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Foreword

This book is my most personal. I’ve never been as vulnerable 
as I am now. The things I share, are things I have never 
shared before. I consider you a friend now. You know me 
better than most people ever will. 

Therefore, as a friend, please don’t steal my book. Don’t 
copy, sell or claim the work as your own, without my 
permission. 

Now that the formalities are out the way. I hope you enjoy 
reading this book. 

May my pain, be your pleasure. 
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1.

I relapsed again. The desire to cum, overwhelmed my 
willpower. I feel drained. The fire in my belly has 
evaporated. I don’t feel like doing anything. 

Except, watch more porn. 

I realized, I relapsed long before I took my dick out. I 
entertained thoughts about watching porn, long before I 
watched it. I wanted to relapse. And the fact that I had 
abstained for two weeks, made it seem like a good idea. I 
convinced myself to view it as a reward. And that, set my 
balls in motion. 

However, the perception I had of porn, was different. It 
looked fake. All of it. Especially the sex scenes. The better 
the production, the less connected I felt. 

It wasn’t all bad. Amateur videos looked real. 

The video I chose to masturbate to, reminded me of the 
last person I had sex with. The pornstar, sucked dick just 
as well as she did. The longer I watched, the more warped 
my thoughts became. 

I started thinking about fucking fat girls. The girl in the 
video was fat. The last person I fucked, wasn’t somebody I 
would normally have sex with. She was outside my comfort 
zone. And she was one of the best fucks I had ever had. 
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The longer I watched, the more I thought about her. I could
empathize with the guy. I could remember moaning the same
way he did, and having my dick sucked the same way, by a 
girl who was just as enthusiastic.  

Now, as I sit here, writing. I keep having flashbacks of the 
scenes I watched. The fog still lingering around my brain. 

The first few days are the hardest. I must avoid falling into
a slump, because that leads to depression. 

Porn sucks our life energy. And replaces it, with demonic 
energy. An energy that’s leads to fixation. 

It sucks our drive to live. And leaves us with a drive to spill. 
The human body is like a car. And sperm is the oil. It helps 
us get from point A to point B. If we spill it all, we’ll never 
get anywhere. 

Thus, we need to harness this energy, protect and conserve 
it. 
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2.

Hey, I’m Luyanda, and I’m a sex addict. Actually… I’m just a 
regular addict. Sex just happens to be what I’m addicted to 
right now. Or what I believe I have a problem with. The noun
in front of the word addict is interchangeable. Anything 
addictive could go under there. 

I take drugs too, enough to call it a problem but not enough 
to ruin my life. I smoke weed. I don’t sniff cocaine or heroin.
I don’t smoke meth or pop pills. Those aren’t my thing. I like 
my shit natural. 

Except for sex. I’m down for anything sexual. I’ve been 
sexual for a long time. I started early. Around the same 
time most women learn about sex. They pick it up very early.
God damn those uncles.

I wasn’t special. Everybody seems to have that family 
member. The one that taught them how to use their 
genitals. Fortunately for me, I had a lot of cousins. Not a lot
of uncles. 

I had a female cousin I fooled around with. However, I had 
another male cousin who snitched on me, and put an end to 
all of it. All of this happened before I was five. I also had an
older friend who was pretty fucked up. He taught me about 
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masturbation. He used to bring girls over and smash them. I 
was tempted to join him, but I never did.

Life in the hood is fast. People grow old, young. By the time 
they are teenagers, they’ve been drinking and fucking for a 
while. Some girls are moms when they hit their twenties. A 
couple of children deep. Their innocence lost a long time ago.

Shortly after I learned how to masturbate, I learned about 
porn.

It was an accident. I fell asleep watching tv and woke up to 
people fucking. It was soft porn in those days. No dick or 
pussy. Just ass and titties. I still knew what was going on. 
Logically I didn’t, but my instincts did.

It felt good too. Being horny, not masturbating. It wasn’t till
I was ten that I started masturbating. That’s when I got my
own room. It was over from there. I would lock myself in 
that motherfucker for hours. Plus, I was an only child. You 
can imagine all the free time I had.

I masturbated so much I learned new ways to masturbate. I
stopped using one hand and started using two. I would hold 
my dick head in between both hands, and rub them like 
Birdman does when he’s swindling an artist. That shit felt 
amazing, better than stroking my dick. 
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I was uncircumcised at the time, so that played a part in it. 
My foreskin didn’t stretch all the way back without causing 
discomfort. Therefore, stroking my dick didn’t feel too 
good. It was uncomfortable. But rubbing it, felt better than 
playing PlayStation. And I loved playing PlayStation.
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11.

It started out like every bad story, in a bar, drinking. Then, 
a friend of mine had a bright idea. 

“Let’s go to the strip club.” 

Fortunately, in our drunk states, that seemed like a great 
idea. Since I was in a relationship, the girls in the bar were 
off limits. But in the strip club, I could see ass and titties 
without getting in trouble for it. 

We finished our beers, got into the car and made our way. 

The first strip club we went to was horrible. It was the 
same one my cousin took me too. However, it was filled with 
men. Too many men, and not enough hoes. The strippers on 
stage looked tired. One, even looked like she was strung out 
on drugs. Her eyes barely opened, she looked dazed, and she
danced in slow motion. 

It wasn’t looking good. 

Then, the DJ announced. 

“Gentlemen, we have a guest from Cape Town for your 
viewing pleasure. Make some noise for… Shanelle!” 

An old woman in her forties got on stage. She was wearing a 
gypsy outfit. She had rolls on her stomach, and she looked 
like a grandma. That’s was the last straw. We called it quits 
and left the strip club.
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We went to the second strip club. The one that had 
strippers that smoked cigarettes with their vaginas. 

As soon as we walked in, we could feel the difference. The 
strippers on stage were smiling, they had energy, they were 
beautiful, and some, were even licking each other’s pussies. 

Then, foam started falling from the roof of the stage, 
candles came out, and games were played. This strip club 
was miles ahead.  

“Yo, they’re giving free lap dances on the other side.” One 
of my friends shouted. 

“Free Lap dances?” I asked, puzzled. 

That didn’t make sense, but I wanted to check it out. 

Surprisingly, they were giving lap dances. Not for free, but 
they weren’t charged either. You tipped at your own 
discretion. So, you could get a few free ones if you wanted, 
it just wasn’t ethical.

At the time, I didn’t understand the business model of this 
strip club. I heard about strip clubs charging for lap and 
table dances. Here, it wasn’t charged. And I wondered why. 
Surely they were losing money, I thought. 

But now, I understand the model. And I see the brilliance. 
It’s the perfect combination of ratchetness, and class.
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12.

Lap dances seemed like a good idea. I wasn’t going to fuck 
any of these girls. So, having a few nipples in my face, wasn’t
a bad consolation. 

I made my way to the ladies’ bar. I was there for a few 
seconds, before a stripper sat on top of me and started 
grinding. 

She knew what she was doing. I could feel an orgasm 
building up. She felt it too. As soon as I was about to come…
she stopped. We looked at each other and laughed. I tipped 
her, as a thank you.

The night continued like this. We alternated between the 
ladies’ bar and the main stage. 

As the night progressed, our will power became less. We 
went there to watch. But my friends, ended up fucking. The 
foreplay had gotten too much, and they needed a release. To
lessen the guilt he felt, my friend offered to pay for me to 
fuck a stripper. 

I declined, I loved my girl. 

Then, I saw her. I had been checking her out for the whole 
night. She reminded me of a girl I knew, but sexier. I 
wanted to get a lap dance from her, and I did. The memories
I have of that moment, make me cringe. 
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I lost myself. I buried my face in her tits, licked them, 
squeezed her ass and let my thirst hang out, for the world 
to see. 

She played along and let me do whatever I wanted. 
Eventually, I was too hot. I just wanted to fuck. And I told 
her that. She told me her price. And I only had half of it. 

The song ended. She stood up and I walked away. I looked 
across the room. I saw my boy’s face, lost between a fat ass
and big tits. He was enjoying himself. I found the rest of my
friends and I told them about my situation. Most of them 
wanted to leave. But fortunately, one of them decided to 
hook me up. 

I walked around the strip club, looking for her. Eventually, I 
found her, on the main stage walking around. I walked up to 
her and told her ‘let’s go’. She said we could go, after she’s 
done here. 

When she was done, she walked off stage and asked for the 
money. I gave it to her. She took it and told me to follow 
her. 

She went to the front desk and gave them the money. They 
gave her change and a key card in return. 

She took the key card and walked to a secluded section 
behind the bar. There was a lady sitting at the entrance. 
She gave her the key card, and the lady gave her a key. 
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We walked in. It was a private area, with a stage in the 
middle, and four private booths around it. 

She walked to one of the booths, stuck the key in the door 
and opened it. Inside, was a couch and a table with a few 
goodies; condoms and lube. She closed the door, took off 
her clothes, and told me to do the same. 

Then, she sucked my dick and squeezed my balls. I loved how
she squeezed them. I became hard, instantly. 

Then, she told me to lay down on the couch. She got on top 
and started riding me. And what a ride it was. She could tell 
I was getting close because of my moans. So, she leaned 
back and started jumping on my dick. 

She reached back, and rubbed the g-spot between my balls 
and asshole. The urge to come became stronger. I couldn’t 
hold it any longer. 

I shoved my dick deep inside her, grabbing onto her as I 
started to cum. My body shook with pleasure. 

I hadn’t been fucked like that in a while. 

The problem with her being such a good fuck, is that I 
wanted more. And I couldn’t afford it. 

“If I had more money, I would fuck you some more.” I told 
her 

“I really liked it.” 
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“Do you smoke weed.” She asked.                                            

“Yeah, why?”                                                                           

“There’s a bag here, is it yours?”                                            

“No, but I’ll take it.” 

I went home, thinking about her. 

At home, I masturbated to the memory of her. I couldn’t 
fuck her again, but I could imagine it. I squeezed my balls 
the way she did. And I rubbed my g-spot the way she did 
too. 

I came harder the second time. 

All I could think about was going back there. I just wanted 
to save my money, head there, find her, and book her for 
the whole night. 

I didn’t feel guilty about it too. I felt bad that was I 
hurting my partner. But I didn’t feel any regret about the 
experience. The level of pleasure I felt, felt justified. My 
girlfriend wasn’t fucking me like she was. She wasn’t even 
sucking my dick yet.  

If it takes a village to raise a child. Then it should still take 
a village to keep that child happy when they grow up. 

Emotionally, my partner met all my needs. But sexually, it 
was a different story.
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We had different upbringings. She was raised to be a virgin.
And I wanted her to be a whore. Not literally, but sexually. 

I wanted her to be a whore for me. She felt that I should 
be grateful, that she was ‘pure’ when I found her. 

I didn’t give a fuck about that. I just wanted a girl, that 
would suck my dick, like her life depended on it. 
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13.

Strip clubs warp your mind. Just like porn, they manipulate 
how you view women in society. Before I fucked a stripper, 
most of the sex I had was emotional. We liked each other, 
and we whispered sweet nothings to each other, while we 
cuddled in bed. 

Strippers, introduced me to emotionless sex. Sex without 
emotions. Furthermore, they changed how I perceived 
beauty. 

In South Africa, like everywhere in the world, there’s 
different types of prostitution. There’s street walkers, 
Brothels, Private apartments, Massage parlours and Strip 
clubs. 

Strippers are high class prostitutes. They have skill. Looking
sexy while swinging on a pole, is no easy feat. 

Street walkers on the other hand, are lower class. These 
are the whores that stand on the side of the road. They’re 
usually drugged out and unattractive. Before I went to the 
strip club, I thought all prostitutes were street walkers. 

As a result, I never thought I would find one attractive. Till 
I went to the strip club.

When you think about it, if your job is fucking, being 
attractive is part of the job description. People must want 
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to fuck you, or else it doesn’t work. I didn’t understand this 
when I was younger. 

Then, I went to the strip club and it all made sense. Some of
the most beautiful women I had ever seen, worked there. 
And they were all sexy. They sold sex. And they oozed it 
too. 

A friend of mine was scared to fuck a stripper. Because, she
was going to be the hottest girl he had ever fucked. And he 
didn’t like what that meant for his self-esteem. 

In the strip club, I saw girls I would be scared to talk to 
outside. Except this time, they would gladly fuck me for 
some of my change. 

After the strip club, I started to question the value of 
beauty. Men put women on a pedestal, for nothing more than
just being beautiful. If I wanted to fuck a beautiful woman, 
I could buy one. It’s the same as buying bottles in a club to 
get beautiful women. 

Both sets of women are after money.  

I started to see myself as a commodity. The same way girls 
view their vaginas. I started to see that everyone is looking 
for something. And I was selling myself short, by thinking I 
wasn’t valuable. 

I knew a beautiful woman would fuck me for R200. That 
changed how I viewed beautiful women, who only 
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contributed beauty. It wasn’t worth much. I had something 
to compare it too. And the comparison, didn’t look good for 
ordinary girls.

I could feel myself getting sucked into this world. 

The world of sexual debauchery operates under different 
rules. As a result, it creates a microcosm around itself.  
Those in it, cannot function properly in other areas. So, they
go deeper into the rabbit hole. 

However, instead of Wonderland, they find themselves in a 
hotel room, with three strippers, an empty bank account, 
and a void that can never be filled. 

I could feel myself heading in that direction. I couldn’t 
afford to fuck a stripper every night. So I settled for the 
next best thing, fucking a different girl every night. 

Thus, tinder.
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14.

I spent the next day researching prostitution. 

I couldn’t afford to travel to Joburg, every time I wanted a 
good fuck. So, I looked for alternatives. I found, sex clubs, 
hotels that housed working girls, bars, clubs and websites. 

The South African sex market, opened in front of my eyes. 
I was surprised at how prevalent it was.

Unfortunately, I had a problem. I was unemployed, a 
student, and I had no money. I couldn’t afford to pay for 
sex. I needed something else. 

I could meet girls on the street. But that, had several 
challenges. I had a girlfriend who had no respect for 
boundaries. She went through my phone, required constant 
communication, and behaved in ways that made it hard for 
me to cheat, in peace. 

Except, when it was with prostitutes. With prostitutes, 
there’s no number exchanges, no text messages and no 
evidence. That’s what I wanted. 

I couldn’t afford dates. That would defeat the purpose. I 
already a girlfriend. And I could barely afford to keep her 
happy. I couldn’t afford another one. 

That’s when, I came across an article that answered all my 
prayers. 
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In it, the writer spoke about, all the ‘no strings attached’ 
sex he had been having, because of an app. All he did was 
text, meet up, and have sex. 

He also spoke about his addiction to prostitutes, and how 
this app offered an alternative. He was experiencing the 
same level of sexual satisfaction, for less than half the 
price. 

This article spoke to me. The app was tinder. 

I googled it and downloaded it. I logged in using my facebook
and viola, I was in. 

I scrolled through the pictures of the girls on this app. I 
liked a few. Most of them were fat. But every now and then, 
I came across someone I really wanted to fuck. 

However, tinder wasn’t what I expected. 

The girls there were normal girls, not whores. They wanted 
to be girlfriends, and not mistresses. 

Ironically, some of these girls had boyfriends. They could 
only be my mistress. But, they still applied for the girlfriend
position.

I believe, every girl is a slut. They’re the hornier gender. 

The problem is, they can’t express this until they feel safe 
to do so. That’s what seduction is about, creating an 
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environment that encourages a woman to be the slut, she 
already is. 

I chose tinder because I wanted to avoid this process. But I
was wrong. I had to read between the lines, seduce them, 
and face a lot of rejection in the process. 

Most of the girls weren’t looking for what I offered. So, I 
searched for those that did. I wanted sex. These girls 
wanted love. I could offer love, but I couldn’t give it.

Then, I came across her. 

She wanted a boyfriend, but she was willing to take dick if 
it was on offer. It was perfect. We were sexting within five
minutes of being a match. I sent her a picture of my dick, 
and she said she could handle it. She was too good to be 
true. 

There was just one catch, she was transgender.
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