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CHAPTER 1

	A BREAKUP

	 

	Nicole’s point of view

	 

	He said he loves me and that I am the only one he needs—the love of his life.

	With every of his lies, I have remained loyal to him.

	We dated for five years, and I kept it a secret.

	I've always hoped he'd be different from others.

	But I was wrong; I'm just another prey in the scheme of another man's conquests.

	He lured me to his bed, and stopping became difficult.

	Because I got addicted and fell in love with him.

	I’m addicted to my boss.

	 

	 


"Good morning, sir." I smiled and greeted my boss as he walked past me.

	But he didn't seem to care, he ignored me.

	Why would he ignore his lover?

	It seems there's something troubling him.

	I left my post and followed him to his office.

	"Morning, sir." I greeted him again, but still no response.

	What might have gone wrong? We walked into his office, and he took a seat.

	"I've been greeting you, baby, but you haven't responded; what's the matter?"

	"Who's your baby?" He yapped at me, sending thrills up my spine.

	"Are you okay, Eric?" I inquired, as any concerned girlfriend would.

	"Are you crazy, Nicole? Don't you realize I'm your boss? What if people get the wrong impression?" I flinched as he yelled.

	Why is he acting strangely toward me today? It's not the first time I've said anything like this.

	I'm Nicole; I'm beautiful, curvy, and intelligent.

	For five years, I have been dating my boss secretly.

	Even when I was against the idea of dating in secret.

	I had no choice but to give in since I loved him.

	But today he seems completely off; he has always been a sweet guy.

	Why is he acting cold today?

	"I'm very sorry, sir." I replied with sadness in my voice.

	His words pierced my heart and made me want to cry.

	Why is he cold toward me today?

	Anyway, I know how to get him; all he needs to see is my nakedness.

	I trust my man; he will give in immediately.

	But, was I right—is he really my man?

	After work, just like our usual way, we would head to our regular spot to enjoy the sweet pleasure of the night.

	But he never said anything; he just left like that.

	What did I do wrong? Why is he acting strange?

	But I didn't let his actions get to me.

	I went to our usual spot and texted him to meet there.

	It's his private residence, and only the both of us know the passcode to go in.

	I took my shower and put on some revealing and enticing clothes, hoping it would attract him.

	I wait seductively and sensuously on the bed.

	Soon after, I heard his car hoot, and he came in, meeting me on the bed.

	I winked at him, changing my body position.

	I turned my back, showing him my seductive ass, and spanked it for him as it moved joyfully.

	He just stood there drooling over me.

	"Nicole." He finally spoke and gulped down nothing.

	"Yes, baby, I know you want it." I said, licking my upper lips.

	"Oh, baby, you are so beautiful." He said as he unbuttoned his shirt.

	I knew he'd come to his senses eventually.

	Who wouldn't want to have a taste of this pretty ass after all.

	He jumped on me and slowly kissed my legs up to my thighs.

	Oh! He's damn good; he knows how to hit the right spots.

	I wanted tonight to be different; I knew he had something on his mind, and that was why he acted cold.

	He kissed my thighs passionately and reached for my flat tummy.

	"Oh, Eric," I moaned softly.

	My prodigious breast was ready for him to suckle.

	But I don't want to rush it; I want it slow and nice.

	I turned on him, staring into his handsome face.

	I stared at him for a moment.

	Damn! I love this man.

	I brought out my tongue and ran it through his face.

	I just wanted every bit of him tonight.

	I reached for his beautiful lips, and we kissed each other as if it would be our last.

	His hands wrapped around my back as we kissed, enjoying every moment.

	I went for his hard, strong d*ck; it was so warm that I wrapped my boobs around it and shook them on it.

	My n*pples and the tip of his d*ck, rubbing against each other.

	Baby, let's stop this and get down to business." He said, because he's now in the mood for s*x.

	He turns me over on the bed and thrusts his d*ck into my already wet p*say.

	He slides into me slowly, looking into my eyes. We both moaned as we were filled and lost in great ecstasy.

	He pulled my hair as he went in and out of me slowly.

	He grabbed my hip and moved it closer for a more proper entry.

	He began slowly and went faster, f*cking me with all his strength.

	"Oh my gosh!" I screamed out in pleasure, and the bed moved in rhythm to our lovemaking.

	He grabbed my boobs and squeezed them, thrusting deeper into me with no remorse.

	It felt so good.

	After a long period of f*cking, he pulled out of me and released a load of cum on me.

	We lay on the bed, panting heavily.

	It was damn good.

	Minutes passed, and we couldn't say anything; maybe the s*x was just that good. until he finally spoke up.

	"Nicole. Let's stop."

	He said, while looking up at the roof.

	What exactly does he mean?

	"I don't understand; let's stop what?"

	"It's been a lot of fun all along; it's about time we stopped." He said, and brought out a letter from his trouser, which was lying on the floor.

	"What's this?" I asked.

	"That's an invitation letter to my wedding; I'm getting married soon and I'd like you to attend."

	Did I hear him right?

	An invitation letter to his wedding? Which I know nothing about?

	Is this a dream?.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2

	HIS FIANCÉE

	 

	Eric's pov

	"That's an invitation card to my wedding. I'm getting married soon, and I want you to be there."

	I said, and she looked at me, stunned.

	She was silent for a while, just staring at my face.

	I'm sure she's really surprised by what I said, and I'm sure she's going to hate me for that.

	But I need to let her know the truth: I like her but have never loved her.

	It was all about the good f*ck; she has never been my choice.

	"Eric, did I hear wrong?" She said feebly, visibly disoriented.

