
Introduction

Slave to the Fantasy is International Romance. It is based on the experiences online of a good friend of mine.

Tanya Carasco is one of my favorite characters from any of my books.

I hope you enjoy my first box set!

Rebecca

Reminder that you can get Twenty Free Books (and counting) by joining my Reader's Club. It's FREE to Join! Click Here.  

––––––––

[image: image]



    
        
          A Slave to the Fantasy, Books 1-9

        

        
        
          A Slave to the Fantasy, Volume 10

        

        
        
          Rebecca Lee

        

        
          Published by John Handy, 2014.

        

    

A Slave to The Fantasy, Parts 1-9: The Complete Fantasy

Rebecca Lee

Be sure to stop by Rebecca’s blog at http://authorrebeccalee.blogspot.com to receive a Free Book from her collection!

Part 1: A Slave to the Fantasy 

Part 2: Kyoto 

Part 3: California Nights

Part 4: A New Obsession

Part 5: Desperate Nights

Part 6: Cyber Obsessions

Part 7: Lust in Empathy 

Part 8: Erotic Fates and Tanya’s Desperate Longings

Part 9: The Final Chapter: Forever in Our Hearts

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

––––––––

Copyright and Disclaimer



  	
	    
	      Also by Rebecca Lee

	    

      
	    
          
	      Alpha Hot

          
        
          
	          Alpha Hot 2: The Dangerous Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Alpha Hot 3: My Rebel Bad Boy Addiction

          
        
          
	          Alpha Hot: Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Slave to the Fantasy

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 2: Kyoto

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 3: California Passion

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 4: A New Obsession

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 5: Desperate Nights

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 6: Cyber Heat

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 7: Begin Again

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 8: Rage

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Part 9: Forever In Our Hearts

          
        
          
	          A Slave to the Fantasy, Books 1-9

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Slave to the Fantasy Special Edition Trilogies

          
        
          
	          Destiny Fulfilled

          
        
          
	          Peace at Last?

          
        
          
	          Forgive Our Moments.

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Filthy Hot Bundles

          
        
          
	          Three Full Length Novel Series

          
        
          
	          Naughty Romance Novels for Adults Only

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Forbidden

          
        
          
	          Forbidden: Naughty Boss

          
        
          
	          Forbidden: Bad Boys After Dark

          
        
          
	          Forbidden: Longing for Love

          
        
          
	          Forbidden: The Entire Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Forbidden Attraction Secrets For Men

          
        
          
	          "There's Just No Spark"

          
        
          
	          Lust and the Mind Blowing Love Affair

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Holiday Naughty

          
        
          
	          Holiday Naughty 2: Alpha Bad Boy Client Untamed

          
        
          
	          Holiday Naughty 3: My Hot Billionaire Client

          
        
          
	          Holiday Naughty: Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hot Naughty Billionaire Sex Stories

          
        
          
	          Paradise Billionaire: Finally Touched by a Real Man

          
        
          
	          Toy For a Billionaire

          
        
          
	          Billionaire's Office Girl

          
        
          
	          A Billionaire's Wild Imagination

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kimmy's Hottest Girls

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Pro Football Hunk

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Navy SEAL

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Hot Professor

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Hip Hop Billionaire

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with the Boy Next Door

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Billionaire Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with an MMA Champion

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights with a Movie Heartthrob

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights "Sugar Daddys" Box Set: Books 1 through 3

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights: Sugar Daddys

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights Naughty Clients Box Set: Books 1 to 5

          
        
          
	          Luxury Nights: Eight Hot Books for Adults Only

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kimmy's Lover

          
        
          
	          Wanting Kimmy

          
        
          
	          Seducing Kimmy

          
        
          
	          Taming Kimmy

          
        
          
	          Taking Kimmy

          
        
          
	          Dominating Kimmy

          
        
          
	          Kimmy's Passion Addiction: Secrets of Kimmy Box Set

          
        
          
	          Kimmy's Pleasures: The First Three Kimmy Books

          
        
          
	          Kimmy's Lover Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Husband's Boss

          
        
          
	          My Husband's Boss

          
        
          
	          My Husband's Boss 2: The Boss of Me

          
        
          
	          My Husband's Boss 3: I'm So Into You

          
        
          
	          My Husbands Boss: The Boxed Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pleasure Island

          
        
          
	          Pleasure Island

          
        
          
	          Pleasure Island 2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hot Young President

          
        
          
	          The Hot Young President: Making My Body Feel Great Again

          
        
          
	          The Hot Young President: Still Making My Body Feel Great Again?

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Passion Agency

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency, Part 2: Beauty and the Backstreets

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency Part 3: Smoldering Hearts

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency, Part 4: My Passion for You

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency, The Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          The Passion Agency: The Complete Story. All Five Books

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The President's Lover

          
        
          
	          The President's Lover 2

          
        
          
	          The President's Lover 3

          
        
          
	          The President's Lover: The Boxed Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Women You REALLY Want

          
        
          
	          The Women You REALLY Want Attraction Masters Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The President's Lover

          
        
          
	          Alpha Hot: My Bitch Sister's Bad Boy

          
        
          
	          Holiday Naughty: My Alpha Bad Boy Client

          
        
          
	          Donna's Passion

          
        
          
	          My Pleasures from a Billionaire

          
        
          
	          Billionaire's Temptation

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Rebecca Lee’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Rebecca Lee

Part 1

...

Part 2—Kyoto

Chapter 17—S & M

Part 3—

Part 4—A New Obsession

Part 5—Desperate Nights

Part 6—Cyber Heat

Part 7—Begin Again

Part 8—Rage

Part 9—The Final  Chapter: Forever in Our Hearts

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

Copyright and Disclaimer

Further Reading: Forbidden: Naughty Boss

Also By Rebecca Lee

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 1

[image: ]


Chapter 1—Shower, Power, Release

When Samuel got the call, it was very soon after she'd gone. Thinking clearly was difficult. There were lots of things happening close together. Emotional things that played on his mind.

When Tanya left his hotel room, she thought only of satisfaction from the only man who could provide it. That man was not Samuel Roberts.

What else did she know? What was her plan for the American she left behind? Well, she didn't make the plans. She only carried them out. So Tanya gave up even thinking about the consequences.

She had remorse for toying with the American like she did. She had a heart. But the remorse didn't last. The magnetism of her real lover dominated her heart and mind. Bendato Martinez was there even when she was making love with Roberts.

After she left, he saw the video.

Roberts suddenly felt deep sadness and great hurt. Then instantly it became hate, then back to sadness again. To want to love someone so much that you'd do anything for the chance  to make it happen, wasn't wrong. That desire and those deep feelings proved he was human.

Human's use bad judgment in the ways of the heart. 

He suddenly felt cold. He sensed something. Grave danger. It was all in this video. The whole puzzle. The unraveling of the mystery of Tanya Joann Carasco. It was happening in his mind at frantic speed.

The video. 

The girl he’d fantasized about for nearly 4 years of his already middle-aged adult life was there in the digital file.  
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Maybe an hour had passed from the time she left to when he saw the video. He wasn't sure. Things were moving in his mind at a frenzy.
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What now? What next?  The emotional resources of one Samuel Roberts, age 39, American in the Philippines, were spent. His mental resources were nearly drained too.

In reality his years of hope for an actual relationship with Tanya  were destroyed in the time it took to receive and open a video file sent to his phone.
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There she was. Her splendid brown skin glistening with her own sweat and that of her small actually scary looking lighter-skinned Filipino lover. The face was unmistakable. The pleasure/pain being inflicted by this new man on her well proportioned frame.  The frame that was honed not by exercise, but slight weight gain, and the process of nursing her secret child.
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When Roberts saw the video, his knees nearly gave out. The same clothes she wore during their very recent lovemaking were tucked neatly on top of a hotel chair in the foreground. 

“My god!” He thought. “She was banging this guy less than an hour after we we're together tonight.”

There was no doubt. Same knee length jean skirt, tan bra and red frilly panties with that t-back design he loved licking and tickling during foreplay..
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On the video, they were rabid and fast paced. He could see how much more reckless and free she seemed then when Roberts and her had sex multiple times throughout a long night in his suite.  
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Whether or not she knew the video was being made, wasn’t something Roberts gave thought to.  Roberts was focused on the passion Tanya was clearly experiencing.  

Her pleasure was so ignited by this string bean of a little man. He had these teeth when he smiled. They were frightening. They looked metallic. But not like braces. Like a mouth full of nails in a row. One row on top. One row on the bottom.
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He was doingTanya so hard it looked as though he was going to catapult over her, head-first into the camera. 
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What crushed Roberts wasn’t just seeing this. After seeing the video, her recent declaration of her love and devotion for him, felt more like she was taunting him.
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The video had sound. Roberts punished himself by watching the entire thing with that sound turned on. 

She screamed loudly in Tagalog, her native language.  Louder with every thrust.

As he watched Roberts dodged reality until he no longer could. The physical bond and shared experience with this strange looking man in the video was clearly more than Samuel Roberts had with Tanya Carasco.

It was no contest.
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This was the dangerous nature of Samuel's total devotion bordering on what most would have termed an obsession. Total devotion to someone he only first met in person 10 days earlier.
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He's pursued her online for 4 years. It was mostly wasted time. She would callously ignore him. He would pine for her.

During these 4 years, his mind would justify it all somehow.  How could he be wrong to care so much? It was plainly right for so many he saw in everyday life? They were seemingly so loyally devoted and happy together?
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This was his first trip to Manila to finally meet Tanya.  

She was just a jobless peasant girl from the outskirts of the city. In America they were called suburbs. Here they were nowhere near as nice or new looking. Slums is how many would term them.
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It took constant badgering using email, sms messages, and whatever to get her to even agree to the idea of a meeting. This was the real story of their 4 year online courtship.  
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During those many months stretching into years, she'd gotten pregnant by Bendato.  He left her soon after she broke the news to him.

...

For Samuel and Tanya, the beginning was innocent enough.  She was only 19 when they met on an international dating site. 

To understand fully how awful he felt when he saw the video in his hotel room, it is necessary to understand one thing.

Samuel Roberts fell in love with Tanya the first moment he saw her picture on his computer.
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The nature of the relationship changed over those 4 years, but the powerful obsessive need to be with her in some way remained unsatisfied 
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It wasn’t the thrill of the chase. He knew this because the first time they slept together, his second night in Manila, only made him want her more. 

Those 4 years, he could be rightly called a slave to the fantasy.  

But it changed with him when he first met Tanya for real and in person. It changed again when they made love for the first time.  

To Samuel, the reality of Tanya was even more alluring than the fantasy. 

But even in Manila, he was too obsessed and in love to understand that the fantasy of Tanya still dominated him. The fantasy obscured the reality. Like an a total eclipse of the sun.

To Roberts, she was as intelligent as she was vivacious. She was as vulnerable as she was confident. The confidence was readily apparent in everything she did to satisfy him.  The vulnerability was readily apparent in the many hours together where they weren't having sex. 

As it was, 7 out of 9 nights were spent together exploring their passions. 
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He was addicted to her taste. The way she giggled happily and naughtily when he pinned her to the wall during one session and ate her throbbing cookie while she ran her sweet syrup all over his rabid loving tongue. 
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He never felt more empowered than when she’d give herself to him. He never felt more fulfilled, focused, and free in the moment. Their last time ended in the shower. Him eating her from behind and aggressively taking her the same way. 
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She was simply breathtaking. Her dark black hair scattered messily soaking wet over her shoulders and in her eyes. She begged him and taunted him to pound her with his massive girth.

“Be a man,” she cried again and again. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Roberts was sure he’d be the only man who could satisfy her ever again in that way. He believed that the ghost of Bendato Martinez, the father of her young daughter had vanished amid their  torrid almost sessions and the final climax. 

...

Roberts was abruptly brought back to the present from his daydream of memories and chaotic thoughts.  He didn't know how long he'd checked out from reality of what he'd seen on that video. 

The phone rang at his hotel. The Manila Police were on their way up. He was warned. From the inside. A body with a blunt scrap car part was found covered in blood and Robert’s passport was there too.

The murder of the man voraciously sexxing his great love in the video. Bendato Martinez. 

At least that is what he was told by his contact. 

Roberts knew from his work not to trust anyone. 

His feelings of dark possibilities and pending troubles were quickly being justified. 

His first move? Pour himself a cold San Miguel from the refrigerator in his suite. And hide his passport. 

Passport at the murder scene? 

What nonsense, but he would play the game.  Because the other side of Samuel Roberts was the ultimate gamesman.  Life was all a movie to him.

Then as quickly as he dismissed the possibility he could have done it, he suddenly entertained that it was possible.

He blacked out and he was enraged? His life had come undone with that video. 

He’d lost time?

Roberts honestly didn’t know. But this was his movie. He wouldn't shrink from the role. He was thinking clearly now.  Determined to win this game.  Like a true action hero of the silver screen.

It was all happening too fast to do anything but enjoy the sweet brown San Miguel and gather his thoughts. Running was out of the question. He would outthink them. 
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...

Tanya wondered the dank alleys outside the hotel wishing everything was different. Her body chilled from her scant dress and her deep emotional pain of being loved for moments but never for good. The emptiness of once again being loved nowhere but the night by Bendato Martinez.

Her powerful devotion to Bendato, the father of her baby girl, would never be returned by him . She knew that every time they parted. But she gambled this next time would be different.

In the dampness and with a lonely heart, she felt herself being followed. She ducked behind a mountain of  garbage piled to twice her height. She wanted to see if she could spot her follower. The musty air held an eery quiet. Her phone buzzed and startled her like a gun shot. The caller was readily identifiable. He was the diabolical and brilliant person who gave her everything but took away more. Her benefactor. 

Her father.

She picked up the phone and listened. Her heart began to beat ferociously

The stakes were about to get higher. The danger more imminent. She had more work to do.

She was trapped.  She was the fantasy. Just like always. 

She hung up the phone with her forefinger shaking and throbbing like it had her heart in the very tip.

As she clung to safety of the solitude behind that swell of grotesque garbage, she cried. She never cried but she just couldn't stop. She new what she was feeling. Fear.

He hated her life. Because even with all the power she enjoyed with so many powerful people, she knew nothing of actual safety or true freedom.

She only knew servitude. 

Life as the fantasy.

Chapter 2—Shame
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Always in his mind. 

Stuck in the wounds of the past. Running from them. Laughing at them. Justifying them. Smothering them. Living hard and fast to avoid the thought of them. This was his life. These were his last thoughts before they burst into the room, guns drawn.

Samuel Roberts gave himself up to the Manila Police with no verbal denials or even display of fear. 

His coolness wasn't an act. He knew things they didn't. He knew without a doubt he wasn't capable of such violence. Prior to seeing that video, he wouldn't have known Bendato Martinez from any of the millions of faceless strangers in this sweltering forbidding nation of thousands of islands.  

Like any man who wanted the love of a woman who wouldn't give it back to him, Roberts was jealous.

All those years ago. He still thought of those vulnerable times as a child. Haunting him. These were deep wounds. 

So real in his memory that the pain from the past was still happening right then in those handcuffs. In that random way, that pain would too often reappear. 

...
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Five years earlier, Samuel Roberts was at a very strange type of meeting in a sterile office building located in Burbank, California. It was a turning point in his evolution.
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Samuel Roberts hated even thinking about it.
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“Sammy's got a girlfriend!” “Sammy's got a girlfriend!” “Sammy's got a girlfriend!”

The deep fear only a child can know, always flows directly to the adult power structure there at the moment of the most helpless embarrassment. Too often that power structure fails to act.

The total breakdown of empathy is what Samuel Roberts experienced on that playground decades ago.

“I felt nothing but shame for liking a girl and her liking me back,” Roberts explained to Jennifer.

Jennifer was hired  to examine him and come to the source of his soul, but only if that source helped the people who hired her. She was older, married, and judging by the ring on her finger (and like many beautiful women in Robert's past), up-front about her devotion to another man.

“I didn't ask you if you were married,” Roberts flatly and abruptly stated. Jennifer, in an attempt to create some sort of trust and rapport, had injected her husband and only child into the conversation.
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“Why do you do that? No I mean why did you do that? Why did pretty women always do that with me?” Roberts asked in a sorrowful but accusatory tone.

The fact is he never knew the answer. Even though it was simply always one of two things, he never fully grasped it.

“Mr. Roberts can you explain to me what you mean?” Jennifer asked in a blatantly falsely ignorant way, but in a way that suited her purpose: to provide a psychological examination as a paid consultant.

“Attractive women. When I meet them and have met them, for as far back as I can remember they never seemed to be single. They never could just go with the flow with me. Like they could always with other guys.” Roberts whined in a shrill desperate tone. “Why I never understood, but I felt lonelier and lonelier the more I met and talked to women. I became more single, the more single I was.”

Jennifer busily turned pages in her notebook between two tabs, and scribbled furiously.

“I see, but I am confused Mr. Roberts,” she stated curiously. “You were talking about your first grade experience at recess where the kids teased you about a girl who liked you. Then you scattered to me and my husband and me mentioning him.”

Roberts leaped up off the soft recliner chair across from his red-headed and lovely interviewer.

“This!” 

He stopped short of saying anything, then regathered himself and began to stammer. Every word was ladened with deep venomous dislike for women, attracting a woman and the “game” as it is commonly known. It was clear to Jennifer having counseled over 150 men with sexual dysfunction stemming from closeness issues, this was no unique case.

No matter how loud, obnoxious, inflammatory, threatening, or aggressive he became, the signs were unmistakable.

“Women are never held to being intelligent when it comes to this bullshit,” Roberts yelled (loud enough to create an echo in the concrete shell of what was essentially a garage converted to an office). “Never. Look at you. You have an advanced degree for chrissakes! Yet you can only come up with crap along the lines of “I don't understand” or “I am confused”.

He stood straight up a mere feet in front of her, yet she did not fear for her safety. She smartly crossed her leg the opposite of what it had been before to add shapeliness to her calf muscle.

If she felt fear, she didn't show it. This was the nature of the job. This had to be mastered. The confrontation with the frustrated and sometimes seemingly violent male.

After all, they were all frustrated and this level of frustration was at it's heart, a product of lack of physical intimacy with the opposite sex.

Jennifer often contemplated the nature of male and female romantic relationships. It was her job to think about such things. 

Things like why they even existed, and most especially the power they held over otherwise conservative people. Basically, save some variation, they were all sort of the same. This is what she learned scholastically in her Master's and Doctoral level pursuits, and this is what she learned on a deeper level when she actually began practicing in the consulting and counseling arena.

All that we knew as love in the romantic and sexual sense, was mostly sexual and stemmed from a man's deep desire for physical intimacy with a woman. She knew that it was all more primal than we cared to believe in a society that valued seeing it on a deeper level.

If it were set to music, the reality of why we choose love with a woman as men, is much closer to a gangster rap video than any thoughtful romantic poem from a bygone era.

No, those poems were merely an attempt to add beauty and reason to the deep carnal desires seeking satisfaction. That power engendered inside a man when he was able to control and gain physical favor from a woman he found attractive. She knew this, and therefore she knew Samuel Roberts as nothing unique and definitely not suffering from mental illness.

Samuel Roberts craved physical intimacy and had issues with being able to achieve it. She contemplated further that evening as she penned her report. This was where it got trickier from the counselor's perspective when assessing a man with seeming issues creating adult relationships with women.

There were too many possible reasons to count why this most basic thing enjoyed by so many, wasn't happening for an otherwise normal, and from her perspective, desirable man.

What she ultimately concluded read as follows:

To: Stephen Brissette

Re: Fitness of Samuel Roberts to appear as a contestant on “Marrying Kind”

Background:

Samuel Roberts is a 34 year-old attorney born in the midwest but now living in the Houston, Texas area. He is unmarried and has no current girlfriend. It is to be noted that he has not had a girlfriend of any length for the 7 years he has lived in Texas.

Mr. Roberts presents as an above average looking male, approximately 6 foot tall, with light brown hair, and medium but fit build. His current income is approximately $100,000 per year. He has a pet toy sized dog and lives alone in an apartment in a small building he owns in a more at-risk area of the city of Houston.

The fundamental fitness of Mr. Roberts to be a contestant on this show is highly questionable. There exists a fear of creating basic connections with women he finds attractive and/or women who are considered above average physically attractive. I do not feel he would be able to convincingly make a female audience member in the desired target demographic feel carnal desire for him.

Using my own feelings as a guide, I was not attracted to Mr. Roberts very soon after we met and interacted. He fidgeted, failed to look me in the eye, and spoke quickly. He lacked apparent sexual confidence or presence. This despite me finding him visually appealing in my review of his photo file and upon immediate first meeting. He is by any standard, a classically handsome man.

Regarding the possibility, as originally contemplated by your production team that he fill the role of the reserved respectful virgin in the array ensemble arrangement of your show, I would say this also would be highly suspect.

I don't believe he could be coached at this point to make advances toward any female on camera which could endear him to your target audience. He lacks experience with physical intimacy but more importantly, he lacks a deep basic confidence to follow through with any urges regarding women. The reasons could be many, but suffice to say he has deep seeded issues stemming from serious childhood embarrassments.

This is often seen in his recollections. On one occasion he related that a teacher in first grade allowed his peers to make fun of him over a budding relationship with a girl from his class. He remembers retreating from the girl and feeling deep fear in again possibly creating that same outcome.

He often became belligerent during my battery of questioning. An obvious issue is his deep disconnect between what he thinks women should sense and know about his desires for them, and what they actually do.
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This man possesses a fundamental ignorance about women and how to create any attraction for him in them. I would say his knowledge of attracting women rests at a 5th grade level in development and maturity. Worse, he has latent anger which blocks his paths to progress. At multiple points, he became loud and emotional as he expressed layered and repeated feelings of victimization.

I would welcome follow-up inquiries regarding Samuel Roberts. My conclusion is he is not a suitable candidate for your show.

Jennifer Fraboise, PHD

“But I like him,” Valencia replied after the report was read to her by her agent. “He's really handsome and well spoken. He's well mannered. You can see it in the video. He's successful and driven. If he's sexually inexperienced, all the better.”

“Honey we just can't put someone on there who our audience doesn't buy, because the behavior doesn't attract you or them,” her agent said. “This show is your ticket to bigger things. The ratings matter. Your love life is only going to get better regardless if you find the love of your life here.”

“Bottom line: This guy repels pussy. He's got no game whatsoever.”

...

Roberts couldn't believe what he was about to do. The police hadn't bothered to take away his phone.

His hands sweating uncontrollably, he quickly snapped off a text:  

“I love you and I want you to know I don't blame you.”

A tear began to fall from his left eye and trickle down his cheek as he pushed send.

...

“We're moving your lovers away from you,” the regal professor in the beard announced into his cellphone to his beautiful pawn as he stared out over the hazy night unfolding in steamy Manila. “You have more imporant duties. Other men with more to bring us.”

Tanya felt nothing. Roberts text only made her feel deeper dislike for him as a man. The good and evil in all people just didn't register with her. Tanya lived for temporary pleasure and the power of manipulating her sexual prowess.

“I love you,” she said to the professor. “Thy will be done. As always.”

With that she again hung up the phone and embarked casually from behind the pile of garbage and garbage cans.

At about the same moment, a smile creased the bearded face of the professor He loved the pursuit more than the having. The control more than the emotions. Reality more than the fantasy. He was the decision maker. The strategist.

He was coldly uncaring and the most evil kind. He made Tanya believe she was loved and cared for through it all. His next move would depend only on his whim based on his plan.

His little girl who had grown up to be a spectacular woman was expendable to him. Like everyone who stood in the way of his vision.

Chapter 3—Dead Zones
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No response from Tanya. Nothing. Samuel felt this before and now here it was again. 

He wasn't taken to a cell. Instead to an office. A nice office with wood paneling and a front reception area. He didn't even think he was in a jail.  A

A distinguished looking man entered wearing a black robe. He had to be a Judge.

Roberts was enjoying the mystery of it all. 

He was also frightened beyond belief. He had no safety net but a few contacts he couldn't trust. The corrupt were everywhere.  He knew he could be finished off at any moment and stored in Manila Bay. He didn't want to die. Adventurer that he was, he feared death to the depths of his core. 

“You are fucking Tanya I see?” the apparent Judge said.

Roberts was startled and suddenly speechless.

...

“That little bitch. I am done with her. Done. Oh well, onto better things. I can't be a wussy. Focusing on one woman is what always caused me to miss out on getting women.”

Samuel was alone again but his senses were heightened. A switch flipped inside him.  His positive carefree energy was pulsating. 

...

4 Years earlier. Samuel Roberts is on his computer inside his Chicago studio apartment.

Samuel Roberts was about 4 beers in and feeling it. That point when your drinking hadn't yet tired or depressed him. That point when it emboldened him,  and made him not worry about outcomes. Where he felt unbeatable and most importantly, where he wasn't thinking about the possible risks of any move.

It felt manly to be that way. That's what Roberts sensed and he loved it. He sensed that this feeling was attractive. Actually he knew it, but feared his inability to sustain it.

Like with anything else, there is yin and yang, hot and cold, high and low. It is no different with attraction and maximizing attractiveness for basically any man. Roberts failed to understand. At whatever level, he fought for something but didn't understand what. He didn't understand himself and didn't understand the weakness inside him.

He suffered from false uniqueness. A pride that he was somehow special and could do special things if only he could perfect the particular problem causing this weakness.

He was a deep thinker but this was his curse when it came to getting women. Maybe the beer dulled away that problem?  He thought about things less? He thought more powerfully?

At any rate, it felt good and it felt right. 

This girl. This Tanya. She was different and he wanted her. He had no money and no way to meet her. She was thousands of miles away. A full two oceans apart. A poor peasant girl in the Philippines, but with a powerful ability to focus her english to attract a white man from the west. Even if she denied that was her intent.

It read something like this:

“I am completing my college degree (marketing). I love experiencing and trying new things. I am looking to travel. I want a man who is generous, thoughtful, and most of all intelligent. I believe in equality and generosity for those less fortunate.” 

On and on it went with some of the most well-written prose you find on any dating site, even ones with predominantly American users.

There was another thing that stood out. When given the option of looking for romance, dating, marriage, or pen pal, she chose pen pal. 

She was 19 and Roberts was 36. She had deep dark skin with large full lips, a lithe but filled out body, 5 feet 5 inches (tall side for a Filipina),  and feline eyes. 

Samuel Roberts fell in deep and fell too fast.

––––––––
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Her still photos were uniquely alluring to him.

When she'd look into the camera serious, her eyes would almost dance where one was slightly off center. Not so much that it made him think there was anything physically wrong. It added an innocence to her visage and it drove Roberts into orbit. He grew more captivated the more he examined the photos.

He imagined waking up to this natural beauty and her hair flowing wildly over her eyes while he gently rubbed her bottom, and up and down her lovely legs, and her willingly falling on top of him begging for deep love making. He dreamed of how this might transform his day and give it life and energy. The exact opposite of the drain he felt from his  daily use of internet pornography.

This girl. When she smiled, there was a slight forward bite on the bottom making her chin more pronounced, but her teeth we're flawless and white.

The profile. The part about looking for a pen pal and not romance, went right over his head.

All he saw was beauty. Tanya's striking beauty wrapped in a youthful innocence. She wanted more and he felt he possessed the power to give her more. From the beginning, he was inventing future outcomes in his head.

This was the lure of looking for companionship in a foreign land using the internet, if you were a westerner from a more prosperous country. Unlike the persistent feeling of dealing with women in Chicago where he couldn't achieve power in the interaction, foreign women were different. For starters, the attraction was a given in almost any case where Roberts contacted and got to know a girl from  say the Philippines.

The yes meant everything to a guy like Roberts who struggled to connect with women.  The  reciprocation of interest on these websites came initially and throughout the “getting to know you” process. It was so gratifying to his male ego. 

It was refreshing probably because it wasn't hard work  He had come to see dealing with American women as a tiring cat and mouse game of them not acting too interested too fast and he doing the same. It seemed to like bullshit to him.

He really felt he had cracked the code with a Filipino or Thai girl online.  He was determined to pull out all the stops in his pursuit of Tanya.

...

Tanya jumped online. The family only had one computer and they shared it. 

She was looking forward to getting back on. Afterall, she loved the attention from these western men.

She didn't fool herself. She got on Filipino Lover and put down a profile because of the ego boost it gave her. 

She had to admit it to herself. She hated to do that of course. No one wants to face the truth about why they actually do things.

She admitted it to her closest friends, when she told them she had created the account.

Most of these guys on Filipino Lover were so old. Old enough to be her father or even older. Many of them were older than her grandfather. 

“What the heck?” She thought.

She wanted nothing in particular except attention. 

She had a boyfriend Louie, and they had been together for years. She felt nothing exciting for him though and maybe that was why? They had only kissed. . She would put “pen pal” and see what happens. That way if somehow it got discovered, she'd have some way to deny doing anything wrong.

Her mind couldn't quite pin-point why she created the profile.  This was her at the core. It is the core of many women, especially ones who are young and inexperienced. 

Men don't understand.

It's definitely many all women at 19. Tanya didn't care. To her, doing a profile seemed normal for a girl.

She saw Samuel's interest. Then a message. She waited a week. Then another message. This time with his personal contact.

She was gorging on all the attention. He was one of a hundred plus a week who were reaching out to her, but he was different. 

“We'd have to see,” she thought. There were lots of choices.

––––––––
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...

One night about two weeks into sending Tanya message 3, Roberts pulled up her pictures and began to fantasize about her and being inside her, kissing her all over. 

Vigorously he pleasured himself. After that for about 30 minutes, he didn't care about women or companionship again. The same as every time he masturbated.

Was this why he was still a virgin? The question ate at him. He obsessed over this girl already. He imagined enjoying her dark sexy skin and body. But this fantasy got him nowhere. 

The prize was still 8,000 miles away. Still a total mystery.

....

Roberts wasn't saying much of anything. After all, there were no guards anywhere. He was no longer in handcuffs. He felt a lot more at ease after a few initial minutes of being unnerved.

Who was this Judge? Why did he want to know about he and Tanya?

“Yes, many times.” Roberts said with a  confident tone. “I've fucked her many times. You?”

––––––––
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...

The next day, Tanya awoke knowing Roberts was in custody and she had done her duty.  The morning would take another odd twist as she made her long journey to a job interview in the central city.

For Tanya, a man obsessed with her charms was nothing new. But it gave her nothing beyond empty and fleeting power.

“You won't know what we could be unless you try,” Judge Bryan Yaso said, driving along side her as she made her way to a mass transit stop. “I know how we met. But I loved you from moment one.”

Tanya thought it all weird. She was his possession for money. They did videos. Together they fulfilled his twisted carnal fantasies. She would never reveal him. But she could never love him. She felt nothing.

She wouldn't. Even though he was gorgeous and well-connected.  Plus he had money. Enough for her to never worry again. 

But the way he looked at her. Women know. It was obsession and she was his prize. She could never trust him once she recognized that look from him. 

Don't make it personal. Her number one rule. Her father taught her that.

But lately none of what the professor was asking for made sense. She looked to the right as the Judge stared at her begging for her attention from a moving car as she walked. 

Her skin crawled. Her nerves were frayed. She had a deep sick feeling in her stomach. No man she truly wanted could actually see the real her. Her indescribable beauty was actually a curse.

“I've got this all on tape,” she said. “I'll break my number one rule and show this to your family. Don't ever talk to me again.”

He floored the car and almost immediately accelerated out of sight. It would be the last time they would see each other.

Chapter 4—Rope

Tanya hated her own damnable perfection. Whose  perfection was it?  Why could it not rescue her from her endless hell if it was so great?  Growing up, her pristine face taunted her as her life slowly drifted towards darkness and self-hate.

She stared into a mirror many times every day and didn't see it. She wondered why the world couldn't see what a mess her life was. The morning of her first day of work, she was sure everyone would know what a tramp she was. Having sex with all those men for a hidden purpose. Doing it because she was told to by her father.

She wanted to be an honest person doing honest work. Back when she met Roberts on the website, her life was getting better. She was heading legit. Trying to create a life outside her work for the professor. 

So when she was 19, she  headed to her first day on the job. It was in the nicest area of Manila. Makati. Where the upper crust of the country dealt, worked, lived, and separated themselves even further from people like her. 

All day, she could only feel desperation and fear.

Bendato Martinez saw her and she saw him. Desperation became hope. Weakness became power. It wasn't his looks. He had that  bizzare smile. Almost like the teeth were small metal spikes.

It was not how he looked at her, but through her. He had a self-assuredness that declared he already knew everything about her deep flaws. Not that they were ok. Just that he knew. Many men, like Roberts had lied to her they were no problem.  

This man. This Bendato Martinez said with his eyes that her flaws didn't matter. He was making her feel rather than think. Live rather than worry.

All with the look in his eyes.

Powerful lust sprung alive inside Tanya Carasco for the first time.

...

After his brief meeting with Judge Yaso, Samuel Roberts was taken to an actual cell. From there, a round of psychological testing would begin.

Brunettes. Samuel had loved them all along.

His first sort of girlfriend (lasted about 8 hours) back in 3rd grade was a redhead. She was the “it” girl in his small class. The girl everyone wanted.

He thought back on it, and her, often. When he saw her in high school,  she was more beautiful than ever. She was in track and on the dance team. She had blossomed with muscles in those legs. 

She was a sophomore dating a senior on the football team. It had only been 6 or so years since her brief childhood relationship with Samuel Roberts, but it might as well have been 20 or 30. When he saw her in the halls, it was like they were on two totally different planets. She had matured, had other boyfriends along the way. He bet she probably didn't remember that brief relationship. Probably forgot about it a week or so after it happened.

Not Roberts. He never forgot. He was always in his head about women. That's the other thing: when he could't get a woman he wanted, he'd get stuck in the past. He hated those recollections, but he could't stop giving them life. He was living in his head.

He had the curse of smart people.  Samuel Roberts always needed logic and dealt with women logically. He was always thinking himself into pretzel. High school was just hell.

Then one day it got really weird. In 11th grade gym class.

Logic couldn't explain his feelings when he saw Andi, the most lusciously built power packed little brunette he'd ever seen. They'd never spoken and still hadn't on that day. 

She always walked around with perpetual sour face, dark rimmed glasses perched on her nose. Her snobbiness was always shining through with the brightness of the sun on a clear day.  Roberts had not relationship with her.

Then he laid eyes on her in those gym class clothes. He watched her jog around indifferently and sort of participating. 

She didn't have much of a personality. She wasn't a nice person.  She wasn't in any groups which were noteworthy. She didn't play sports, cheer lead, or do drama class. She had almost no friends and didn't seem to mind.

Logically, none of what transpired within Roberts made any sense.

He laid eyes on her and sprung an erection immediately.  Her thighs were sort of chunky. Not athletic, not perfect. She did have large round breasts. His penis raged upward when she was rope climbing. In his cotton workout shorts, the embarrassment could have been awful. 

He was scared he would be discovered.

This was the time when having a friend or two in the same spot as him (being a virgin but wanting to be physical with a cute girl), would have made a huge difference. .

He never had anyone to talk girls and sex with. That discussion could have made it all better for him. 

When he saw Andi try to torque her body up the rope, it was time to sit down, on top of some wrestling mats. So no one could see his raging hard on. Man it felt amazing. The burst of energy was different. 

He'd never orgasmed so he didn't know what it all meant. He wanted to take Andi and her lovely round breasts and kiss her all over. Then  down to that spot between her legs. He didn't even know what that area looked like.

I mean, he'd never seen anything but hairiness. He and a buddy snuck Playboy a couple times at a store. 

He knew so little and he felt he had no one to talk to.

In short, Roberts was a mental mess. Man he wanted to fuck Andi and let it all out. 

...

“So you went and sat down and did what?” asked Dr. Michael Blake, Samuel's psychiatrist.

“Waited. Made some small talk. Like always, I never got to the point. I can't tell you how many times I did this in some form when the desire for sex would overcome me,” Roberts said. “I even chose my friends because they all lived by the same code. No girlfriends. No talking about sex or even girls generally. None of it. It was a “code of no discussion” we never breached.”

“Hmmm,” Blake contemplated long and hard while he removed his wired round glasses, his eyes fixed on his notes. “Who did you talk to girls about?”

“I didn't. All through high school. I just didn't. Aren't you listening to me Doc?” Roberts asked angrily. “I thought you were going to help me get out of this?”

“Get out of what Mr. Roberts? I am not following you,” Blake deadpanned. “You haven't been found guilty. You've only been detained and questioned.”

“That's not what I am talking about,” Roberts shot back. “They have nothing. They have a crude object they keep trying to link to me, and a fake passport the girl clearly left there to frame me. 

“So I was fucking this peasant skank and he was too. I didn't know him. How could I?”

“I don't know, you tell me,” Blake asked in a way that was obviously trying to incite his subject. “You tell me. Why did you come here?. You say its wanting my help? But you know I'll turn you in if I think you did it. You signed a waiver right off the bat. It makes no sense. It's like you are paying me to do nothing but I could finish you any time.”

“Fuck you doc,” Roberts said shaking his head. “Man I love the beauty of these women here. So tiny. Fuckable. Beautiful with their jet black hair. Like Andi, but friendly. They all seem to want me. I mean compared to what I get from those American chicks.”

“Did anyone ever tell you that you are blunt and honest about your perception of women, and that it sounds like an adolescent?” Blake asked pointedly.

“Like I could care at this point. But let's be real: I am glad that prick is dead. Sure I am,” Roberts admitted with a wry smile. “At least he had his fun. Banging Tanya was a huge highlight for me. Had I had her when I was like 16, things would have been totally different. But then I wouldn't be here spending good money asking you for help.”

Blake smiled quickly, scribbled furiously and came to this: “Tell me about Tanya and you. Almost 4 years? Really?”

...

Tanya believed all men were liars. All except Dr. Blake and Bendato Martinez. When all these men told her they loved her, she thought they were lying to themselves about who they were and who they could be. They were also lying to her. That's how she saw men who told her they loved her.

It started with Louie, her first boyfriend. He professed his everlasting devotion to her after they went on a couple dates. She didn't feel the same, but the pressure to go along and not be different meant acceptance. 

She longed for real love, not pre-programmed affections. She actually panicked when Louie told her he loved her.

“I love you too,” she said, not knowing what else to say.

It was the last time she said those words to anyone but Dr. Blake or her baby.

Chapter 5—Intensity

Murder. Samuel Roberts surely committed it in his heart and mind. 

He couldn't account for a point in time when the police alleged a murder took place. The murder of a man who was his rival for his one great love.  He felt like he could be guilty, even though he  acted like it all was no big deal.

As he spent another night in a real cell, the meeting hours earlier with Judge Yaso in his chambers seemed to be part of a wholly other life.  

The truth he wasn't sharing was he knew all along about Bendato Martinez but simply ignored the obvious. He was manipulated and abused by Tanya's great beauty.

Even now knowing what he knew sitting in that cell, he still loved her. Her dark haunting eyes and silky mocha skin had him chained to the fantasy.

He began to cry again. But more tears then the last time. His feeling of defeat and weakness was destroying his carefully built self-image.

Samuel Roberts felt so alone.  

Maybe he did kill him? 

He would meet again with Dr. Blake tomorrow. Samuel promised himself he would come clean about his true feelings. Tanya, Bendato Martinez, and the rage he felt towards them both. All of it would be open for discussion.

...

“You don't want to know. Should I even be telling you this?” Roberts asked. “You are just going to turn me in if you think I killed this loser.”

“Why would I do that? There's no evidence right?” Blake stated in a somewhat credulous manner, like he was asking again because he simply wasn't sure. “You aren't going to get nailed for something you didn't do correct?”

“Ha!” Roberts stated somewhat sarcastically. “You know as well as I do that they would love to make a collar on me AND love to pin it on a non-Filipino.”

“How have your interactions gone with the authorities?” Dr. Blake asked. “You think they are out to get you? I mean it doesn't make sense the way you are seeing it. It's paranoia. They don't hate Americans here. I make amazing money. I pay very little taxes. I've never been bothered once. Getting my license to practice was a snap. I don't have the big client list like back in the States sure, but life is pretty great.”

“Look Dr. Blake, I wish I never fucking saw this place. That crap website. The whole bit,” Roberts stated flatly. “I loved her. I don't know how. You probably don't know how. Yeah 4 years. I'll tell you something else. I would have done anything for her. I saw her getting plowed by that loser on the video and I felt like I wanted to die. I really did.”

“Rage?” Dr. Blake asked. “You wanted him dead didn't you? Who the hell could blame you? He was all over your dream lover. The girl you fantasized about for going on a half-decade. I saw the video. She loved the way he was doing her. You ever see her express her pleasure like that when you were fucking her?”

“Not going to work Doc,” Roberts replied with surprising composure and with short cadence.”Things have changed drastically. They changed over time, but they changed. I say with all honesty. My feelings about Tanya, Manila, the sex, all of it. It's all different. I am more detached and less emotional. This was all about completing what I started. Look at it like this: Ever hear of the concept of sunken costs?

“Yes. It's an economics principle?” Dr. Blake said. “So you are saying you wanted to meet her because of the 4 years and all the aggravation, and no other reason?”

“No. No. No,” Roberts answered shaking his head. “There were a lot of reasons, but of course I wanted her. I had a lot invested in her. Emotionally. I considered it love in my mind, but here's the key: I no longer felt desperate. I no longer had to have it work.”

“So who cares? You still felt awful when you saw the video?” Blake asked.

“I can only tell you what I was feeling and the process of how that came to be,” Samuel said. “If you know that progression, you'd know I am no murderer. No one was that important. I learned that with everything I went through.”

Roberts fidgeted around and checked his cell phone.

“Doc, can we pick this up next time?” Roberts asked. “I actually have a date.”

“Do you think that is wise?” Dr. Blake asked. “Being seen out and about with more local girls?”

“No. Probably not. I'll cancel. I don't need any one girl right?” Samuel asked jokingly and with a light fun laughter.

“Let's talk about my greatest blunders and embarrassments. I mean speaking as a man who was nearly 40-years-old before he had his first sexual experience. Let's talk about me and Tanya.”

“You fell for her online?” You ever cam her even? My understanding from reading your intake was no?” Blake asked.

“No. Never did. Believe it or not, at first I was scared because I didn't want to scare her off,” Roberts said shaking his head and smiling. “I was thinking about everything. The age difference. How was I going to come across. Don't forget, I had no money to make the trip. I kept telling myself I would find the money, but we're talking thousands and I had next to nothing. Not to mention, I had no job.”

“Sounds like pure fantasy?” Blake asked with a tone like he knew or at least believed he knew the answer.

“And I was addicted to it. Especially the first two years. There was a lot going on in my life and it probably was good overall but it also was slow in happening.” Roberts said. “I wish it wasn't like that, but when you are going through some things, processes of change, it doesn't happen overnight. Especially positive change.”

“So tell me about the first two years,” Dr. Blake requested as he recrossed his legs. “At the beginning it was exciting?”

“Yes. Very,” Samuel said. “There was enough there to make me think it was definitely going somewhere. There was dirty talk very early on. I talked a lot about licking her pussy and she loved that. Said it made her wet. On and on. Like that.”

“So what happened?” Blake asked.

“I don't know. Nothing really. After the dirty talk started, it sort of ended rather abruptly,” Roberts said. “She came out and tried to say it surprised her coming from me. Even hinted that she wasn't comfortable with it. Things like that.”

“Why would you care about that?” Blake asked. “She participated in it at first?”

“Yeah,” Samuel agreed. “I learned during all this that women can run hot and cold. Didn't know that before. I took all the behavior swings seriously and personally. But when I felt like I only had one option, like it had to happen with this one girl, I deeply felt everything that happened in these chats way too deeply.”

“You cared more for Tanya than any other girl previously in your life?” Dr. Blake asked. 

“Hell yes.” Samuel answered emphatically. “Keep in mind, all I had to go off of were pictures and what evolved into facebook interactions. She actually disappeared and quit talking to me for a couple months. I created a cover story for her at first. I latched on to every excuse besides the obvious. Big mistake.”

“You have thought this through deeply,” Dr. Blake noted. “You know it makes me wonder how you could get into something like this in the first place. I think you are smart. You have advanced degrees and all that.”

“Being smart doesn't mean you are any good with women,” Samuel noted. “I am living proof. I was always in my head thinking instead of simply acting on what I felt as a man. Same old issue each and every failure. You have no idea what failing that many times does to your desires. It makes them run deeper. It makes you chase your desire.”

“So where is Tanya?” Blake asked suddenly and directly.

“Huh?” Samuel seemed shocked.

...

The report was delivered by courier to the head of pending murder investigations for the Manila Police Department. On the outside it read: Dr. Blake.

The conclusion: “Mr. Roberts carries with him deep-seeded hatred and jealousy towards the victim. There is no doubt he carries with him the necessary rage and capacity to kill Bendato Francisco Martinez. Beyond that, he could have easily masterminded such a crime.”

...

That night in the slums north of Manila, Tanya Carasco was fighting for her life against violence from a shocking source.

Her brother's  hand was around her throat then immediately his other hand pressing firmly with surgical precision on her air source. 

Tanya couldn't breathe and she could yell for help.

“Let me out!” she heaved deeply in a deep shrill of a whisper. “Please! Darren!”

––––––––
[image: ]


She could feel her arms give way as the tingling turned to loss of control. Then her legs. She began to see large black disks in her eyes.

She was sure he wasn't going to stop. The confrontation started  because of her father and his lack of one. He had never touched her in any way. Not once.

Out of the corner of her eye in a state of diminishing vision, she thought she saw a short young girl with a gun pointed right at them. How could this be? Who was in her family's house?

Why? The terror was draining the lifeforce out of her at warp speed.  

“Bang! Bang!” 

Two shots rang out.

When she woke, her throat throbbed. It felt like if she would take so much of a breath, it would burst. Darren was gone. She was alive 

She needed Blake. He would make sense of it all.

Where was he? 

She became frantic.

She despised her life. She felt no gratitude to still be breathing. No one could ever know of what happened the prior night with Darren. No one.

She  hastily pulled out her phone and tapped out the following message:

“I can't be your fantasy any longer. You are dead to me. I am leaving town. I'll get you free. But you must never return and never speak of me or to me again.”

She was determined to sabotage all love in her life. She couldn't find any real power. She had no source of real pride on her own. She was going to go it alone.

The recipient of the message: Samuel Roberts.

Chapter 6—Porn

Tanya forgot about Samuel Roberts the moment she sent the message telling him it was totally over.  Her neck still throbbing from the attack by her brother, she began to feel drowsy.  

Her entire body shook as she entered the make-believe school room in an abandoned building near the docks area. Tanya was head to toe school girl. The cameras would roll while she fulfilled the illicit and twisted desires of her Judge lover and the father of her unborn child.

The only thing that kept her from crying was she was sure no one could care if she did. Professor Blake many times promised her she'd never be empty, nor alone. He lied.  

This was as degrading as it could get. For the first time she concluded that evil was evil when it belittled and dehumanized. That's exactly what she felt filming a make-believe pornographic fantasy with Judge Bryan Yaso and Bendato Martinez.

She knew at that moment. The first moment ever. Samuel Roberts was good and goodness meant something real.

In her hand, as a blindfolded Judge Yaso began to kiss her on the neck, was a charm. Two metallic baby booties given to her on her first birthday. 

Given to her by her other father.

...

Tanya woke and was now in her bed. It was near night fall. She had lost nearly a whole day. Her neck still hurt.  The nightmare of her sadistic tryst with Bendato and Judge Yaso was still in her mind. It was a recurring nightmare. She hated to fall asleep because of it.

...

January 1993. Personal Diary of Samuel Roberts, age 18 at the time.

My buddy brought over porn today to our guys’ party. It's the first time I saw actual sex. I never knew exactly what happened. I felt excitement all these times when I saw a pretty girl. I had the really hard penis I tried to hide from others in school. I didn't know what to do with it. I knew I wanted it to be near a girl and her touching it.

This girl on the film is amazing. She is so sexy. I wanted to be the guys in the video so bad.

In one scene she slides off her clothes and rubs her sexy body (so tight) trying to excite the man and she looks like Cindy Crawford. I couldn't believe it. It was the most beautiful thing I have seen.

I couldn't wait to get alone after watching it so I could play with my cock. My buddy took the porno home afterward. I know where to rent it. This actress had me mesmerized. What a sexy beauty. I wish women were like her. I can't sleep. I want to see that video.

I don't know what to say to my friends. My one buddy who brought the tape, he knows a lot more than me. He has more experience. I don't know who to talk to.

...

June 18, 1993. Personal Diary of Samuel Roberts, the summer after his senior year in high school.

A couple younger girls from school came by today to a neighbor's house. Both freshmen girls. Cheerleaders. So hot. I masturbated to them and it felt like I peed my pants. It felt amazing. It was sticky and it hardened up rather than ran out my bathing trunks. I saw them go down to the water. The one girl looked absolutely amazing in a pink bikini. Her body was...I wanted to lick her all over and play with her gorgeous firm breasts.

I ran into the bedroom and grabbed my binoculars. My dick was already so hard. God they looked amazing together. Two brunettes. I couldn't believe how excited I was. I watched them wade in the shallows of the water and started to tap my dick into the side of the bed. I went faster and faster until I exploded hot liquid in my pants.

I was exhausted and confused afterwards. No one to talk to. I can't believe I just turned 18 and know nothing. I want a hot girlfriend but I am afraid to be found out that I have no experience.

Later entry dated July 4, 1993

We had another big 4th of July celebration in our town. So fucking boring. Every year the same thing. I'll tell you this place bores me in a lot of ways.

One of the really hot sophomore girls, a blonde, was nearby when I was out and about. Fuck she has the tightest little body. So innocent and sexy. She makes me so hard. I'd go to basketball games and she'd be in the light cheer outfits she'd wear indoors and be fantasizing about seeing her naked.

I couldn't look at her when her eyes came my way when she looked into the crowd. Even though I knew she couldn't see me. I can't look her in the eyes. I don't know if I have had a conversation with a hot girl one on one in my life. I am so horny.

I followed Kristy around for like 15 minutes over a couple city blocks. She was drunk. She didn't know it. I thought maybe there would be an opportunity to talk to her? I don't know really what I was doing. I was just wanting something to happen.

I don't know how to start with her or any other hot girl I'd like to fuck.

I am left to act like I don't care. Who can I talk to? Maybe what I need is just a different place with college starting this fall. Different scenery and new faces. I can act like I know when I get there.

I am just not myself around hot women I'd like to have sex with. I don't know if I should be? I don't know. I don't know know who to talk to. Either everyone around me has all this knowledge and experience or they are posing. But that means they'll keep up the act.

Entry dated July 11, 1993

My dad lives like a block from this video store here in the city. Crappy little house he redid himself with a few of his buddies. It's a dump, but now he owns instead of rents. I don't know what the big deal is about owning v. renting. He is still renting from the property tax people right? People are still renting from the bank right?

Hell, just try to not pay either of them and see how far or long it goes before you don't own anymore. Stupid fucks. Everyone here is a bunch of zombies. They all only see the world one way.

I heard my know-it-all aunt say behind my back that I need to “find a girlfriend”. I am 18 but apparently people are starting to notice that I am never with a girl.

They all say I am so good looking and “don't worry”, I'll “find” someone. Some variation on the same old bs.

Being at my dad’s, I wanted to see that porno I saw a few weeks ago with my buddies. I am really really horny. I haven't pleasured myself once since I saw those two young beauties along the water near my house.

I am feeling really fucking damn confused! I loved how that felt when it happened but right after I felt worn down, like I had no energy. I felt even more lonely and isolated. When I saw one of the girls out washing her dad's car a few days later, I was more nervous than ever. In my head, thinking about what I was going to say. Like I had to impress her to get her notice me.

So ridiculous because I was never interested in her until I whacked off to her and her friend in their bikinis. Now she is like this unattainable sexy little thing that I want to fuck.

I can barely look at her when she goes by my house down the road in a car. It's like this reflexive shame that I can't control. I know this isn't right that I feel this way. This is where it's all so messed up.

Not a chance I am the only guy that gets excited seeing this girl or one of her hot fresh friends. These other guys don't seem to have any problem talking to her and getting her interested. (WTF) I feel like such a supreme pussy.

My dad went to bed and I went for a walk up the block to the video store and rented that porno. God this girl is hot. I obsessed over her for hours planning this walk until I went and did it. I put the tape in and turned the sound down. My dad's room is only a few feet away. He could come out at any moment. I don't know what he'd do.

Probably laugh. He has Playboy and Penthouse sprawled out on the back of his toilet every time I come over. After I blew goo all over my swim trunks a few weeks ago I think I know why and for what. So why not bring it up?!?!

I just don't know how to talk about any of this! I think that's the answer. Or is it a girlfriend? Regular sex with a real woman might help? I have to believe that's a big reason men seek out women for a relationship with coupling up. The regular easier access to sex.

––––––––
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...

September 20, 1993. Samuel Roberts was a freshmen in college when he made this diary entry.

Got back from Mike's dorm room across town and there is a “Video Planet” video place on the way home to my dorm. Man was I wasted. Made it easier to go into the porn room. Got my membership. Steve goes home every weekend and I have the room to myself.

I passed out. I was beyond drunk. Couldn't even keep a hard on. Same girl as the one from my first porno. She's got more movies! She looks sort of like Gloria Estefan or Cindy Crawford. Perfect boobs. This little birthmark by her pussy. MMMMM. Damn it.

I want to fuck so bad but the movies took the edge off. Only for an hour or two like always.

It's the same cycle I am finding. Release and I'll tell myself after that I am good and don't need this porn anymore. Then I get the urge that night or the next morning.

(Ever since the beach and beating off to those girls in my neighborhood, I wake up with a boner like every morning.) Mornings I am really wanting to get myself off.

This morning I used the movies. Then I told myself I am done with these fantasies. What a joke. I know that's not true. It's basically the same thing every morning.

I consider myself so disciplined and all that. I am having a big semester already. Perfect scores on everything I turn in and the quizzes. But this sex stuff has a hold on me.

There's girls I am interested in. Not many but I see them in the dorm. One is slim with beautiful tan legs and a bitchy demeanor. She acts like she is better than every guy. I want to get down her pants so bad. She parades around in these boxer shorts type deal. In the lounge where the TV  is even. Wears these flip flops. Puts her feet up everywhere
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