

    
        
          Peace at Last?

        

        
        
          A Slave to the Fantasy Special Edition Trilogies, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Rebecca Lee

        

        
          Published by John Handy, 2014.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PEACE AT LAST?

    

    
      First edition. November 15, 2014.

      Copyright © 2014 Rebecca Lee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1501403934

    

    
    
      Written by Rebecca Lee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      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

Copyright Page

Also By Rebecca Lee

Peace at Last? (A Slave to the Fantasy Special Edition Trilogies, #2)

Chapter 1—The City

Chapter 2—The Province

Chapter 3—The Barrio

Chapter 4—Will You?

Chapter 5—Stolen Secrets

Chapter 6—Back to the Midwest

Chapter 7—Two Dads

Chapter 8—The Video

Chapter 9—Judge Yaso’s Memorial

Chapter 10—Browerd

Chapter 11—My Man

Chapter 12—Turned On

Chapter 13—Prostitution or Love?

Chapter 14—Blake and Tanya

Chapter 15—Gladys’ Threats

Chapter 16—Ocean Beach

Chapter 17—Tangible Nights

Chapter 18—My Latina Lover AJ

Chapter 19—Decisions

Chapter 20—Never Enough

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

Copyright and Disclaimer

Chapter 3—Roberts on the Move

Chapter 4—Death For Them

Chapter 5—Corruption Reigns

Chapter 6—Terror Plot

Chapter 7—Peasant Lovers

Chapter 8—Vacation Hauntings

Chapter 9—The Privileged Few

Chapter 10—My Fast Track

Chapter 11—Stay With Me

Chapter 12—Oral Advantage

Chapter 13—Darren

Chapter 14—Xiouping Legacy

Chapter 15—Money Making

Chapter 16—Slaves All

Chapter 17—Korea

Chapter 18—The Doctor

Chapter 19—Awakenings

Chapter 20—Deep Scars of Exploitation

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

Copyright and Disclaimer

Chapter 2—Kendall in Charge

Chapter 3—Porn Desperation

Chapter 4—Tara in Pursuit

Chapter 5—Arcadian

Chapter 6—Dessicate

Chapter 7—Blackmail of Legends

Chapter 8—Online Porn Addiction

Chapter 9—The Solid One

Chapter 10—My Brother

Chapter 11—Tricks of Psychology

Chapter 12—Florence Porras’ Rules

Chapter 13—Assassins

Chapter 14—Pinot and Lovemaking

Chapter 15—A New Day

Chapter 16—Gladys and Lisa in Hiding

Chapter 17—Gangland

Chapter 18—The Girl From Boyle Heights

Chapter 19—Play it to the Hilt

Chapter 20—Peace Finally

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

Copyright and Disclaimer

Further Reading: A Slave to the Fantasy, Books 1-9

Also By Rebecca Lee

About the Author


Peace At Last:

A Slave to The Fantasy Special Edition Trilogy, Books 4-6

A Slave to the Fantasy, Book  4: Her Body, His Obsession

Rebecca Lee

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

Author's comments—We see clearly in this book that Roberts has mostly made a break from Tanya. Mostly because when you see how hard he is trying, you can conclude he hasn't actually made that break. Tanya is being forced into more stress and difficult situations which will test her desire for independence in a big way. 

I didn't start out with the intention of doing more than 5 books at the absolute max. What happened was I got into book 4 and decided to tell the whole story, even if there wasn't any market for that many books. 

This gave me for freedom for character writing in this book. 

Tanya fans, don't worry. She does a lot of cool things and clearly grows, but it isn't linear.

Chapter 1 The City

Chapter 2 The Province

Chapter 3 The Barrio

Chapter 4 Will You?

Chapter 5 Stolen Secrets

Chapter 6 Back to the Midwest

Chapter 7 Two Dads

Chapter 8 The Video

Chapter 9 Judge Yaso’s Memorial

Chapter 10 Browerd

Chapter 11 My Man

Chapter 12 Turned On

Chapter 13 Prostitution or Love?

Chapter 14 Blake and Tanya

Chapter 15 Gladys’ Threats

Chapter 16 Ocean Beach

Chapter 17 Tangible Nights

Chapter 18 My Latina Lover AJ

Chapter 19 Decisions

Chapter 20 Never Enough

Special Offer: Get “Forgive Our Moments” Books 7-9 

About the Author, How to Contact Rebecca Lee

Copyright and Disclaimer

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1—The City
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Author Comments—This is about Tanya's journey back from the US. Again, the sense that there are larger forces playing pupeteer with the characters is prevalent. Book 4 probably has more of that element than any of the other book. So I think Book 4 is a tense ride for the most part.

When superstar Detective Renaldo Carasco returned to work after 3 days away visiting his relatives in the province outside his city of Manila, he had likely never been more nervous in his entire life.

Curiously, It wasn’t a case or a court appearance that had him so on edge. For the first time in over two decades he would be coming face to face with Tanya Jo. She was the precious little girl he fathered with his teenage girlfriend when he was merely 22 years of age.

Everything he had sought to become and had become in the eyes of his current wife and their 3 children was in total opposite to his actions with his first-born daughter all those years ago. The pain of acting so selfishly and not being part of the little girl’s life, never went away.

Like many things we do early on in life: the value systems that guide us would have led to completely different decisions when we matured.

For Renaldo, the guilt was always there. It wasn’t necessary for any of the resultant harm apparently wrought by Tanya, her lover Bendato Martinez, or the people who ultimately guided her because the vacuum left by not having a father. The effect of all these bad things happening was to simply drive Detective Carasco deeper into despair. The despair was always with him..

He also was dealing with the shocking end to the life of maybe his closest friend and definitely his closest associate Judge Bryan Yaso. To understand his lifestyle and who the Judge was behind the facade, would likely be a long journey, if it ever happened at all.

All the good they had achieved together felt beyond tainted and more like illegitimate. The solving of so many previously unsolvable crimes. The creation of a reliable unofficial task force of committed, forthright, and altruistic officers. Fundamentally, the creation of a legacy of huge good that would outlive them both.

It was all messy now in Carasco’s eyes and that video and the crime scene left an indelible tragic stamp on his mind. Before long it stood to possibly destroy them both in the eyes of the public. The ramifications of this for the department and the public’s faith in the department could be catastrophic.

Yes, the city was already awash in crime and realistically always would be. That wasn’t the point of why Judge Yaso and he crusaded like they did.

It was to set a counterbalance and example for the sheer numbers in the police force and grow a reliable team that could pass on a legacy. It would also provide hope for the citizens. Because if Manila were to ever be cleaned up for real, it was up to the citizens. It wouldn’t happen today, but generationally down the road. But it started today.

In the short term, the Detective would be fighting the all too human impulse of defensively just trying to get through the next couple days. These days promised to provide a whole different level of stress. He’d be meeting with people whom he wasn’t investigating, talking about more human things. At the same trying to figure out what people knew about the Judge and the Judge’s secret life. He’d be forced to do this without actually bringing up what he knew.

Carasco needed to know which leaks nearest him he would have to fix. Even then, he knew eventually the dam would likely eventually burst . There were too many people he couldn’t trust who knew the truth behind what happened three days ago in that courthouse. Not the least of whom, the bad guys who perpetrated it.

The part he could handle: the crime itself and investigating that, would be Renaldo Carasco’s oasis in a sea of pain and discomfort.

The facts were the facts. A prominent public figure with an impeccable record in the public was killed in a very graphic and embarrassing way: strung up naked in his office mimicking the death of Jesus Christ.

If that were all that made it into the light, the fallout could be maybe managed. The problem would always be: there was no way to stop the story at just that point. People who wanted to do harm had the damning video of the three way sex with Judge Yaso, Bendato Martinez and Detective Carasco’s own daughter Tanya. That video could be used to control anyone who made the wrong move. It could be used at any moment to publicly destroy the Judge and anything (or anyone) he was associated with.

But could it be used to destroy Carasco? That was the dilemma he faced as he traveled to Caloocan to the house of his first love: Gladys Carasco. He was about to come face to face with the grown woman he knew as Tanya Jo.

...

Tanya Carasco hadn’t slept since meeting with the authorities in Long Beach. Her brief meeting in the back rooms of the Long Beach Police Department with her American lover Samuel Roberts had been as cold and business-like as the previous night had been torrid and life-altering.

“I meant every word of what I said before you jerked that car to the side of the road and became violent with me,” Tanya said to Roberts as he looked on sympathetically. “I made so many mistakes. Being here in California allowed me to try and rectify those mistakes. The biggest mistake was falling for Bendato and ignoring you. I see that now.”

Roberts held eye contact with her for about a half-minute before simply dropping his head in seeming full fatigue.

“I’ll never believe you came here for me or to make up for any mistakes Tanya,” Roberts said with a sternness that made it clear that he wasn’t likely to ever change his mind. “The bigger problem: you trying to sell me that was really awful because you are trying to a manipulate me. You used my feelings for you to keep me on the hook.

“Do you really see me as that weak?”

Tanya realized he was right. This realization itself was progress for her as she matured. The ability to see the motivations for why she was treating him the way she was. Beyond that, the ability to actually admit those motivations to herself and to him.

Roberts knew her fully now as a manipulator. Still his hope was that she was a trained one, rather than one by birth and conscious choice.

The feelings he had for her being what they obviously were, he was still giving her the benefit of the doubt. Enough benefit of the doubt to insure she would possibly still be able to make a case to be in his life.

What made this all so hard to figure for Roberts, was that he made a very comfortable living telling men not be too hung up on one woman. In fact it was a core maxim of his teachings.

She had a long way to go to regain trust, but she still had a place in his heart. The question he hadn’t come to grips with personally was whether this place would exist at the expense of future loves. He would soon find out soon as he planned his activities for the night..

He was making a return to Malibu and AJ Zaraza, the beautiful bubbly young seafood waitress. He couldn’t wait. At this moment, he was done with Tanya Carasco and all she was bringing him in the pain department. Her contacting Bendato when she was in the bathroom at Malibu Seafood Company was not as much pain inducing, but another in a long line of intolerable issues.

And that’s really what this was.

It wasn’t heartache, even though his heart did partially ache for the fantasy of who he wished she was.

“You are going home,” he announced to her. “I wish you well and we’ll talk again, maybe soon. Right now, you need safety. You need to be around better people. Take that to the bank. If you are feeling the need to be around the people you have been around, that’s a “you” problem. I am not lecturing, but if I could pinpoint one cause where if you changed how you did business it would turn your world around: the people you are close with.

“If you can’t help yourself, get help. Start with your dad, Detective Carasco. He is a good man.”

Tanya simply listened silently and began to cry. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had so perfectly nailed her core fundamental issue. She also cried because knew it was all way too much for her to handle on her own.

...

“You know you won’t be able to hold my client on these charges, because you know these charges won’t stick,” the bombastic international attorney for Dr. Michael Blake said without a hint of false bravado. “Who do you have to testify? Plus the evidence you think you do have, it’s all PI acquired hearsay crap.”

The Assistant Prosecutor listened intently hoping for her adversary to reveal something she could use. She knew deep down he was right. The case against Michael Blake was already for a lot less potential punishment than she knew it should have been.

Running a prostitution ring was pretty penny ante stuff in a country that freely allowed the practice as a matter of regular commerce. Without the evidence of direct testimony of someone who trafficked Tanya Carasco for sex, the paper trail was largely useless. The evidence it did have didn’t mention Michael Blake by name. It didn’t implicate Bleedfang, the shadowy cold blooded killer found dead and dismembered in Los Angeles a week earlier. It also didn’t mention Lucy Xiouping, the purported ring leader of this massive international plot. A plot which no one could piece together with much beyond the heady presumptions of people like LAPD Detective Pete Gallagher and Manila Police Detective Renaldo Carasco.

Melanie Estina sat bewildered, wondering how she had come to the decision to file anything against Blake in the first place. She trusted Carasco that deeply. Afterall, she was one of only three people he’d shared Judge Yaso’s sex tape with. She knew with Carasco, if nothing else, reputation and even personal safety would take a backseat to the larger goal of justice.

She needed to talk to him now but he was not answering. His mind and sole focus: the reunion with his beautiful but damaged daughter in Manila’s northern suburbs.

Author's comments—A lot happening in that Chapter. Michael Blake is apprehended but you start to see that perhaps he will not be held for long. I introduce AJ, the waitress who served Roberts and Tanya in Malibu. Roberts flirted with her on that ocassion and we can see now that he was able to keep in contact with her. This goes a long way to showing that his interest in Tanya wasn't as absolute as maybe it once was. Some have argued that is evidence of a character flaw in Roberts that he was setting up a date while apparently on another date. I disagree because the relationship with he and Tanya was hardly expected to go anywhere at this point in the story.
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Chapter 2—The Province
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Author's comments-We get more of Tara Diaz, now back home in the rural areas of Mindanao. For Tara fans, a treat. Her background proves to be of great importance as the series unfolds.  

––––––––
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“I am so so happy to have you home. My beautiful smart little girl,” Veni Diaz said as she took out a jar of homemade aloe salve for her daughter’s still festering cut on her temple and above her eye. “How did this happen?”

“Mama, I have such a dangerous job,” Tara Diaz said, like she was revealing it for the first time (which she actually was, at least to her mom) “Sometimes things happen that I wish didn’t. But still, I love it. Things like this look worse than they are or should.

“Do you understand Mama?”

Veni Diaz was a short squatty woman with strong hands she developed working tirelessly cultivating the family acre in their province home in Northern Mindanao. She went beyond simply knowing hard work. She lived hard work out of necessity. Her oldest daughter and child Tara was no stranger to backbreaking field work either. Together they supported the home functions of their family as her mother had 5 more children (three more sisters and a brother in descending order by age) while her father went to the market in surrounding villages and towns to sell the food they grew.

They never went hungry, but they never had money.

It was apparent to young Tara, as she began to be curious about such things, when she reviewed the small amount of photographic evidence of her mother and father’s past that her looks likely came from her father Lucky. She had such a uniquely anglo appearance to her that was hard to explain. It was slight, but it was there.

Lucky Diaz was dashingly handsome, but not in anyway born or raised to ever begin to take advantage of those gifts. He was the simple son of poor simple farmers and he would die that way. His education was meager, but his capacity for backbreaking hard work just to survive was unlimited. Now he was stuck, almost unable to lift a glass of water, as he lay in bed for the 3rd consecutive day.

Tara Diaz, pageant queen, extreme athlete, tri-lingual and savvy foreign services agent, never forgot where she was from. How could she?

After all her almost otherworldly drive to succeed was the direct result of the struggles of her small, resourceless, but very loving family. She had the good fortune, like so many people with rags to success stories, to meet one person at a critical time in her development who cared enough show her the previously unknown possibilities that existed in this huge world.

If we are honest with ourselves, we all get that exposure at some point. But if it isn’t at exactly the right time in our lives, that wider perspective would never be put to good use.

Joe Duran was Tara Diaz’ first love. She was 14 and he 20. The fact that he never loved her back didn’t diminish his importance in her.

He was the strong silent kid in their provincial area. The one who always had his face in a book when it wasn’t behind a plow.

Tara Diaz loved him at the irrational level the first moment she saw him bicycle fruit to her family’s door to sell. She had never expressed much but a passing interest in boys to anyone up until than, even though she assuredly had great interest in them. But that night, she couldn’t stop asking questions of her parents and cousins about Joe.

She then took it a step further and sought him out at school. (As was apparent to Samuel Roberts in their meeting in her Manila hotel room the night he left the country, shyness was never an inhibitor for Tara Diaz.)

Unlike the much more reserved and passive nature of her fellow Pinay’s growing up, Tara didn’t feel like she owed the world any sort of concern about what they thought of her. Before she even met Joe, it was always about what she wanted. She believed that if you didn’t burden others with your desires, others shouldn’t care that you pursued them with a single-minded determination.

This was still a young girl. Although it was apparent in her development that she was going to be cuter than average. Realistically though, “sex symbol” or “famous bikini model” most never seemingly in her future. She was too skinny and too short. Her teeth a little too crooked.

So she was to Joe Duran. A cute little girl, brighter than most, but nothing more. For a variety of reasons there was nothing between them. Still, he couldn’t get over her spunk and her clear desire to absorb everything she could. She just had this endearing way where she keep trying to find the outcome she wanted. The little province would never hold her.

In this way, they were kindred spirits. Everything Joe read he told her about. After a couple months, she was seeking out more materials on the topics he had shared. On and on it went.

Fundamentally, her passion for Joe Duran was actually superseded only by her curiosity for the world around her and the possibilities she was discovering. Fully aware as she burst into pageant competition, that there were haves and have nots, she determined that she would be a have so her dear parents could be too.

She loved Joe Duran, and continued to every moment as she returned home to the relative safety of anonymous life in the jungle provinces.

“We are so proud of you Tara,” her mom said as she dished out pork parts and gravy on rice in the little wooden table off the kitchen in the Diaz home. “Your dad tells everyone about all the things you have done. We appreciate you sending money like you do, but don’t have to. We’re fine, just like always.”

“Mom, when is the last time you treated yourself to something?” Tara said, frustration dripping from her voice. “The house hasn’t changed for 15 years. Why not get a dishwasher? You work too hard and it’s time to work less hard. Let me help you.”

“Oh Tara, I worry so much about you,” Mrs. Diaz said. “I don’t know exactly what you do, but I know it deals with bad people, crime fighting. You never have a boyfriend. You are so pretty. So smart. Meet a man of means and get away from all the danger.

“Life moves so quickly. I love you so. I don’t want you to miss all that. You can’t change happened with Joe. You just can’t. There is nothing to change the past.”

“He didn’t deserve to die,” Tara said. “He never hurt anyone. I wouldn’t have ever had the opportunities I had without him. He changed my world. He never asked for anything in return. Do you know how rare that is?”

She took a long pause to gather her thoughts and to keep from choking up.

“Those bastards. They killed a man because of who he chose to love. He couldn’t do anything about any of it,” Tara said. “Religious nuts. Can you imagine what he must have been feeling? The pain and fear. They strung him in effigy. They crucified him. That’s what they did.”

Tara began to cry and shake uncontrollably.

“Joe Duran didn’t die for nothing,” Tara declared. “No way. People who hurt or kill for no reason but a philosophy or belief. Those people are evil.

“Tara stop, just stop,” Mrs.Diaz said. “He knew the risks. It was awful. Just awful, but he knew to wait. Wait until he got to a big city. Then he could live that way. That’s the way it is.”

“Momma, the government did nothing. Did you know that?” Tara said sniffling away tears. “There wasn’t any justice. There was a laughable attempt.

“There is no stopping me.”

Mrs. Diaz had heard it before and she knew her daughter would back it up.

“Did you see Tranzel?” Her mom asked, changing the topic but still maintaining the theme of her daughter’s single minded life quest to make right for Joe Duran, and those like him.

“Momma, that was so long ago,” Tara said wearily. “I was just a kid really. Besides, you didn’t even like him.

“I am worried about Papa,” Tara said, changing the subject herself. “This isn’t like any flu bug I have seen. He can barely move. He’s talking a bunch of non-sense. We need to get a doctor in here.”

“He’s on his way. Be here later in the day,” Mrs. Diaz said. “Can you let him in? I have to go to the market.”

In the province when you are poor and isolated geographically, you need to set aside a couple hours to go to the market, usually more.

“I am not going anywhere Momma,” Tara said. “I am on vacation.”

This was a total lie. She was on leave. Unpaid leave. Her superiors found out about the Bendato Martinez meeting. If she wasn’t willing to give up the identity of her contact giving her the information that led to the meeting, she could wait it out while she went under investigation.

No one knew, but Ms. Tara Diaz was far outside of her job description in successfully tracking a man most of the rest of the world assumed was dead. She wasn’t saying how or why. She’d eat the suspension and keep with her plan.

...

“I am Dr. Flores. Magglio Flores. I am here to see Mr. Diaz. Dr. Poroc wasn’t able to make it and asked me to stand in. You must be Tara?”

Before Tara Diaz stood a rarity indeed. As far back as she could remember, this was the first time she’d seen a man who wasn’t Samuel Roberts and wasn’t clearly unstable, who turned her on.

On her first view of Dr. Flores, her legs felt weak and her stomach began to swirl nervously.

“Hi, he’s in the back room right there,” she pointed to her dad’s room and immediately peeled off to the bathroom to check on her face and hair and straighten her clothes. Just like that, Joe Duran, Samuel Roberts, the agency and crime fighting, all disappeared.

Tara Diaz hoped he was single and good in bed. Because if he played the game right, she’d let him take her there. Her mind wasn’t on much else. The miracle of the power of unspoken instant attraction.

Author's post-chapter comments—Tara is really the third character on the hero's journey in this book. She takes risks for her career and now we have discovered what drives her. She's an idealist for justice and she is a believer in what is right. Again, probably my favorite character. She says a lot of great things about women. We also get reference to a past boyfriend and her indifference to the boys from her area. All except one that is.  

We also have her meet a dashing doctor. I never wanted to miss an opportunity to explore Tara's sexual side as a young woman with options. She's the “normal” Tanya and therefore very identifiable.
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Chapter 3—The Barrio
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Author's comments—A fun chapter for the most part that establishes a cool chemistry between Roberts and his young new girl AJ. You can see him putting his experience to work and you can see her falling for him really quickly. I love the two of them together. I think AJ is just the breath of fresh air I describe. She is totally Robert's type too.

“So what gave you the idea a girl would like this as a date idea?” the tender petite Mexican girl said looking admiringly up at Samuel Roberts. “I liked the Mercedes ride along the ocean last night a lot better.”

“I liked how you looked in my Mercedes better too,” Samuel Roberts said as he stroked AJ Zaraza’s toned bare mocha arms. “You absolutely shine. Hey but how I am going to tell you I am serious if I don’t keep it real. I am more than a car and you are more than a pretty face.

“How much more, I am not sure yet. Maybe 1%. You are sort of witty I guess.”

Roberts looked down and planted a short peck on the outer upper fringe of his little Latina’s lips.

She laughed and simply couldn’t resist this fun, composed, and gorgeously handsome man. Like so many men who flirted with her on the job, he was quick with the quip and innuendo designed to make a play for her. What separated him? Why did she leave him her number? She’d been on the job for months and the customers loved her. She probably flirted with up to 5 customers on a shift of as many hours.

This was Malibu. There was no shortage of great looking people, and men with money. She was a younger girl looking to make a name for herself in entertainment, but she was really just looking to make it generally.

She was a hardworking girl from a tough background in East Los Angeles. She would do whatever it takes but something inside her knew that it should never take being a false lover.

AJ Zaraza happened to be one of a kind and Samuel Roberts could have cared less about much else. She chose him and her timing couldn’t have been better.

“You think I would?’ she said.

“Would what?” Roberts replied slyly.

“You knowwwwwww,” AJ said giggling.

“My god, this girl is adorable, but man she is so young. She is about 19. Samuel. Samuel,” he thought to himself as he hovered over her. Her eyes were so dark brown, but they were so alive and so fresh.

Roberts loved younger women. He sought out Tanya Carasco when she was just 19. If her age had said 29 on the Filipino Lover site, would he ever have expressed interest in the first place? Probably not. When he was on that site, he was actively searching youth.

This is a man who struggled for years to have the women he desired even look his way. He was always unable to make the simple connections that most men take for granted. He always felt like he had the right to look at younger women, because in his mind he lost all those years when he should have been with the women at that age.

Now that he was a leader and well-regarded in his field and now that he was high profile, he was living what he preached to his students. That was: feel attraction, be attractive, go for it. After all, it’s a numbers game.

“I don’t know if I can trust you on that. I am a bit of a delicate flower,” Roberts said, kissing her on the cheek, then on the neck, then under the ear.

He was especially gentle. This girl was so feminine. So girl. Just fun and seemingly unspoiled. Refreshing. He hoisted her small frame on top of him. Her hair cascaded down over her eyes.

Her small firm breasts were erect at the nipples but Roberts couldn’t tell. She wore a thick white bra with striped straps that fell off her shoulders on both side under a tank top.

“My arms are all tingly,” AJ said. “I think I am cold or something. No. What I was saying. I have never. I won’t until I am married.”

Roberts moved her hands off his neck and away from him slightly back behind her back.

“What are you doing?” she said giggling again.

Roberts couldn’t get enough of this girl. She was rare in that whatever you did, it was agreeable to her.

He knew his success was about the true motivations inside of him. If he kept in mind it was about her and her fun and if he kept taking pleasure in that, every breath would grow the feelings between them.

He was in California, his favorite place. He always loved little younger Hispanic women. He had time to kill.

Right at the moment, he felt no need to be anywhere else. Unlike with Tanya, he didn’t feel urgency. It felt amazing to be this free.

“I want to make sure you don’t get too fresh with those hands,” Roberts said earnestly, while he rubbed her perfectly round backside. The same backside he enjoyed so much from a safe distance on his date with Tanya was now pleasing to his every squeeze.

“Ha, ha. I know it’s hard to trust me. Ewww,” she said giggling as Roberts found his way under the lower reaches of her cut off shorts. These were faded as opposed to fresh blue denim.

“What are you doing, bad boy. This is a public park,” AJ said again laughing. “Oh wow, that feels great. doesn’t even tickle. Is your hand made of some special icy hot formula or something?”

“I agree, no sex,” Roberts said, lifting her again above him like a doll while she pushed her hands into his chest.

“Put me down! Roberts. Put me down!” she begged as she laughed yet again. “People are watching us.”

“That old Japanese guy for one. The one feeding the ducks over there,” Tara said whispering but still loudly. Her flip flop sandals were now both off her feet.

“Ready. Down!” Roberts said dropping her and leaving her to her own arm power. She quickly collapsed.

“So you are going to show me your Barrio, mocha sexy?” Roberts said suggesting it. “I’ll get the Mercedes.”

“Mercedes!” AJ said about to burst into a belly laugh. “You Ass!”

With that Roberts popped to his feet and pulled AJ Zaraza with him. He swiped some grass and dirt from her back upper thighs and they were off.

“There’s a place across the street with the best corned beef,” Roberts said. “They also have good looking waitresses. Let’s eat!”

With that, a warm sunny day at MacArthur Park in LA was over, but the adventure of Samuel and AJ was only beginning.
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Chapter 4—Will You?
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Author's comments—Tanya's trip back to the Philippines through a stop in Tokyo. If you had a feeling there was a detour coming, you were right.  This is about the time I started to seriously consider branching the story to the 9 books like I always wanted.  I knew I wanted Tanya to remainin in Japan for too many reasons to count. To tell that story the way I wanted, I had to be slow and deliberate. So it was really this plot element which drove the decision to go to 9 books.

Tanya Carasco was escorted to the airport by INS agents. There she was met by a member of the same foreign services organization that Tara Diaz was a part of before her suspension. The agent was the only other woman in the entire foreign services apparatus for the Philippines.

She was hard boiled and stone serious in behavior. She was 15 years older than Tara Diaz. She also had the body more akin to a Bulgarian weight lifter. A male Bulgarian weightlifter.

Physically she overmatched Tanya Carrasco.

This would be a long journey home. Using commercial flights, they would have nearly 30 hours of travel time. Agent Janario of Philippines governmental foreign services was under strict orders: Don’t let her out of your sight and if she talks, make sure you take good mental notes or record it if possible.

When Tanya got on the plane bound for Tokyo at LAX airport, she was too tired and too shell shocked from the broken relationship with Samuel Roberts to say much. Worse for her, she had given up details on her prostitution by Michael Blake, her adopted father. She now didn’t know if her family, especially baby Lisa, was safe.

She had told the truth and wasn’t fully sure why.

Perhaps she wanted to feel safe again. When Roberts talked to her in the way he did in California, she knew her power over him had ended, even if just temporarily.

Her mind concluded at the police station in Long Beach, if she told the American authorities about Blake over something small, it would get her deported but it would protect Blake and his larger scheme. Plus Bendato would be positioned as the victim. So she talked.

––––––––
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She knew about the video. She knew about Judge Yaso. She gambled that Blake would understand why she did what she did. She hoped it helped Bendato Martinez.

To her, these actions were making less sense. One thing was still consistent: she chose loyalty to Michael Blake and Bendato Martinez over anything else.

As they soared tens of thousands of feet above the Pacific, the ice was broken.

“Will you tell me something?” Tanya asked. “What do you want with me?”

“Here’s how my job works Tanya,” the foreign services escort said. “They give me a subpoena, usually after it has been submitted by the police and approved the Courts. I jump on a plane to retrieve the person served. You are being called in as a witness, not as a suspect.

“I don’t know much else about it. I know I rarely get called to the U.S. It almost never happens. I do mostly stuff in the Phils.”

Despite her appearance, the agent was coming across as pleasant and basically honest. Despite that, she also talked about how her record was perfect and that she was specifically requested by none other Renaldo Carasco. She wasn’t to be messed with.

Interestingly, the Carasco didn’t elicit any special reaction outwardly or inside Tanya. She didn’t immediately recognize the name or that the man was actually her real father. The meeting via skype feed from Long Beach where she called him “daddy”, was, for whatever reason, forgotten.

“I don’t know what they expect me to say,” Tanya said. “I told them I was a teenage prostitute and who was in charge of me.”

“I don’t know ma’am, but they have you calling a man they thought was dead. So dead that a man hunt was instituted for his killer, “ the agent said. “If there is more to this, they figure you are a great place to start. I mean look at everything going on. You were the lover of a man who was found in one of our government safehouses in the southern Philippines. He is the father of your baby.

“My guess is there is plenty more they figure you and the guy who pimped you might know.”

A few silent hours later, the plane landed in Tokyo and it would require they change not only planes but terminals for the flight to Taiwan, eventually to end up in Manila.

Tokyo. The next thing on Tanya’s mind was Dr. Millard Kyoto. Her secret short-term lover had left her about a week earlier in a rush to return to his wife, an apparent kidnapping victim.

Tanya thought of how alive she had felt being pursued by such an adorable, brilliant, powerful man.

He was such a giving and caring lover. The way he admired her body and touched her in every spot. He took his time and did everything just right. She briefly had high hopes that this was the man who would finally meet all her needs.

It was a testimony to her desperation and neediness that she saw so much in him so quickly. But something told her Dr. Kyoto was real in his affections and his intentions. She fully realized, as she hustled through the Tokyo airport, that she probably would never know. The relative facelessness of all these Japanese people everywhere served as a metaphor for her sense of loss and isolation.

She didn’t know what was to come and it frightened her way more than her prostitution work ever did.

“Where are we going?” she asked in surprised tone as two men in official looking uniforms opened a side door that looked almost like a storage closet from the outside. In a seeming instant, the female agent was gone and Tanya was alone with these two very similar looking men.

She assumed they were Japanese government, but she couldn’t be sure. What could she be sure of anymore? In contrast her feelings of power she had experienced in Cebu flirting with Dr. Kyoto and negotiating plainly with Michael Blake, Tanya felt weaker and more ineffective than ever.

Both of these strange men wore distinctive lapel pins. She couldn’t make them out, but they appeared to resemble the face of Huskie dogs.

“Who are you?” Tanya demanded. “What do you want with me?”

“Miss Carasco, very powerful people own you,” the first man said speaking perfect english with no more of an accent then she’d heard in California. “We are here to make that plain. We paid your escort huge money to make sure you were turned over us. We know you fell hard for Dr. Millard Kyoto. We want to help you make that dream a reality.

“What would you say to reunion?”

“I’d say he is too smart,” Tanya said dismissively. “He’d know right away I am being used to set him up. We aren’t like we were. It fizzled as fast as it started. I don’t know what you want and I don’t know how to begin to deliver.”

The second agent, the taller one with horn-rimmed glasses and hair slicked back in a pompadour held in place by a heavy amount of greasy kids stuff, put his hand on the back of Tanya’s neck.

“Don’t underestimate yourself my dear. You are frankly beautiful,” the man said. “You can tempt him again just like before. We’ve seen the video. That wasn’t a man in his right mind. When he had his hands on you, fucking you, he could have been talked into concluding the sun was made out of honey.”

He ran his hand down the front of her USC sweatshirt until he grabbed a handful of Tanya’s right heaving breast. She snapped her head towards his arm and simultaneously threw her hands up at his probing arm. The man’s glasses were knocked free to the ground.

He calmly picked them up.

“We’ll take that as a yes, “ he said with glib sarcasm oozing from his voice. “It’s time for you to get back to work for the good guys.”

...

When word reached Renaldo Carasco, he was in disbelief. That evening’s meeting at Tanya’s house was now rendered moot. His case against Michael Blake was now likely dead. The only witness to Blake running prostitutes who was willing to talk, was now missing in a foreign country. His trusted agent whom he hand picked to safely get Tanya back to him, was apparently bought and paid for.

The unfamiliar feeling of being surrounded and hopelessly outnumbered overcame Carasco as he slumped over at his desk, lost on what to do next.
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Chapter 5—Stolen Secrets
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Author's comments—Tanya in Japan represents so many things for her character. It is definitely a turning point. I have to admit though I don't know if Japan itself comes off as a turning point in the book. That's the way I wanted it because I wanted to keep her journey about the power of relationships. Make no mistake though, Japan changed everything and made her future progress possible.

Tanya Carasco was tired, frightened, and in, to her, the most foreign of foreign lands. Rather than a heartfelt desire to visit Japan like she felt about the United States, she felt merely suspicious about this place. It seemed as though those suspicions were well-founded.

The two men whisked her out an elevator which was connected to the back door of the meeting room she had been abducted to in the Tokyo Airport.

A dark blue Rolls Royce pulled up and the three of them jumped in the fully empty back seat.

The agent with the horn-rimmed glasses who had groped her, noted the high quality of the amenities.

“You won’t have to worry. You will be treated to only the best of everything on this assignment,” he said with a haughty tone in his voice, as he put his hand on Tanya’s thigh.

It had been a long time since she had been so turned off by the touch of a man. This was a not a bad looking man either. The thought of giving herself to him
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