoulders still bump-
ed against the strings that were attached to the rings in my mpples. This cause the tension to
increase. which created an odly sexual pressure not unlike that created by the pressure of the
belt. And when he thrust inside. that cause a new internal pressure against things that weren't
normally in the way. When he was done he whipped me some more before finally leaving.




After that, I slept fiftully again
and had the weirdest dreams. |
kept waking when I tried to
turn over and was pulled up
short. 1 felt like I had a fevor. 1
was hot, but my skin was cold
and clammy. [ could feel the
sweat dripping in uritating
trickles down my shkin. And
it burned in a few places
where my skin seemed to be
more abbraided than others. |
don't know how long [ slept,
but I was so tired by now. that
I'm pretty sure I slept better
than I had the first time. Pro-
bably longer too, because
when [ woke [ felt clearer than
[ had betfore. Something hit
my belly. and when [ reacted.
[ realized my arms were free.




Apparently Tert hd been busy, removing my gag. my nipple rings and the cufts and chains that
held my arms. When she was good and ready. she'd tossed the folder to wake me up.
N
What's this? 2=

Icant
I don t have any
fingers.

r

[ gave her my meanest glare, but it didn't phase her. Nor did she seem to care how difficult
this wold be with my hands still cuffed.

I used every trick I could think of. After fumbling at the strings with my balled hands, 1
even tried to use my tounge. 1 felt foolish. and Tert wasn't my only audience. 1 could see his
head bobbing at the door's window.

I can't do it. )
f e ——— e o]

- Writing paper. Since T |

had to tell you, you'll ;'-".’_'-!:-

- » have to be punished. =5 : —
pemeen masss——), What s it for?

v R -Ir What do you think wri- |
= ting paper is for, silly.

I want you Th ik 8k
to write me

B o story, of
course.

A story? Of all the foolish things. 1 think the real point is to make me feel foolish and show
me just how helpless 1 truely am without her to take care of me. As if she hadn't already made
that obvious by feeding and giving me water. Speaking of which. 1 had other needs that were
making themselves known. The belt was pushing all my needs together, holding the stronger
needs back. but I could feel them building inside my mtestines.




Just write about whatever you | Terri climbed onto
want to write about. There's no the bed, snuggling
right or wrong... as long as you re against me as if we
being completely honest. were lovers, instead of
: estranged sisters. It felt
weird to have her
you're not giving me rubbing against me. As
any more to go on she removed my belt
than that. and gloves, she told me
that she wanted an ac-
count of my life--past
tense. sort of like a story
only telling all the im-
portant parts of my life.
§ In particular. she want-
Ml cd me to focus on how
people treated the two

I can't believe

r £

P A of us--any differences.

Our parents . our friends, each other, even
strangers.

[ knew what she was getting at. 1 was
always the pretty one. so I must have got-
ten all the attention. right?

Anyway. she said to concentrate on the
points where our lives touched as we were
growing up: the memories [ have of her
and how 1 feel about them--and acbut her.
Kind of hard to separate those things from
what she's doing now. She said she wanted
me to get outside of myselt--whatever that
means--and think about the way other
people might have seen these things, look-
ing at us from the outside. as strangers.
Like I'm supposed to know.

r Let the truth be
your guide. Just
tell the truth,
becaue if you don't
I'll know. And I'll
nave To punish you
for lying.

I've never given much thought to
stuff like that before. Im an m the
moment sort of person. But she
wants me to tell my life as if |
wasi't the one actually living it,
Third person. no first or second
person point of view. And most
importantly of all. the story had to
be long enough to tell evervthing
that I needed to tell. whatever
that's supposed to mean. 1 don't
like reading novls--I can't think of
any reason I'd be good at riting
one.

What if we don 1 see
the fruth the same way?




. When the belt was releasted
and [ sat up. the needs [ mention-
ed earlier begain to make them-
selves known a little more force-
fully. Fortuntely, Tert must have
seen me spuiming and realized
what my problem was. So she
lead me over to the toilet. |
couldn't walk on my own. The
boots [ was wearing were stiff
and my balance wsn't very good.
Maybe my sister could balance
in them--she's the athlete.

[ f felt strange trving to go
with her watching me. and it
wasn't as easy as I'd thought.
After being bottled up for so long
[ was a little constipated.

Then I guess I'll have
punish you for lying.

U b My palace, my rules.

} You re iust a slave in
no i"l.:_}nn;jgl JUS 1

ot P i 1]
- r my Jungeon airl.
Sweetie, Yy cung . g
But, my
hands are
free now.

There you go, baby.

She seemed amused by my discomfort, but : ' That's not so bad is it?
it was clear she didn't intent to leave. g :
Accord-ing to her, it was all part of my
learning pro-cess. 1 needed to learn to be
more open. Like wearing a miniskirt 1sn't
being open enough for her.

The worst was when [ went to wipe my
self, after I was done. She wouldn't let me
do it myself., even threatened to punish me
if I tried. So 1 stood up and leaned against
the wall while she did the honors. [ guess it
could be worse, she could force ... she
could do this sort of thin all the time.




Anyway, she pulled out this weird looking chair and an old type writer. After she bound me
to it she had her guv Lift me into the air--chair and all--while she placed this stool with little
spikes on in under me. Then he sat me down on top of it. No distractions there. right?

"You just want me to justify all the terrible things vou think 1've done.” [ said,

But Teri just smiled and said, "If that's the way you see it, then that's what vou should

write, Just be truth-ful. Five as complete and honest a presentation as you can. Don't pull anv
punches to make vourself look better.”
" And what about making you look better?"
She smiled again. and put a ballgag in my mouth.” Don't want vou to have any distactions.

-

Oh no. 1 hear footsteps. She's coming.
[ hope this is good enough. I really have tried.




Second

Iry




Apparently. what [ wrote last time wsn't
good enough. 1 don't think I'll do a very good
job this time erther, but 1 have to trv.

[ still have no 1dea what to say. But
apparently, one of the things [ did wrong last
time was | spend to much time thinking. It's
hard to know what she wants. I'm supposed
to write this interesting story. but | can't
think about what I'm writing. What kind of
b... I guess she means too much idle time,
Since my last effort, I've received 1 lash or
paddling for every second of dead tume 1
spent thinking instead of writing. So. I'm jusi
going to o on and on because I can't stop. |
can't misspell anything either, or mess up the
punctuation or use bad grammar or do
anvthing except be perfect. Apparently
they're wataching me. Evervthing is video

tped. 1 don't know who's watching them...




You ll receive S But... how will you know how many that is?
1 lash for . =

| every second I timed it to the las

of dead time. second. ’rr‘uST me, you
\ won 1 receive one stroke
more or less, because the
last stroke will _.'rh rmine

when we try again.

Sometimes my sister likes to speak like that, in the royal WE. as if evryvthing that 1 do, 1s
something that she has to do too. And evervthing tht she does to me 1s something that I'm tor-
cing her to do to herself. T remember when [ was vounger, how I used to sdo that somethimes
when [ wanted her to do somethng [ knew she didn't want to do. It was childish then too!

Anvway, she wants it to sound more like a story. She spent a lot of time reading back
what I wrote the first ime and telling me what I did wrong and how it ould bave been
beetter. "1 had to do a lot of editing.” she complained.

And I suppose she did. She let me read what i'd written after she finished reformatting it
and it didn't even read like the same thing. Not that 1 think she changed anything, but she
put quotation marks around Stick that ass out:
things. added punctuation that I — b= 1 0w you want it.
left out--1 receive another ten That'sit, :
lashes for every punctuation ] LIkny,
mark that isn't right. _— -8 '

Sometimes Teri's guy friend
does the whipping. but Teri likes
to do it herself. When she does it
she chains my hands to this low
frame while I'm wearing the
stitf boots (where 1 can hardly
bend myv knees) and since there
isn't any tension on the chans. |
have to use my arms to support
my own weight. This sort of
forces me to stick my ass out.
almost like I"m asking her for
my beating.




You want another gne?

lF i
Go ahead

then walk
it forward

for me.

Mostly. she doesn't hit me all that
hard. relving on the fact that she
gets 100 spanks m the morning and
100 1 the evening before I go to
_ : B | bed... so after a whkle they build
There you go 3" ) ' up. But occasionally. when she's
baby, let me | W had enough fun on one side. she'll
warm up your ey 7 . zive me a real hard one that causes
belly for you. 2 Uod g me to jerk extra hard. and if I don't
walk forword on my own she'll
even kick my shoes, so the hard
toes slid e across the hard tile floor,
And then I'm leaning backwards
with my belly exposed.
[ try to hold myselt up, but it's a
work out for my arms. And by the
time she's finish paddling me. I'm
not only bruised and sore, 1'm tot-
allv exhausted.
| get mokre lashes added during
the day. when I mess up for the
littlest thing. so mv two hundred a
day didn't whittle them down very
fast,




From now on, when you re
writing your stories for me, I
don T want you to use any

more sissy words. You re an

adult now, you should be able

to talk about your H"“‘I"." par 13
without getting all embar-

No, nol What do you rassed. And be more specific

think you're doing? You when you des

nave to F'UT your boxes on fures YOU EXpPENIE

the floor, and stack them ™ how they make you feel. re-
up nic d ne rrT below _ : member, they re *-‘upptm ad to

' be an interes

at seven to move them
all into this room.

Sometimes | have to do chores. Teri
dresses me up like I'm a Barbie doll., but
one of her favorites is this cute little maid's
outfit that exposes a lot more than it covers.
Some-times. when she has a job that
requires me to do a lot of walking and
bending. she'll include this thin little strap
that rubs agamst my chit when [ walk.

Notice [ said the word 'clit.

o on, Girl,

Teri savs, no more uphemisms, = bend over!
['m uni}- supposed to use what '

she calls 'real' words from now

on. Anyway, the outfit's tiny

leather strap is painful, espec-

ially when I have to bend over
or walk up stairs, which 1s
often, even if that means doing
a meaningless nothing job.



Moving boxes isn't the only useless job they have me doing. either. Another one of their
favorites is having me work in the greenhouse... which is a massive thing. Instead of planting
flowers in dirt, or something useful like that, they have me lifting potted flowers. They line
them up along the floor. then they have me lift and carry them over to these holes in the
watering units, Then. the next day they have me take all the bots out and put them on the floor
again. Only to put some other potted plant into the same unit [ just took those out from.,

The easv davs are when Teri has me dusting shelves or
cleaning toilets or cooking meals. although I'm not a very
good cook. and when | mess the meal up she gives me
demerit pomts. which add up to more swats at the end of
the dava. Dusting has it's own challenges too. Jeft. that's

Teri's guv, he likes
to keep an eve on
me while I'm dust-
mg and introduce
me to new forms
of humiliation
whenever he can.
Then. when I don't
finish. what Teri
gave me to do. she
ZIVES IME S0IME
new punishment
and more bedtime
swats,




That's it Work
it in for me.
Good slave.

But if I tell him that 1 can't do what he wants me to do. he just laughs and does what he wants
anyway. then he gives me extra swats too. So. it's best just to let him do what he wants and
pretend that I don't mind. And. it's not like I don't enjoy 1t sometimes. I mean I'm constantly
wearing sexy clothes. constantly having my erogenous zones tweaked and stimulated. I mean.
I'd have to be inhuman not to respond a little. And Jeft isn't a bad looking guy. He's the kind
I'd be all over it he weren't holding me agains tmy will and raping me several times a day.
Something about that puts a damper on my enthusiasm. you know,




Anyway, my days are as differ
snowflakes. Collectively. they're all
the same but each one has it's own
mdividual flavor. The two themes
that seem constant is the walking and
the wearing of bondage gear.
Sometimes [ wear leather, some-
times 1t's rope. My boots are almost
avs designed to make walking
ditficult. 1 especially hate the training
boots. They have thse sharp little
spikes on the in-
soles. that's the
part of the shoe
that usually sup-
ports the foot. But
now the only part of
my foot that duches
the boot are my toes
and I have to hold my
own foot at the

angle of a bond-
age boot. or | get
stabbed by

the spikes.

There's a

little flap

that]]]] that
helps to hold the food in the right pesition. but it crumples under the slightest
weight, and the spikes are rather long, Anvway, every day it seems like we go
through the same routine. They dress me up like sadists playing life-sized barbie dolls. They
force me to walk from one end of the house to the other. or to do jobs that involve a lot of
bending and squatting... that's usually when I'm wearing one fo the crotch straps that causes
such actions to place pressure against my clit,
But it's not like evervthing

15 the same every day. Some-
times Jetf whipps me instead
of my sister. He prefers doing
it while I'"m spread eagle on
the bed, with the buzz ball
buzzing nd my nipples being
tugeed at by the strings from
the ceiling. He prefers to keep
me gagged. Sometimes hell
even put me n a mask. It does
not matter. as long as it can be
removed quickly. so that he




L = i,

i

sister closer together. I'm usually bound when that happens. but where ever I am, whateve
I'm doing. Tert alwavs comes to get me at meal times. Sometunes we go for long walks and
she does a lot of talking. 1 suppose it's interesting, hearmg about her life and how she went
from being a highschool nerd to being the girltriend of a billionaire. Sometimes she dresses
me up in fancy clothes. so that I'm almost wearing as much as she is--not that that is ever
much. She's like one step down from a nudist. 1 think. It makes me feel uncomfortable to wear
g0 little. but "that's the point!" she likes to say. "We're teaching vou to me someone else."

So then, after meeting
Jeff at college I got a
job working for him,

once I had my de

I

2r

ff as his own ==
Well it didn t take long = — :W! _
5 L . - -
after that be - L .-= -

and once that ha ppenec

it was inevitable




It 1sn't often. but the
zood days. when she 1sn't
punishing me. are a bit

more pleasant. | get to
wear clothes adn my jobs
aren't as onorous. Even
the food she gives me is
better.

Usually my meals are
small and oriented
around mostly fruits and
vegetables. But on the

Often. during these long
walks, I'm wearing those large
hoop rings on my nipples and
smaller ones in mv nose and
labia. Terr things [ should say
pussy lips but 1 told her, "Labia
15 a perfectly adult name for
that part of the body.

She'll probably be putting
more weights on my rings for
saying taht, but thankfully she
only does that when ['ve been
bad--which is often.

[ guess I'm just stubborn.
The more she tells me what 1
can't do. the more that seems
to be what [ want to do. But
self-preservation is beginning
to win me over to her way of
thinking.

cood days she gives me more to eat as a
reward. and the meals tend to have more
meat and potatos kiknds of foods.

Not that I'm a big eater. but I'm definite-
lyv a meat eatekr. Of course. when I'm wear-
ing the tight belts and waist ropes. eating
that much isn't possible or desiarable. Even
a normal sized meal makes me feel all
bloated. If I needed to go on a diet. |
suppose that would be a great thing, but I've
never had that problem. I've never been a
nervous eater, and my metabolism hs
alwasy run high. "It's a gift.” Terri says.
And I suppose it is nice.




ne pace
unit will have to be punished. Warning! Slave unit is
falling behind schedule. If slave unit d
increase the pace, slave unit will have to

be punished. War

Of course, Tert and Jeff
¥ Ohno '~ aren't the only ones who give
T me walks, When vou have the
thing ie kind of money they do. vou
ciiiric 16 can hire what 1s essentially a
 do it dog-walker. In my case thtat's
againl a robot that seems quite cap-
. able and eager to man-handle
me.

In some ways. 1 prefer the
robot. Robots are supposed to
be unbiased. They're actions
are based on reasoning. It all
boils down to ones and zeros,
Unlike humans, who are em-
otional and biased and prone to
making mistakes. like mis-
counting the number of swats
vou're supposed to give
someone. On the other hand,
AT has to be programmed by
someone, and in this case, that
was probably Teri. or Jeftf.




L
Disciplinary [t's not all that hard to see the

actions begun % influence. I think. It's barely lunited
% by its physical parameters. The rope

to my nose ring or pussy--okay. |
said it this t ime. has a weighted
ball on the end. so that it's robot
hands with flat fingers and a thumb,
can easily hold the string. despite
how thin it 1s. And despite the small
arms and base, which must be
weighted too, to keep the damn
thing from toppling over... although
I've seen it fall and it just uses it's
arms to push itself back upright. so
it's not like a turtle that can get stuck
on it's back. Anyway, despite it's
limitations, it's more than capable of
walking me like a dog. Espeically
when I'm wearing a nose ring or a
pussy ring that it can use to tug on.
Amazing how fast you'll walk, even
when weary, with just a little glug.

The worst, however. 18 : g = )
: Slave unit s will- Using electrica : to
when it gets physical and o

ful behavier must _ activate internal vibrating

flips me over so that my 55 |
s \ y be pacified. ' units. Slave unit responding

face 1s pressed agamnst the
ground and my legs are
flailing in the air.

Mr. Robby has an
assortment of tools and
sexual toys hidden awav in
a compartment in his base.
And although it might not
seem like it. his three
fingered hands are more
than capable of using them
quite effectively.

Like Teri and Jeft., he
seems to delight in abusing
me whenever the can find
an excuse. which nevr
seems too hard to find,
Like 1 said. he was pro-
grammed by my new
master and mistress and
has just as devious a mind,
perhaps moreso.

o disciplinary actions




When Robby thinks I've been
particularly bad. which is oflen since
he get's his cues from my mistress.
he likes to put me into a particularly
unpleasnt position. which I loath...
not just becasue of the strain it puts
on my legs. but also because it
signals to my sister that I've been a
bad girl, and Robby likes to walk
me around the house for however
long is necessary for my mistress to
take notice,

That never seems to take long.
She's alwavs on the look out for me.
and she never seems to go any-

where. It's like she's waiting for

"Yes, Mistress,

this slave unit was

very bad today.

ave out with 17 long
5, and purposely walked
slower than the pace I was setting. When
I disciplined her, she resisted me and

groaned several times.

Umimm... such a ba
girl, I'll have to pun-
ish you for each

transgression

these little opportunities to
humiliate me too. And the pun-
ishment s always the same. A
long wet tongue lashing... Teri
is actually pretty good at it too.
No wonder she liked shower-
g with all those girls after a
game. I'll bet she's give lots of
tongue lashings. and probably
with less provokation. Not that
I'm admitting it's my fault
when this sort of thing hapens.
But since she's doing it by
choice she obviously must
enjov it. Which is also obvious-
lv why she's programeed
kRobby to repeat this pose so
often. Fortunately. she's never
forced me to lick her.




I'm not reclly feeling all that
nhorny today, slave. So, I gue

you re going to have to work
extra hard to get me there.

get past the tonsils in a hurry. That's the trouble
spot. when the glans is rubbing back and forth
across those danglers. You have to come up to
breath occasionally, but even that's become less
problematic. not that I've gotten used to sup-
pressing the gag retlex. [ should thank him I
suppose. for teaching me such a valuable skill.
Assuming I'm ever allowed to use in on anyone
else,

The first time. he had to pinch my nipples
to force me to move forward when he was face
fucking me... now he just does it for fun.

Jett, on the other hand has no qualms
~ about that sort of thing at all. When he

finds me dusting clean shelves. that 1 just
dusted a few days before, he has no pro-
blem taking my gag out and dropping his
drawers.

['ve gotten quite proficient at deep
throating, and 1 find that it doesn't e




Nice job, slave. I'll look
for you again tomerrow.

Ge east he could have
done was l et me wash my mouth out

before putting the gag back in.

[ can't decide if the things they do to me are more about training. like theyv keep telling me
or if it's really just about hunulmnng me. and putting me in my place.

Damn, this wedge makes it so hard to concentrate. Teri calls it a bondage chair. but it's
more a metal horse. even though it's made out of wood. It has two little stirrups for my legs
and with my ankles bound to the base. it's impossible to get myv pussy off the main attraction,
That's a rubber wedge. Terri says it has a little more give than if it was metal. but it doesn't
feel like it. Hopefully she wont put me on one of metal to prove her point... even though I'm
sure 1I'm a terrible sister and deserve it. [ have a shorter time limit this tume and [ have to keep
writing. I can't stop to think when I run out of things to sav. like now...

If you L'.‘JZ!FI'T kE‘Ep Oh ";r’l';'-S, Little -Sis’rer‘, E .. tf we did '|'!‘1|"'|’ W 1'4 nawve

writing, I may keep actually T would. to put her on a rejenie
you here for 3 hours : __machine, although T sup-
instead of just one . _ W voted R ose you could

nstead of “,L.IST e, Viili I,'.fL'JLI.JIZIﬂH'T! : H*—-"‘.r". I .,g'l"l:._, pose :,hnql - u- I. :

faor leaving her an for = afford one, if

six hours. i You really wanted.

She likes to call me Little sister. or refer
to me as Baby, now. 1 Thmk it's ment as
a viled mmsult. becaue I'm so much smal-
ler than her. It's her way of reminding
me how easy it is to pick me up and
spin me around when she's tying me up
or disciplining me. She really doesn' t
need Jett, excpet for the monev. I cuess.




Just tell the
truth slave.
that s what she
wants, all your
most embarras-

This time, you'll get double what you
got last time, for any dead time,
spelling errors

Sorry, Baby, but I can't tell
you what you're doing —_
wrong. That's what you're

here to find out, isn tit?
I expect you to keep improving--or : : is

you |l sufer the consequences. ButI - +: . ek ing maments,
' the things

you re ashamed

and especially the
lies. Next time you get double again.

don t know how I
lied last time. I

e a1 o
was telling the fo aamit, even

to yourself. Un-
til you give her
that, you'll find
yourself back in
this chair. Again
and again.

.

I suppose if I'm being totally honest, I'd have to admit that maybe 1 wasn't being entirely truth-
ful last time around, but it's fucking hard to concentrate when vour sitting on these damned
bondage chairs. Espeically when yvour supposed to be telling all the most intimate details about
vour life. All I can think about 1s what I'm feeling... emotionallv and physically. And I can't
stop to think about what I want to say, either. And this wedge I'm sitting on doesn't help.
Everything I m
doing is designed

Last time, you
were good when

te help free you. you were talking

Using less euph-
emistic words will
loosen your inhib-
itions. And that s

why there s a time

limit too. It s all
to help free you.

about things in
the present, or
the recent past.
As for most of
the rest, you
were lying. In
addition, you
rarely went into
enough detail,
when you were

o

lescribing

things. And your
thoughts were
all jumbled up.




[ guess. if I'm being totally
when I don't know what you

- honest, that [ wasn't entire-
Iy truthful last time. But
it's hard not to skew things
a little when vou're forced

know when I'm telling
¥ + le] [ 1
want me fo talke about? . the truth?

' . . =
Tell the truth; be inter-
esting; tell the whold stary

that needs to be told

The absolute certain-
tv in her voice and the
unwavering devotion to
her goals in her eyes is
downright scary,

But easy?

['m not sure I'd call
what she's been doing to
me so far easy. | guess
she's an athlete and all,
s0 it's not like she hasn't
demonstrated an ability
to show drive and deter-
mination. And she did
well at school and her
job. so 1 guess she has a
right to put out her opin-
ion about what's casy
and what's not. Still...

Oh my God! [ just
thought of something.

She should really
like this. Back when we
were in school...

Trust me I |l know.
And don 't worry,
you will have the
chance to leave
here assoonas I

see exactly what I

need to see. But you
need to show me

that. T can 1 give it

to you. That would

defeat the purpose
of all this

I will get what I
want however,
even if I have to
increase your mo-
tivation. S0, If I
don't see what I
want, you |l have
to be punished.
And I won't go so
easy on you this

time.

= Easy my :
8 fucking ass! A8
. K. ..

to talk about the most inti-
mate details of your life.
And it doesn't help when
I'm sitting on these bon-
dage chairs. This one"'s
wedge 1s making it even
harder than last time. The
spikes are digging mto my
legs. and the wedge 1s cut-
ting mnto my pussy.

Although I do think the
computerized typing les-
sons she's been letting me
take are helping with my
speed and error rate. And
having fingers that know
where to go helps a bit
with being able to think
foo.

e

T




The older girl really started trouncing her.
[ mean. she punched Teri right in the face and
knocked her down. Then she pounced on her,

sitting on Teri's bellv so she couldn't move
while the older girl punched at her face. Teri
did her best to cover up but...

My friends and I happened by when Teri
was already well into getting her ass kicked.

[ don't remember what grade it was, but it was
back when we were still about the same size.
Anvwayv. Teri and this older girl got into an
argument, and Ter wouldn't back down. She
should have. cause the older girl had a bit of a
reputation as a bully and she was a lot bigger.

[ don't even know what the fight was about
but Teri's always had a stubborn streak and she
wouldn't back down. It's one of the things I've
always admired about her because. usually the
bullies gave her a little respect for being tough
and mostly they left her alone, but this time
things didn't stop with a little name calling and

shoving.

I'm sure that if I was
a better sistre | would
have gone over to help.,
Oh, wow!l or stomething. But...
Home girl's well. at first 1 didn't
getting ecognize her adn then |
trounced| was a bit ashamed that
she was my sister. She
was the nerdy little brat
that got under evervone's
skin. Evervone wanted to
throttle her now and
then. I'd wanted to throt-
tle her myself a few
times and so now she'd
pushed someone a little
too far and she was get-
ting what she deserved.




let's get in

on this.

ed my-
self. Afraid that people would recognize that we were related. So [ just tood theere watching
my sister being beaten and humiliated. 1 wish I'd gone over to her. Given her a shoulder to crv
on and mavbe walked her home and had one of those sister to sister moments that other sib-
lings have. But something held me frozen i place. Even when she turned and looked at me
with those big fat tears in her eves. [ just frowned and turned away. She was pleading with
me stlently and I just turned away,

That's not something I'm proud of,

Come
on, Torget the

gamel!

Yeahl
Wait T of
MEe,




Maybe that's why she's doing
all this.

I guess there were times,
probably lots of times, when I
wazn't the best sister in the world.
I'ts just that we were always so
different. Adn I'm not a fighter. I
mean, why did she have to go and
gel herself into a fight amyway. All
I could have done was get myself
beat up too. Still, I should have
dome something. I didn't even go
to her latr and apologize. I just
pretended like it never happened.
But that's pretty much how we
were with each other.

We didn't get involved.

Oh good, I hear footsteps. Teri is finally coming.
I can't wait to get off this damn wedge.

I just hope she likes what I've written this time.
I really have tried to open up.







. In all honesty, I have to admit that
| I'm not a very good person. I've been

lyving about so much, as you obvious-
ly know already. Teri says I'm not
supposed to retell anything from a
previous session, unless it's to correct
a lie... so I guess I should start by
correcting a lie. I said I wen't through
a rebellious period, and that was the
truth, as far as it went, but T suppose
I gave a false impression about how
wild I got during that time.

I was already popular, zo it's not
like I had to try very hard to let the
boys talk me into doing things. But,
lets just say I gave up trying to resist
their suggestions and it wasn't very
long before I had a bit of a reputaion
for being easy. It's not a period of my
life that I'm especially proud of, but
just about every pep-rally you could
find me in that crawl space under-
neath the bleachers, working my way

| through the next sports team.

I wasn't just a horrible
person, either. T was a hor-
rible sister. One time, for ex-
ample, Terri wag the first
person to get on the bus that
took us home and she must 5 I wonder if she
have been pleased because no even realizes that she's
one was sitting in the seat : | siTTing in Tommy's
above the wheel hub. T guess S80S
she liked to sit with her knees '
a little higher so she could
read a book or something.
The problem ws, that seat
belonged to some of the old-
er boys. They always sat in
that seat and none of the
other keds had ever been bold
enough (or stupid enough) to
try to take it. I could have
warned Teri about that, but T
didn't. I just smiled to myself
and walked on by, laughing
inside as I took my seat.




I took a seat not that far away and
settled in to watch the show. I was
grinning like a cheshire cat, because I had
a pretty good idea what was comming and
I was looking forward to if.

I think Tommy was the main boy's
name. Tommy Hensley or Henson, or
something like that. He was this big track
star (and not bad looking too) who ran the
hundred in near olympic times and jumped
a little over 16 feet in the long jump...
which I guess is preity sood for high-
school. Everyone worshiped him, and
when he gaid to jump, well, you could say
they always jumped.

Sure enough, it didn't take long for
Tommy's friends to show up and they ask-
ed Teri why she was sitting in his seat.
She's always been stubborn, of course, so
she refused to move... and, as if to show
their displeasure, they sat in the seats in-
front and behind her. She, of cousre, ig-
nored them and just went on like they'd
never talked to her.

Sit with you? Damn girll T think yo
better move on vour awn before he gets
here, it you know what's good fo

I don't
see his name on
it... and I was
here first, He can
with me if he
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The boy who was sitting behind Teri began bumping the back of her seat; then he mov-
ed on to flicking her ear with his finger, while the boy in the seat in front of her kept talking
about how you don't mess with Hot-Stuff Tommy. It was obvious she didn't like it, but she
was clearly too stubborn to let them wiln.

Then Tommy himself showed up and asked her to leave his seat.

FF.-
Hum...
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make her move,
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When Tommy came over and talked to me, it was the first time he'd ever looked at me. I
was years younger, and although I was popular for my grade, I was still years younger. I gave
him some advice... I didn't think he'd take it as far as he did, but they dragged Teri over the
back of the seat and began to take her pants down. You could've heard a pin drop. I think every
single person on the bus was watching. Including the driver. He stomped on the bus and they
let her go... but I always wondered what would have happened if he hadn't done that.
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When she got off the bus,
Teri had an excited skip in her
step and she didn't tell our mom
about what happened, even
though she talked almost const-
antly throughout dinner, and that
just wasn't like her. So, I'm
pretty sure she wasn't all that up
set by what happened. In fact, I
think it probably affected me
more than it did her.

That night, T wrote what hap-
pened into my diary, and it's
given me masterbatory fantasy
material ever since.

e I used to write in my diary

all the time, but as I got older I kind of lost interets. Maybe that's why Terri thinks T should be
able to write a story now. Writing in a diary, however, just isn't the same thing. The diary is
all about emotions and how things make you feel. And the way you wish things would have
gone instead of the way they did. Sometimes you wish things that happened to other people
would have happened to you and ... anyway, I think I'm doing a much better job this time.
Teri only gave me an hour, this time, but I've been working on my typing skills and I think I
have a much beiter idea of where she wants me to go with this now, so despite the distractions

I'm making much better progress... not focusing so much on my internal thoughts. Of course,
I spent some time thinking about what I wanted to say this time, before actually being her.

|
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You'llbe fine... just write from the heart, you

know? Like I'm sure vou used to do when vo
write inyour diary all the time, When v

didn't th |r||-=;_ anyone else would ever read it
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 else, or I'm going to totally blow this thing. .. and after it wa
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There you go, baby.

Just relax: take a

= . Now, lets |
- nice deep breath. p
~, turn you on,
T shall we?
-y g B’
- | _|:.-

\
/EA

s ".

. ]
l- W

= ]

<

5 % |
¥
. '

A i

I

The worst part was when she turned
the machine on and I could feel the pus-
sy shaft bumping against this dangler
that's pushed through my clit, deep into
the hood, so that it's pulled out of hid-
ing. and I feel every single bump in the
road as if it's a jack hammer digging a
new hole.
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After I loozened up a bit... and began juicing up a bit... I mean I am only human. After a
while it's just human nature that takes over adn ... well, it's not so bad. It's even kind of nice in
a persistently unpleasant sort of nagging way. Like eating a bag of corn nuts. They taste like
crap, but there's something addictive about that salty crunchy treat. It grows on you, even
though you know it's not very good. After a while, the pistons a pumping and the dangler
bouning against my clit became like that.

Except, of coure, ever once in a while when the dangler would gt caught on some part of
the dildo shaft and it would push the danger up so that it tugged at my clit good and hard. That
just made my clit all the more sensitive and fined tuned to all the smaller bumps.
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Az a whole, thiz last intermiszion hasn't been too unpleazant. It seems he's gotten over giv-
ing me those chores where I'm wearing crotch strap and constantly bending over. I'm making
fewer mistakes, but each mistake is punished more severely. Mostly, it's the same rules, how-
ever. 100 lashes in the morning and 100 at night. Often accompanied by genital stimulation or
nipple pulling... or whatever.

Teri is clever with her punishments, but then she's always been clever. She's the one who
suggested I change the way I spell my name. Mother always called me Kahl-lee. I didn't like
it. I seem to recall someone telling me once that cal was the spanish word for shit... and it just
seemed like everyone was calling me shitty. It's also the root for calories. So, basically, just a
bad word all around. So, Teri suggested that I spell it with a little bar over the a... to make in a
long a sound. Kay-lee. It didn't help with mother. T didn't even bother asking her. She thinks
vou should keep the name your parents give you, no matter what. But the teachers and other
students started calling me Kay-lee. So props for that.

Can't say I appreciate her cleverness with bondage quite as much.

Anyway, the biggest difference is probably that Jeff hasn't been around to fuck me as
much. It doesn't seem to be a serious problem for Teri. She's been more than happy to take up
the slack. She has this wicked little strap-on that never seems to gef tired and never goes limp.
Of course, when I say little, I'm being euphemistic. The thing is amrvthing but little, as usual.

Truthfully, I don't think she fucks me quite as often as Jeff did, but hers last at least twice
as long. She's an athlete, so she's perfectly capable to keeping it going for hours on end. So1
guess it's a good thing that I'm mutli-orgasmic.

i o
| Hello, slave, Are yvou tired of
\ having your Tongue stretched?

Uﬂhuh_l

zood, because I'm ready to teach wvou
some things about sucking cock... T just
wanted you to know what was in store for
vou, it wou don't do a good job. T want Jeff
to be really impressed when he gets home.

I'm sure Jeff will be impressed. The gag reflex is almost gone. Like I've mentioned a few
times, we've been working on ignoring the distractions--like that niggling little tickle at the
back of my throat when it's invaded by something large. I'm glad she's training me. I'm sure it's
a skill that I'll find useful, if I ever have the chance to use it on one of my boyfriends.

I'm sure I don't deserve such generosity. I was a horrible sister, as my story so far has un-
doubtedly confirmed. T used to encourage the boys at our school to grab Teri's breasts from
behind... supposedly it was to see if they were real, but it was all just an excuse. For them it
was a chance to cop-a-feel; for me it was a chance to humiliate her.




Yeah... yau shald see her play basketball

- T havel |

It's not that I hated my sister, I've just always been a little self-centered. Maybe that's be-
cause I've always been the center of attention. Teri was always a little jealous, I think. But she
shouldn't have been. Truthtull, I ws always a little jealous of her, despite being a nerdy jock. I
mean, she's always had much bigger breatsts than me. I was flat chested at 15, while she had
more than a handful at 13. Girls in their twenties were jealous of Teri, at leat for that. So when
I heard the rummors I did my best to egg them on. And it worked, soon boys were walking up
behind her and slapping hr tits then running away gigeling like ... anyway. I don;'t know for
cetain that it wouldn't have happened anyway, but I'm sure I didn't help.
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Maybe that's why she's getting revenge on me now. I can't say I don't deserve it... but if so,
I don't deserve to get anything out of the bargain, so this cock sucking training is really above
and beyond anything I have a right to expect.

Don't disappoint me, slave. Or T'l|
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S0 o ; lick it like ;

I felt so helpless, like a
slave doing penance should, I
suppose. But it wg a relief to
have the ring removed from my
tongue. I was being pushed and
pulled in all directions, it
seemed. The metal belt crimp-
ed my waist, with it's chain
pulling my belly forward. My
legs were spread, dildos inside
me again. My arms were pulled
back, forcing me to arch my
back. Then, with the tongue
being pulled towards the
ceiling. Well, it was just a little
bit too much, that's all.

So it felt nice to be free,
even as she put the latex stick

~ on the tip of my gone and de-
manded taht I play with it like
it was an actual cock. It didn't
taste too bad, at least.
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That pink thing jigeling in front of me
looked o big. But I didn't want to have
her put the nose ring back in and leave me
with my tongue wagging again. So Iig-
nored the nipple clamps and the and the
cildos, and the waist belt and the burn in
my knees from kneeling of the floor for so
long and I focused all of my attention on
that pink hunk of latex.

I imagined that it was real; that it was
made of flesh and blood. that it tasted of
sweat and permones instead of that slight-
Iy bland, slippery and slightly metalic
taste of plastic.

For a long time she had me work it
with my tongue. Flicking at the head and
licking the length. Making enthusiastic
noises like I was enjoving it. And there
was something about making those noises
that... well, I'm not sure I actually enjoy-
ed it, but at the very least, I can say that it
wasn't quite as unpleasant as it was before
I started making the noizes. Teri certainly
seemed pleased with my effort.
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That's it, LH'JLI

There's something strangely satistying about
learning a new skill. My body was learning too--
not just my brain, if that makes any sense. Having
those probes in my hole and being able to move
enough to cause them to do their job... it's hard not
to find yourself moving. But, eventually, I pleased
my mistress enough that she relented a bit and
began to usze less strenuous positions when she tied
me up for my training.

MNow, create avacuum with your mnu’rh
That's ad. I
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After a few weeks, or o0, things began to

get easier. My tongue didn't hurt so much

when I stretched it out. And I could see the

improvement. What she was forcing me to

do was working and it was making me a :
better cock sucker, for sure. By the time 1@
she was finished, I was able to do things I

never would have dreamed I'd be able to do
when we first began And, to be honest, I
was enjoying it a bit more than I thought I
would too.




I don't know why my sister irritated me so much, but sometimes she really did. I mean, I
loveed her... Tjust... Sometimes I didn't really like her all that much. I remember one time
when she came to my room crying because I'd sent her away earlier when my friends were in
mry room. I felt kind of bad for making her cry, but instead of just letting me say I was sorry,
she wanted to know why I couldn't let her come in my room.
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I guess you could say karma's a bitch. Maybe all of this is because I was mean and
wouldn't play with my little sister... and so now she's playing with me, you might say.

What can I say, I was voung and who wants their little sister hanging around when your
friends are over. It would be one thing if she was the same age as us and we had lots of things
in common... but we didn't have anything in common. We weren't anything alike.

But I think there may have been a part of me that just didn't want her to have friends. Like
if she became popular, that would have taken the attention away from me, or something.

I remember this one time when Terri had this really big crush on a guy named Freddy.
Remember him? He's the one that worked at that convenience store. Teri would talk me into
driving her, because I had my driver's liscence and she didn't; and Mom said I had to drive her
places if I wanted to keep using the car. So, I had to tag along as she went in to buy a drink, or
a bag DI chips... any excuse to be in the same room with him.

She was too stupid to realize that he was giving
eves at me the whole time. After a while I just got
tired of her mooning all over him, so I started
smiling back when he rolled hiz eyes and smiled
that 'do you have to put up with this crap all the
time' grin. Teri couldn't bring herself to ask, so she
had me give the guy our number and when he cali-
ed, he asked for me. And she got all upset, but I
told her, ""You can't blame the guy, he's more than
a year older than you." Of courge, that meant he
was also a year younger than me. That's younger
than most the guys I see. Sfill, it was worth seeing
him for a few weeks, just so I didn't have to driver
her to the mall any more.




Another time, Teri invited this booy, Bobby over to the house with the lame excuse that
she needed math tutoring--as if she wasn't taking advanced math classes. But after a few
hours, she had to go do something. T can't remember what, probably some kind of team
meeting or picking up her basketball shorts from the coach.

Anyway, I guess no one told her that you don't leave your date alone in the house with
your older (and more attractive) sister. Figure that one. So, anyway, you can probably guess
what happened. By the time she got back the boy and I were making out on the couch.

And he was a kind of cute one too.

It's not my fault boys don't stick. At least he lasted a month.... and I still remember his
name, if that countes for anything.

Then, there was the time...

Oh wait, I think I hear her.

Yes, I can hear her keys clinking
together as she walks down the hall.

And there she is.

Maybe I finally said the right things
this time.







Apparently, I'm a liar...

Well no, I know I'm a liar. But apparently my sister is a mind- reader.

I don't know how she knows, but she calls me on everything. Well, not everything, after
all, the bazic stories I told were all true. I just embellished them a little here and there.

I couldn't very well make up all of taht shit out of nothing, but... I don't get it, every time I
don't tell the truth, she knows.

T don't khow
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I dont really believe she can read my mind, but somehow, I'm giving myself away. Maybe I

have a tell... like in poker. Some people are really good at that and she's really smart, so may-

be ... Whatever it iz, she was really angry with me this time. Not velling and screaming, mad,
but she's been harder on me this last intermission, even with me finally getting used to things.
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Just tell the I
truth, Little Sister, and all “
of this can end. "
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Teri has started sitting on my face when I'm
tied to the bed, with my nipples being pulled to-
wards the air. Tt gives her the perfect chance to be
to totaly bitch... Damn, I shouldn't have said that.
I'm just so used to writing quickly, without think-
ing and I can't seem to sensor anything anymore.
Shit just pops out, and I have to keep writing,
because I can't stop. It's like I have logoria, which
is sort of diariah of the mouth.

Teri acts like it should be the easiest thing in the
world, but it's not easy to expose yourself like that.
Our lies protect us from the ridicule of others.
They keep us from hurting the feelings of other
people, instead of just telling them, "No, you look
like a fat cow in that fucking dress!" That's the
truth!But the truth is ugly and cruel. The truth is an
older boy you have a crush on stealing your report
card and laughing at vou when he finds you've got
three D's and an F. The truth is a sister who thinks
she's better than you re. The truth is... the truth is
dangerous and ugly and painful. And we feel pain
for a reason. It's not so that we do it again.




I don't know what's g0 N O —
great about the truth. The tru- gl talk like that:
est stories are the ones we i v T:m gaing ta
make up anyway. Still, Tcan £ S Kivdia
hear what shell say about that. & WAL £k punish you,

All T can think about are all S :
the mean things she's been do-
ing to me. Where's the deep,
mind-freeing truth in that?

Still, T've earned enough lash-
es already; so Il tell vou all
the things I liked best... I mean
the things I didn't like the least
... you know what I mean.

Actually most of the face sit-

ting wasn't all that bad. I mean,

I'm not into girls, or anything,

but it's about like licking your

skin when it's sweaty. There's

a distinct taste to it that isn't en-

tirely pleasant. But it’s no

worsethan say, licking your own sweaty armpit. Teri says forcing me to lick her in publich (or
at least in the presence of strangers) is all about breaking down my inhibitions. I suppoose that
must be why she keeps pinching and pulling my nipples too. Pain must help too. Jeff is sittng

at my other end, with his fingers probing my pussy, while Teri gives me breath training... or
what she's begun to jokingly call "memory training"”. But the worst part is, the whole time
their just sitting around talking about the whether while I'm gefting abused at both ends. I'm
not sure who they are, but they're always attractive people.

hamned, Teri,

fountain Dee
down, I think
she's just anasty

fucking slut,

Aren' T
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| Damn, I swear 1o &od

& chemusthavea gar-

den hose up her cunt,
She's never dry,

waiting for those little
roast beet sandwiches,

Most hu;mﬂlatmg nf all is that, despite Jeff ﬁngenng my pussy and ass and Teri rubbing her
snatch in my face, and the others all 1aughing and having a grand old time, like this was the
company picnic, I couldn't keep myself from cumming over and over... like I've never cum be-
fore in my whole life. And, of course, Jeff had to give a blo-by-blow every time I squirmed or
twitched uncontrollably. Honestly, I don't think I've ever been so thoroughly fucked and hum-
iliated in my whole life. Even when the meal was over and Teff let the girls talke a turn... do-
ing whatever they wanted. For one that was licking my pussy. For the other that was whipping
it. All while Teri kept riding my face, and I was fighting for air and dribbling goo all down my
legs. T'd rather talk about something else. But it's not like you weren't there, so...

Still, I guess I should talk about something else. I didn't get a chair this time and my predi-
cament is better and worse than before. I'm on my knees; my legs chained at a slight angle so
that my feet can't give me any support at all. The only other real support for my body is the
board around my neck, and the
beam that holds it iz angled so
that I'm forced to lean forward.

If it weren't for the hi-necked
collar, I'd probably be choking
right now. As it is the pressure is
only slightly uncomfortablel. I
can't see the page I'm writing on
clearly. To see anything, I have
to look past the bottom of my
eyelids. Then there are the dil-
dos that are attached to the beam.
They offer only the slightest
support, but a lot of temptation.




It's nice not to be sitting on spikes or having a machine fokrcibly fuck me. But the way I'm
leaning forward gives me a strange feeling, and not being able to see what I'm writing is...
hard. When I wrtie about anything erofic, like that picnic section, I find myself grinding my
hip, fucking myself on the dildos, and it makes me fell like Jeff was right. Mavbe I really am
just a slut. But I like to think that we're more than just the sum of our parts. Just becasue my
body reacts to what is being done to it doesn't make me a slut. T ...

It's like she's trying to make up for lost gound. "I'm not going as easy on you this time." she
said, Although I'm not sure I'd call all the things I endured on the previous occasions going
easy on me.

inte
that it
to admit what a terrible pe
vou are, Unfortunately, barely a

single word of it was true.



support. I was actually a little surprized the
boots didn't hurt more, Not that they are
comfortable or anything, but when I was
vounger I wanted to be a ballerina, so I
practiced standing on the tips of my toes. I
cidn't have those little shoes, and it hurt like
hell, but I was too stubborn to stop doing it
for a long time. Perhaps if I'd had the right
equipment it wouldn't have hurt 2o much.
Apparently my ballet boots are built to the
specifica-tions of my specific feet. Which
explains what all that measuring was for
when I first got here.

e [amn,”

this
hurtsl

-

Omne of her favorite torments this
time around has been finding
varioius ways to make it difficult
to walk. Not like before where she
used a strap between my legs to
create problems. This time the
focus iz on the legs themselves.
Sometimes it's nothing more than
a pair of bondage boots, which
force my toes down like I'm some
kind of ballerina. It's hart to keep
my balance when I'm walking on
just two points, especially when I
don't have the use of my arms.
Teri follows me around with an
electric prod, and she zaps me
each time I touch anything for

Damn,

stop

that,
How'mI
sUppose
To sTay
off the

Anyway, even though it doesn't look like it, the
boots have a heel that is built right in, and it sup-
ports a lot more of my weight than I would have
thought possible, just looking at them. Of course,
it alzo helps that they're really tight and since
they're kind of stiff, a 1ot of my weight seems to
be supported by the upper part of the boot. Like I
said, it's still a little uncomfortable, but mostly it's
from having mry foot stuck in that position for so

 long ... That, and the electrical prod she uzes to

help keep me off the walls.




Come oh,
slow polel
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Jeff's been home a lot this
last cycle and one of his fav-
| orites is to take me for leng-
thy frog walks. One method
is to put this wide band of
B |cather around my legs and
} torso, then he parades me a-
round the house, like I'm
training for a marathon. I'm
definitely building up mly leg
muscles, but no matter how
much we 'frain’ I still get aw-
ful cramps...
God those hurt!

He likes to pull the strap between my legs until
it's really, really tight. So it's kind of like those
earlier days when they gave me chores, just to
make the leather crotch strap rub. But the hum-
iliation of being forced to have my head down
while he tugs at the chain to my nose... it
makes my eyes water. And the worst are the
stairs, because it's hard to swivel my hips
enough to get my feet up on the next step. But
he barely slows down, and keeps pulling on my
nose, o I've had to get better at it as a means of
self-preservation... like a lot of things these
days.
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Jeff likes to call me his little Fanni, when he's walking me like this. T thought it was be-
cause of the way it forced my fanny into the air. T didn't understand the real reason until Teri
showed me this picture by a famous bondage artist known as Bishop. He did this serial comic
with a character named Fanni Hall and there's this one scene where she's wearing this belt al-
most exactly like mine--or, I guess, mine would actually be like hers. Anyway, it's almost the
same get up. There are a few differences. I'm a blonde and she had dark hair. I'm wearing
fingerless gloves that force my hands into balls, and she wasn't. I have a bar connecting my
ankle cuffs, and she had what looks
like a leather strap. And she had a
long nose leash that looked like it was
made out of silk, or something. While
mine is a shorter chain--not overly
large, fortunately, but still, it's made
of heavy metal and when he gives it a
sharp tug it sends these little stars ex-
ploding in my head.

The whole thing is designed to
make it as difficult to walk as poss-
ible, I think. The only good thing is
it's bulding up my leg muscles. I'm
becoming an athlete, just like my sis-
£ ter... When I'm done walking, some-

times they leave me like this and I

have to try to find whatever comfort T

can. But it's almost worse, because

I'm not moving the muscles to keep

the cramps from coming. And when

the next person decides they want
somefing, they force me to tag along.




When he's giving me a break from the frog-
walking sessions, Jeff likes to play these de-
vioug little games. First, he puts me in roller
skates and ties my ankle cuffs to theselow-
pull bungie cords. Then he puts me in a
crotchrope tie, with the end going out the
back and up to a pulley at the ceiling and
then back down to my one-armed glove. At
first, I'm able to keep walking my feet for-
ward, as the bungie cords keep pulling them
back, but over time the weight of my upper
body begins to pull my head down. My neck
is braced by a high stiff collar and the ring-
gag keeps my mouth open as it gets closer
and closer o his intended target. Which, of
course, i3 his rock hard cock.




Somefimes I think Jeff
is really just an evil genius.
Honestly, if it weren't hap-
pening to me, I might act-
ually appreciate my own
dilemma. There's absolute-
Iy noting I can do to keep
my head from moving
closer to his cock. I can

% work my body a bit so it
& misses, but when I'm get-
. £= ting close he always guides
a8 mein, like a spaceship
~ b docking with the mother-
ship. And there's very little
I can do to keep myself
from going down even fur-
ther, once he's got his mis-
- sile trapped inside it's port.
Z7. I'm totally at his mercy,
| and he never hesitates to
remind me every chance
he gets.

Once he s inside me, I can give lum a good cock suclﬂng by working hard to keep my feet
moving forward, which causes me to move up and down on him. I can never seem to actually
get off of him, becasue even if I did, he'd simply raise his hips a bit until I slipped back down
again. And if I don't try hard to please him, he punishes me. He can' pull my nipples as easily
as he usually does because they re all or mostly covered. But he likes to keep an electrical
probe next to his chair. L

If we're inside, he'll pre- |
tend like he's watching porn
on the TV, unil T get close
enough for action. If we're
outside, hell read a porn
magazine, to make sure he
stays nice and hard for me
as I slip clozer and closer.

He's taken up Teri's aim
to train me with my breath
training. So he can keep me
on hiz cock for a long time,
but eventually, when I need
a break for a few breaths,
he'll give my head a little
push so that I can catch my
balance. But then the whole
process only begins once
again. Over and over.




Another time, Jeff looped a
rope around my waist, passed it

slave, : between my legs, over the front
it's time to gl > ropes, and down to a highly elas-
stand up. tic tie in front of me. My legs
were tied to more floor pins, a
little more than shoulder width

m [ - : apart. My arms were bound
; r behind my back, so I was help-

less to do amything but squat.

can do it. Lift with
vour legs. He, he, he,

-~ -

Aslong as I remained
squatting my crotchrope remain-
ed under a snug but comfortable
amount of tension--but as soon
as I tried to stand, the tension
increazed and the ropes began to
tear at the tender flesh between
my legs.

S0, why did I try to stand?

Well, lets just say that JTeff

threatened me with his electri-
cal probe. At first, when I tried
to stand, I couldn't seem to get
my legs to straighten. But then
he gave me a considerable am-
ount more persuasion with his
magic wand, and somewhere I
found the strength to get it
done.

Once my legs were straight
and my knees had a chance to
lock, it wasn't nearly so hard to
maintain--other than endur-ing
the intense pain, of course. But
at least it hurt a little less than
the electrical probe did.



Unfortunately, my ordeal wasn't over quite yet. While I was standing (with Jeff tugging at
my left nipple to keep me there) he reached up and grabbed another elastic cord that was one of
two hanging from the ceiling. Once he clipped it onto my nipple ring, the pressure on my
nipple was actually a lof less, but he quickly grabbed the other nipple and pulled down another
cord for that one.Now I had a choice. I could continue to stand, and bear the pain that was rip-
ping through my pussy; or I could kneel back down and let the pressure increase on my nip-
ples. Neither choice was something I could handle for very long, but when I tried to bend my
knees so that I could hoover in the middle where both pains were intense but bearable... Well, I
quickly discovered why people tend to stand with their legs straight. Even for the shortest per-
iod, doing a half-squat, like that, caused my leg muscles to ache like they were on fire.

Th at o IJE'JhT To dli:]

vorked up an ap-
petite after all

it yvou're lucky.




So, there T was, stuck, alone in the same room where I slept. Not knowing how long he'd
leave me there in my misery, frying to find a new position that was slightly less intollerable
than the one I wags perpetually in.

After a while, a strange thing happened. The pain began to change into something else. It
wasn't exactly pleasure, but it wasn't quite pain either. It was like the pain had burrowed under
my skin and formed a throbbing litle line that connected my nipples to my clit. I read some-
where that there's a line on the human body, where women sometimes grow extra breasts.
And I could imagine that this line that had been created was whatever line that's already there,
that erogenous line where those breasts can grow when things go wrong.




Everything seems to get
back to working the legs. An-
other time, Jeff had one of his
buddies come over and do the
honors. And this time, if was
the worst ever, because my
face wasn't covered, like it
was during the picnic. And I
wasn't being shaperoned.

Something about the
intimacy of being one-on-one
and alone, made this far more
humiliating than the picnic,
even though that bad because
everyone was talking about
stuff like the weather--and it
just seemed so ordinary. Like
no one even cared that I was
lying under Teri's crotch.

This was much more bus-
iness-like. In fact, Teri gave
my leash to the guy herself
and even referred to him as
the "dog walker." Which, of
course, makes me the dog.

Maybe that's why it was
s0 embarrssing. Or maybe it
was the two little bells that
were stretching my pussy lips
and tinkling every time I took

a step. Maybe it was my position--once
again with my knees almost behind my
head, which makes it incredibly hard to
walk and difficult to keep one's balance.
Maybe it was the fat, white collar with
the word slave written on it in bold
letters. Or it could have been the way
my tongue was stretched out, first by a
pair of short chopstick sthat were bound
together with string, and then by a small
but heavy weight that was attached to
the ring in my tongue. Or maybe the
nose tag with the number 69 printed into
it. With all that, it would be easy to take
your pick; but I suspect the truth is that it
was the combination of all thoze things,
forced upon me, while under the care of
a hormy stranger.

little
slacking or
vou a punishment before
en get back to
the house,




T built both of them in my
workshop in the basement,
where I custom make most

T desighed and built this walking gear myself, bitch,
although I got the idea from one of the artists in
my collection, by the name of Thorne. He didn't hawve

the training wheels, though. That's totally mine.

'y &

Just looking at one of these scquat walking posi-
tions, you might not think it was as difficult as it
really is. The stairs, maybe. those look difficult;
but straight ground? Not so much. But believe
me, even just walking takes a lot of energy and
stamina, if you go very far. Just keeping your bal-
ance, in fact, is a momumental chore. Which is
why JTeff created this clever little contraption that
he called my training wheels. It was basically a
bent bar with a shock-ab-sorber, of sorts and a
wheel at one end. The other end had a large dildo
that was built into a large crotch strap. Once it
was stuffed inside me and bound nice and tight,

If only my
legs didn't hurt so
damn much!

of your leathers, Aaybe
one of these days I'll take
vou down there and give
wou a tour of the place.

e
would vou like that,
bitch? You're my
pretty little bitch
today, aren't you?
All het and horny?
i
! God help me, T am
Y . thishasme 2o
'-._ fucking horny

=

Jeff could literally pull on the bar with the
wheel and it would barely budge. Despite
that, or perhaps beause of if, I could really
feel every crack or bump in the ground.

I'm not sure it helped, however. Once I
got used to walking with that extra weight
attached to my rear, and supporting much
of my weight, it may have actually been
harder to relearn where my center of bal-
ance was, once he removed it.

That didn't seem to matter. Jeff loved
testing it out and although he never took
me for long walks like the dog walker, I

| wags definitely sweaty.
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winds around through some
wooded areas and then
down to some property that
looks more like a farm than
the luxurious nature of the
house. I jokingly refer to it
as the lower-forty, when I'm
referring to it in my own
mind. Not sure what Teri
calls if, or if she even has a
name for it. When she
wants to take me there for
some reason, she just takes
me there. Same as every-
thing else she does with
me... I'm just...

I can't help wondering
what has happened to my
appartment; and all my
stuff. Not that I had a lot of
nice things, but they were
mine and I've been gone so
long, I can't help thinking
that my apartment manager
has probably thrown every-
thing out by now. Some-
times I feel like that my-
self. Like I've been thorwn
out; kicked to the curb.

As the name implies, the dog walker...
what was his name anyway... ah ves,
Jacob. He likes to take me outside for
long walks. He doesn't seem to realize
or care that he's wearing shoes and I'm

not, Tacob always prefers the trail over
the nice soft grass.

Some days I think we must walk
for miles. There's a long track that T've
only seen a small portion of, but it




When I fall from ex-
haustion or because he's
been trying to walk me

too fast for too lOI]g, | You've done well 0

:T acob gives me my pun- e

ishment by taking his | é‘ puipny; Time for !-,u

dog walker's reward. - e——
He's not as large as "

Jeft, but despite being a

little smaller, he knows

how to use what he's o

got. Instead of pushing I'm

in at the center, he off- so tired I can't

sefs his motion, soit's

going in crooked and

this forces his cock to

rub against the sides of

my walls, touching

places that no one else

seems to know how.

That's just one of his

little tricks, and some-

times I think he likes to

use them all, every time

he kneels down with

me. Doggy style, of

L]

course, which might be
humiliating too if it
weren't for... anyway,
my legs burn with the
exertion of walking as I
have for hours and miles
and somehow, that
seems fo make all my
jucies flow now... I've
been turned into a hu-
man sized version of
Pavlov's dog, I think.

Nothing I can do
about it, I supposze, s0...
I guess that's what
you've wanted all along.
To turn me into this
thing that juices up at
every abusive hand vio-
lating all my private
parts whenever I'm not
looking.



N

As always, way more happened since last time than I could possibly write in the short time
you give me. Not that I'm asking for more, you understand, but there are limits... and some-
thing tells me my time is almost up. When I'm not in pain, or being driven to extremes of
unwanted pleasure, my sense of time hags actually gotten pretty good. It's one of the sur-vival
skills that anmy good slave needs in her mistress's home. Ten keeps telling me this isn't forever,
but I'm not sure I believe her. And the longer I stay, the harder it will be to go back and put the
pieces of my life back together again.




Ah. there she is. Right on time.
Which means it's time fo reveiw what I've written and take my medicine.
I'm ready to get out of this contraption. My knees hurt.







I can't believe you stole my fucking diary!

And, ag if that wasn't enough, you picked two minutes ago to tell me about it--just after Jeft
was finished cuffing my legs to my newest typing seat. And now, I guess I'm supposed to talk
about how I feel, in third-person.

Well, alright, I'm embarrassed. Is that what you want?

Sorry, I know you'll punish me for using second person--it's just.

I know it's silly after what I've been through these past few weeks. I mean the things I
wrote in my diary almost look tame compared to what I've been writing here; what I've ac-
tually been through.

And maybe that was the point.

I still don't have the faintest clue--except I know I don't have any secrets anymore. Which
explains how you always knew. I wrote every-thing down in that diary. The terrible things I
did and said; the terrible things I only wished I had the courage to do. The terrible things that
happend to me and the terrible things I only fantasized about happening to me. I told that book

RS P o everything!

g And =0 you knew, all along.

Even as you strapped me into these
chairs and told me to write... Each
time you hung a weight from my
nipples and listened to me moan in
pained pleasure. You knew!

Each time you threaded the ropes or
a leather strap between my pussy lips,
you knew!

Each time you licked my pussy or
forced me to lick yours, you knew!

Each time you humiliated me by

2 (2) (1) L 0 ) T fulfilling one of my fantasies, you
Wil (1) (A (ATl } () (B _ lcnew!
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You must have found it that one time
SO B you staved over. I must have carelessly
= left it Iyving around, never suspecting that
o rush.., you'd have enough interest in it to pick it
take your timel up and read it. T hadn't written in it for
years. I was never even sure what hap-
Tl just pened to it, until now. I never noticed
look around, that it was missing until months later.
at your stuff, And I suspect you've been studying it
all this time, getting to know me... so
that you could use it when the time
came.
Did you steal it that same day when
you found it? Or did yvou take it later?

There was a break in a few
weeks or months affer yvour visit.
Long enough that I didn't put the
three events together. But I'll bet you
vigited, found my diary, you (or
someone you paid) came back and
stole it. And, since I rarely looked at

it, I didn't notice that it was missing
until months later.

If the plan was to embarrass and
humiliate me, it's working.

I can't pretend anymore that there
isn't a part of me that has loved every
minute of my capture. That loves the
way you always think of everything.
Like now, the way you've spread my
legs in this vulnerable position, with
the typewriter too low not to be awk-
ward. And thiz little buz ball wedged
deep into the folds of my cunt, just be-
low my clit, so that every vibration is
rachated directly to the sexual center of
my brain. It's wedged too deep for me
to shake it out; it's strong enough to
distract me from my anger, but not so
overpowering that it keeps me from
thinking all together.




Of course, I've had a lot of pract-
ice lately, ignoring such distractions,
but «till, I can't help thinking that this
was intentional on your part. Like
everything else, designed to help me
along the way. Designed to push me
past my inhibitions. To get me all wet
as I think bout what you plan to do to
me next.

The truth is that real-life is never
the same as our fantasies. I think that's
actually why we have fantasies: so we
can do all the things we'd never do in
real life. But there are some people,
like you, who do those things. They
take the uptight, hateful sister by the

nipples and they bring her to heel. And, in being forced to live out my fantasies (I have to
admit) there is something rather freeing about having one's fantasies brought to life.

I must admit, I feel rather dull for not realizing that what was happening to me was just too
close to my own fantasies to be pure coincidence. I should have figured it out ages ago, but
there was a part of me that didn't want to. In part, because I was afraid to admit who I was. I
could act superior and rail against you, while secretly there was another part that I think didn't
want to admit it (even to myself) because I didn't want to risk the possibility that it might end.

How weird is that? But I think Terri knew there were certain things that I could never do for
myself.

Sorry about the jump to third person, but I think I've earned enough demerits for one
session. Time to start obeying the rules again... even though my whole body is tingling, just
from thinking about all the punishments I've earned.

It feels strange that saying this is so easy now, when for so long I would have suffered
anything (even death I think) to avoid having to admit the truth about myself.

I was filled with intense shame
when Teri first showed me my own
diary. And then, that shamed turned
to anger... but now I feel an over-
whelming sense of calm. I don't
have to hide the fact that my pussy \
is tingling (not just from this clever L Y \
little buzzball between my legs, but [N T
alzo because I'm anticipating my \ \
future punishments. I was almost \
tempted to keep acting up, just to
receive more, but... P

It's strange how such silly things ¥ e
can petrify us with fear. For so long, Vi
I would have done anything to avoid /
this moment and now that it's here, 4=
I feel so0 free, like a heavy weight
has finally been lifted.




Being dominated and forced to do things wasn't nearly as humiliating as admitting that I
liked it. And yet, the former was necessry to free me enough that T could admit the later. And
now, I feel free. And I can admit things that I never even told my diary.

Like Edward. Remember him? Mom's old boyiriend?

And before vou go there, NO, I wasn't sexually abused, if that's what vou're thinking. But
I did have a big crush on him. He always seemed to pay more attention to you---because you
were the youngest, T suppose.

But to me, back then, well, I just wanted his
attention. I was always wearing 'sexy’ clothes
and trying to strike a sexy pose.

It's funry how certain things affect us, isn't
it. I've never felt embarrassed of my body, or
showing it off... I've never had difficulty being
around guys or letting them know I wanted to
have sex.... yvou know, all the kind of things a lot
of wallflowers typically struggle with. But the
thought of being tied up (and letting anyone else
know that it turned me on) ... Well that hag al-
ways been enough to turn my heart into a frozen
iceberg.

It's silly really, but we can't help who we are.

Sometimes I wonder what little things go
into forming us. Fate ig like the hand of a scul-
pter, slowly chipping away out the clay that
molds us into who we are.

Yeah, I know, I'm mixing my metaphors.
You can't really chip clay until it's been fired.
But I think you know what I mean.




Hal T
gotchyal

I loved it when Edward
found a little time to play with
me, but I was old enough that
this wasn't exactly easy. And the
simplest way was for him fo
tickle me.

It was my first experience
with pleasure and pain, I think,
I hated being tickled, vou see.
But because it waz him, I loved
it too. I couldn't get enough.

© Aalthough I screamed and

gigeled and flailed my arms in
humorous agony, I never told

—— him to stop; I never pushed him

g

— :
Ah, I've captured the
rebel leader, Mow T

Sometimes he would just focus
on my belly, pinning my arms be-
hind my back as he worked his must interrogate her.
magic fingers over my belly, es- get all the information.
pecially if I was wearing a long i 1
sleeve shirt. But if I didn't have b '
sleeves, he'd pin my arms above [
my head and buzz my underarms |
until T was screaming for unwant- ] a4
ed mercy. | &

I think he knew how much I !
loved it, but there didn't seem to be
anything... nefarious about it. I
don't know. Maybe he was groom-
ing me; working me up to the
something more that adults always
fear. But it seemed innocent enough
at the time. Then one day,
everything changed.

Mom was called in for work at
the last minute, I think. Teri was
staving at some friends, and Ed-
ward had already had made plans to
go up to his cabin. He agreed to
take me with him. It was a long
pleasant drive; I sat beside him
thinking of all our time together.

| away or tried to tun away my-

zelt. T continued to wear the
midriff shirts that I knew would

# make it easier for him to gain

o Qf

access to my sensitive spots.




Ag it turns out, once we got to the cabin, things weren't nearly as exciting as I expected
them to be. I gpent a lot of time on my own, putting puzzles together. I think he bought them
just for this occazion, as I don't think Edward was much of a puzzle worker. But he had other
things that he'd come to the cabin to do, that didn't have anything to do with me. When I be-
came bored, I began to look around the room and that's when I found this book called "The
Kidnapped Bride. It really wasn't all that well hidden, so I've never been sure (looking back
on it) whether he'd simply forgotten to put it back in it's hiding spot, after the last time he'd
been reading if... or whether maybe he'd actually wanted me to find the book.

tl".
< 3




ally? W hat have you got there?

What? Ch,
. hothing. T just
this book lying on the self
here and I Thnuuh‘r I should
put it ay

It didn't take me long to get hooked on the story... a bit longer to realize that it wasn't a
child's book. It wasn't exactly porn, but it was definitely erofic. It spoke clearly about things
that I'd only recently started to think a lot about. And reading about them in this book (which
I knew I wasn't supposed to be touching) made all the salacious parts all the more... enticing.

That is until Edward came in and caught me reading it.

Until that moment, I'd never been so humiliated and mortified in my life. He didn't scold
me. He took the book and put it away, then he sat me down on his bed and had a little talk
about staying out of other people's stuff. But then he asked me about what I actually read. At
the time, I thought he was trying to see if I'd gotten to the good parts yet, which I had, but
now I can't help w n::unvl:inermfJr 11 it wazn't all part of some clever gmmnmn process

2 qame?




You like
tobe tic : .
Right? N what w s
iz play another little

tickling game.

But this time
were going to

e

I never got the chance to see if he would take it further, but I didn't feel like I was in any
danger at the time. However, it wasn't long after this trip to the cabin when mom kicked Ed-
ward out. Maybe it wasn't my fault they split up. Maybe Edward found out how zick mom
really was and left before things got bad, becasue this was just shortly before mom died. But it
always felt like it was my fault. It always felt like mom getting sick was my fault too.

Good. I'm going o slip info
character n :

and do some .

it's all just part of the game.
So, if it becomes too much,
vou just say 'red light' for
stop and I'll khow you don't

taken back to

Warrior ik, Are

for any 1

can let me kno
arything like

think it's part of the game
and I won't stop. So don't
forget. 'red light' that's
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it's something I've continued
doing until recently when
vou started doing it for me.
But I've never spoken about
that either. There were so
many things to talk about
and so little time.

qQain, wou

little harlot, 'l
spend my

Like I zaid, I don't remember him
doing anvthing more; and I don't re-
member mom making a fuss about
anything either. And it wasn't until T
became older that I even began to think
that there might have been some-thing
wrong with our game.

I've always wondered if mom
thought more was going on than ac-
tually was. Maybe she saw something
change in my behavior. Although I
suspect she'd known that T had a child-
ish crush on Edward for a long time.
S0 maybe it was his behavior that
changed.

Anyway, I just thought T should get
that out into the open. You've read my
diary, s0 you know almost everything.
But that wasn't something I was will-
ing to share, even in the privacy of my
own diary.

You do know why my pussy is
hairless. It's some-thing I started doing
back during my rebellious phase. And




I think all types of flames are a little
like an animal... whether it's fur is soft
and cudly or as spiky as a porcupine's,
the one thing they all share is that they
have an instinctual urge to protect them-
selves. No matter how far down we fry
to push them. They keep bubbling to
the top. Pouring salt on the wounds.

I'm mixing my metaphores again,
but then I was never the smart one, was
I. No, I was the one who was afraid of
my own shadow. Bold on the outzide,
but zecretly shy on the inside. A smold-
ering flame trying to smoother itself,
but unable to do so.

I'm not sure why I started shaving my
pussy, but I think it was shortly after mom's
death, when I was moving into my rebell-
ious phase. I don't know, it just seemed
edey. And it made it easier to wear those
skimpy little things T was wearing then.

Mosthy though, it was about living out
my fantasies. I couldn't do that in real life,
because I was too ashamed of my own
thoughts. They'd kindled brightly when I
wag still a child (shortly after Edward lett)
and although I'd fried to bury them, they
were like the hot embers of a camping fire
that vou may think you've put out, but hours
later another fire springs forth.
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I was willing to lie to you (and to myself) because...I was trying to act tough. Trying to
protect my soft and vulnerable insides. But I was never as hard as I pretended to be. Like that
time I =aid I stole vour boyfriend.

Don't get me wrong, I'm not trying to claim that it wasn't my fault, but it wasn't quite as
cold and calculated as I made it seem--not even in my diary, who I lied to occasionally too. I
liked to feel like T was more in control, but I was more like a cork floating on the ocean.

Bobby and I were watching TV, after you left, waiting for you to return. He wanted to
watch something that else, and I didn't. He fried to take the remote from me and one thing led
to another, and before I knew it —a
he was tickling me and I was I'm tiredo
laughing =0 hard I almost _
creamed my pants. Tagreedto o P like
go out with him affer that, be- = i his show.
cause I was hoping he'd tickle
me again. It was the clozest I'd
ever come to recreating my
times with Edward. But I
couldn't bring myself to ask,
and he never did it again

I know it's not much of an
exuse but... I hear you coming.
S0, I guess I'm done.







Just say whatever you want, It This iz the last story I have to write. I'm
doesn't mater how short or how actally starting to like this writing again, so
long. And when you're done, it may-be I'll start up another diary, but (as you
will be time to go home, g zaid) it's the last story I HAVE to write.

@ Sorry. I stopped talking about you in
third-person, Terry. But you're the one who
said I could say whatever I wanted this time.
No time limits. No restraints (other that thesze
straps on my ankles, and even those T had fo
ask for)... and most imporintly, no
punishments for misspeaking, And o, this
time I want to speak directly to you.

It's funny. I can take my time and think
about what I want to say now--but strangely,
after forc-ing myself to write quickly for so
long, I find this rapid style suits me best.
When I was younger I

always thought twice before speaking, afraid I'd make a mistake. I may have been one of the
more popular girls at school, but I was always a follower. One of the leaders took me under
her wing and rose me up in the social struture, as her protegee. But I never really felt like I
deserv-ed it. I always felt like T was right on the edge of loosing control; one stupid little move
away from becoming the class clown.

I've given what I want to say a lot of thought.

I congidered trying to remember a few more of the horrible things that we did to eah other
in our childhood. I'm not the only one with a few skeletons in my closet in that regard--we
haven't even scratched the surface of that book yet. But most of those stories are ones I've
already for-gotten or already written about in my diary. I could retell them with more honesty
and less bit-terness, but right now it just seems pointless.

I could regale my dear
reader with tales of whips
and chains, this time telling
not only about how much it
hurt, but also about how
much I love the pain. But
again, that doesn't seem very
important to me either, at
this moment.

Instead, I thought I would
write just a little about what
does seem important. And
what seems important right
now is how I imagine our
goodbye scene will go in the
not-to-cizant future. I don't
know what will actually hap-
pen, but here's what I hope
for.

‘What I long for.




) ing, stuffing my clothes
into a travel bag... Or maybe T won't--all , T came
here with was that one dress and it was ruined a

Ept I, 15 my

S0 maybe you and Jeff will come to my
room with a parting gift. Maybe you'll have
that stupid necklace I was wearing when you
took me. You always were the one to
remember special occasions, so perhaps you'll

have bought me a new dress. Nothing too
flashy or sexy. Just a simple dress.

something to
1ome again,




You and Jeff willl watch me closely, as I remove this skimpy maid's outfit that I'm wear-
ing. My heart will be racing and I'll feel uncomfortable as I slip into the new dress you've
bought me for the trip back to my old life. When I'm done, I'll strike a sexy pose for you, but
Il be too fearful and embarrassed to actually look at you.

vour rent and other e
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so other than




I'll force myself to

look up at you, with my
big, sad and hopeful
EYes.

You'l be looking back
at me with that knowing
little smirk, but you'll
stand there waiting; for-
cing me to say the words
that I hope you already
know are in my heart.

I am home, Teri,

You'll purse your lips and chuckle
as you look over at Jeff to see what
he thinks.

After a moment he'll grin and nod
as he makeg some snide comment
with his usual sarcastic humor.

At least, that's how I'm hoping
our good-bye scene will go, Teri.

And I don't mind admitting that
for the first time, since I've come
here, even as I write this final story
of how T hope for things to go...

For the first time, as I sit here The dungeon is yours for
waiting for you to read my words as long as you want it
and pass sentence on my desires...

I am really and truely afraid.



