
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Addiction

        

        
        
          N.K. Aning

        

        
          Published by N.K. Aning, 2017.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE ADDICTION

    

    
      First edition. December 26, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 N.K. Aning.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386781028

    

    
    
      Written by N.K. Aning.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by N.K. Aning

	    

      
	    
          
	      Imaginaterium

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the City of Imaginaterium

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the Fallen Gods

          
        
          
	          The legend of Pierce and Peter :The Dawn

          
        
          
	          A God's Dying Breath

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the Edge of Eternity (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Poetry

          
        
          
	          In Her Eyes

          
        
          
	          The Agony of Life

          
        
          
	          A Memory of Death

          
        
          
	          The Pain of Life

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Short Stories

          
        
          
	          The Bronze Man's Secret

          
        
          
	          Jack and God

          
        
          
	          Jason And The Great Dragon

          
        
          
	          The State

          
        
          
	          First Contact

          
        
          
	          The Agony of a Slave

          
        
          
	          The Exorcism of Martha Freeman

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Dilemma Series

          
        
          
	          The Christian Dilemma

          
        
          
	          God in the  Midst of Pain and Suffering

          
        
          
	          Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Damned

          
        
          
	          Prophecy

          
        
          
	          The Conjuring

          
        
          
	          The Addiction

          
        
          
	          The God Dilemma

          
        
          
	          A Song for Eyram

          
        
          
	          The Infernal Jury

          
        
          
	          The Bronze Man's Secret and Other Stories

          
        
          
	          The Agony of a Slave and Other Stories

          
        
          
	          The Dilemma

          
        
          
	          Son of a Priest

          
        
          
	          Land of no Return

          
        
          
	          The Paradox of God

          
        
          
	          The Most Beautiful Thing

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all those struggling to be free. The journey is almost over

To the dreamers out there.

Dear Reader, I hope you enjoy reading The Addiction as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you loved this book, please consider leaving a good review on the website. Your kind words might be the reason that someone else decides to read my books, and for that, I thank you in advance. :)

N. K. Aning
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Chapter One
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"I cannot do this anymore,” Sharon said, “I’ve put up with your behavior for the past one year because I thought you would change.” 

James stood there quietly as his girlfriend, soon to be ex, berated him for his internet escapades. James knew no amount of pleading would get him out of trouble this time. He was so screwed. Even his charming smile failed to calm Sharon as she paced the room like a caged lioness. 

“I don’t know what happened. You know I would never do anything to hurt you.” James replied, as he ruffled his immaculately trimmed dark hair. 

“How many times have we had this conversation about this thing...” She pointed to the laptop on the plastic chair with a frozen image of woman in the throes of sex. 

Finally, we get to the crux of the matter, James thought. She stopped pacing and sat on the single bed in the chamber and hall apartment inhabited by James. She stared at him and said, “I really want this relationship to work as much as you do, but I cannot compete with that.” 

James approached her and knelt in front of her and said, “I’m really sorry.” Sharon stood and  walked away from him with barely concealed disgust.

“We need to take some time off from each other and review our priorities.” She said this with a blank face. 

Surprise then shock registered on James’ ruggedly handsome face as his mouth opened and closed. He stood there silently as Sharon walked out of his rented apartment. The bang of the door alerted him to the full comprehension of the situation at hand. He collapsed onto his bed and gazed at the ceiling. He lived in a small apartment in Agona Swedru. Sharon had been his girlfriend for two years now. The object of their argument stared back at him from the table. She had caught him watching porn again. It had been a bone of contention in their relationship. James had promised her at the onset of their relationship that he would quit, but so far he had not been able to make good on his promise. He found himself drawn to the image on the screen of his laptop. He knew it was wrong. It had cost him his girlfriend yet his body rebelled against his need to stop. He approached his laptop and felt himself stirring. He shrugged and sat beside it. He could feel the internal debate raging inside him as he gazed at the sensual image before him. Vanity gave way to pleasure as he clicked his way into sexual heaven only pausing to double check if he had locked his door.

***
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TEXACO WAS KNOWN IN many circles as the sleepless hub of Agona Swedru; It never slumbers. People were always commuting to various destinations at each time of the day. While daybreak saw traders doing brisk business in front of their shops, night time saw porches of these shops being used as sleeping avenues. Monday morning was no different as taxies honked for passengers and hawkers shouted in appealing voices to attract buyers for their wares. 

Mary Painstil was not in the least bit affected by all this as she drove her Toyota Hilux through the intersection of the road. She was married, a successful lawyer, and had two lovely kids. But she was unhappy. She was regretting getting married in the first place. She was contemplating the events which had led to this moment in her life. She honked at a white Benz blocking her path. She recalled the heated row with her husband, Frederick Painstil, Fred she loved to call him. Both had said words they had regretted. It all started when Fred had been fired from his job a year ago. He was an accountant at the Global TV Network until he had been asked to quit his job due to some financial malfeasance to which he still claimed innocence to this day. They had been high school sweethearts during their teen years. They had gone their separate ways after school, but an unfortunate incident had brought them together. It was in the year 2000, she had secured a job at the district high court as a prosecution lawyer. Her husband, then a junior accountant had accompanied a friend, the witness in question to the court. As fate would have it, they met and events took it natural cause. Fast forward to 2014 and her marriage was gradually spiraling down the drain.

She winced as these memories flashed by in her mind. She had moved out of the house with the kids a few days earlier and they were staying with her Grandma at Pipe Tank. She honked twice as she approached her matrimonial home. She switched off her engine and sat in the car for a few minutes. Time to face the bull, she thought as she walked towards their main door.

***
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FRED PAINSTIL WAS WHAT any woman would describe as an attractive man. He was tall, muscular with a little grey in his hair. Most days he was very sober and likable. But today wasn’t one of such days. He was sprawled on the linen carpet in the living room of their three bedroom house. The barking of the dogs roused him from his alcohol induced sleep. He wiped the drool on his chin and sat up. He winced from the splitting headache that was causing a pounding in his head. He vaguely recalled snatches of conversation with Mary from last night. He could taste the tang of beer on his tongue. He heard the honking of a car but was too tired from last night’s drinking spree to check it out. He slumped on the sofa and waited for the inevitable.

Mary approached the house with impending trepidation. She had come this far and would not bail out. The dogs wiggled their tails at her and tried to lick her fingers. She shushed them and knocked on the main door. She waited and then went in. She gagged as the stench of alcohol and vomit assailed her nostrils. She saw her husband slumped in the sofa. She shook her head at the mess in the room. She walked past the overturned center table and opened the blinds.
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