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Chapter 1



“Ladies and gentlemen, Welcome to Canada.” 

The sound of the air-hostess’s sweet voice filled the plane.

“We will be landing in Toronto Pearson International airport in the next few minutes. Kindly prepare for landing, by fastening your seats.”

Madison glanced over at the poor, elderly lady that sat next to her. Her breathing was sharp and heavy, and her legs shook violently.

“You know, I once heard a plane didn’t make it,” Madison said.

The elderly woman gasped. “Wh—What?”

Madison looked around nervously and leaned in closer, “yeah, apparently it crashed landed on the runway. Let’s hope this one is a bit more secure!”

Staring back at Madison with lips that trembled and tendons sticking out on her neck, the elderly woman sighed as she reached out for her brown paper bag. 

“I think I feel sick!” 

Madison’s eyes gleamed as she stared at the nervous wreck. 

I am going straight to hell!

“I’m just messing with you!” Madison laughed. 

With a pinched expression plastered across her face, the elderly woman looked as if she could slap her.

With a baby that hasn’t stopped crying, and her neighbour to her left that has been farting since they left Heathrow International airport, Madison couldn’t be happier to hear they were close. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the flight attendant’s voice filled the plane again, this time, it was the guy Madison had been checking out since she got on the plane. 

He’s probably gay. All the sexy ones are, lately.

"We are preparing for descent. Please sit back and fasten your seatbelts. The temperature is currently -4°C in Toronto, Canada. Although the weather conditions are unfavourable, we will do everything in our power to ensure a smooth and seamless descent. Thank you for flying with British Airways, and we hope you enjoy your stay!"

Good. That’s my cue.

Lifting herself from her seat, Madison shifted past the man basking in his fart-scent infused odours and made her way to the bathroom.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry, but you need to take a seat. The plane will be descending shortly!” 

Hello handsome! Madison smiled at the flight attendant. 

“I know! But I desperately need the bathroom!” Madison insisted.

The flight attendant clenched his jaw. "I understand Ma'am, but we need you to please have a seat. This won't take long, and you're free to use the bathroom after that."

“Look, I don’t think you understand, but this is a matter of life or death. Excuse me!” Madison shoved the attendant aside as she pushed passed him and continued making her way to the bathroom.

He is so gay!

Most people don’t even have a bucket list, especially not at the age of 24. And those that do, the chances are, finger yourself while a plane descends, would not make the cut.

Then again, not everyone is Madison.

Lifting her skirt and pulling her panties down to her ankles, Madison brushed her finger against her folds before slowly slipping a finger into her entrance.

Knock, knock, knock.

“I’m coming!” Madison huffed.  

With her finger ramming in and out of her cunt and her clit circled with her thumb, Madison had never felt hotter in her life. The turbulence of the plane caused her to touch herself with relentless speed as her finger shook violent with every bump.

Holding onto the sides of the bathroom, Madison fought to regain her breath, before washing her hands and making her way down the red-carpeted aisle, back to her seat. She held onto everyone else's chairs, as she stumbled back to her seat, sneaking in a quick wink at the flight attendant.

Madison had always insisted on messing with people and causing them unnecessary stress. She didn't necessarily do this because she was a bad person.  She always believed that life was for the living, so why not have a bit of fun in the process?

Dear God, not even hell can heat up this place. 

The crisp Canadian Winter breeze hit Madison as she stepped out of the plane and headed towards the shuttle meant to transport the passengers to the airport. 

Her elderly neighbour shot her a death glare as she plodded passed her.

As she stepped through the automated glass-door entrance, Madison thanked the Gods for Aircon. Lifting all four of her suitcases off the conveyer belt, she managed to place them on a metal trolley and head off for the first place that sold sim cards.

She had never been to Canada, despite one of her closest friends living here. A few months back, Madison grew tired of the same old life. 

Work. Sleep. Eat. Shit—whenever you find the time. She approached her boss and told her she will be taking leave, despite him declining her leave for the last 6 months.

Madison phoned Zoe, her forgotten best friend from yesteryear, and asked if she could stay over for the next two weeks. 

Rekindle an old friendship? Check. Tell her boss off, and visit a country she had always dreamed of? Check and check.

After a few rings, Zoe finally answered the call. “Hello!”

Zoe still kept that downtown New-Yorker accent after all these years. 

Zoe was from a well-off Italian family, no, not the Mafia kind. But, her family's wealth could possibly have rivalled the Mafia. She grew up in the upper east side but always insisted on going to a state school.

Unfortunately both her parents died when she was just 17. Despite having the financial comfort of their inheritance, she pretty much looked after herself since then. 

“Dear God, it’s a nightmare finding a sim card in this place!” 

Holding the phone to her head and dodging rush hour traffic, Zoe laughed. “Still so dramatic, I see?” 

"Well," Madison blushed. "I try! Anyway, I have arrived, and I'm waiting at International arrivals. Where the hell are you?"

"Two minutes! Okay, make that ten minutes. I'm running late! Just wait for me, and I'll come find you."

Madison rolled her eyes. “Fine, just hurry up already.”

Zoe and Madison were best friends since the age of ten. They were neighbours and being around the same age, they naturally clicked. Except, Madison was always envious of her perfect family. Unlike her family, Zoe's family always seemed to be in control of everything.

Something else Madison was envious of was Zoe’s natural beauty. 

With heart-shaped lips to die for, narrow come-to-bed eyes and luscious blonde hair, Zoe looked a lot like Scarlet Johansen, except more mysterious.

Judging from the photo's she's sent her, she is still every bit as stunning, with a beautiful little boy and an even more mysterious husband that seemed to shy away whenever the camera faced him.

Without really seeing her husband, Madison could only imagine he was the best of the best. Growing up, Madison grew used to the fact that she would have to settle for living under Zoe’s spotlight. 

All the boys wanted her, and the bitchy Upper East-side girls all insisted on trying to be her friend.

Madison jerked as she felt a soft tap on her shoulder.

“You’re not from here, are you?” 

Madison turned around to find a studly man, with dark hair, thick bushy eyebrows and lips she could picture herself sucking on, smiling at her. Just how she liked them. Tall. Tanned. Sexy.

Madison lifted her left eye seductively. “Hello.”

Dear God, if the rest of the men in this place look anything like this guy, then I’m staying!

Madison swallowed hard, trying her best to hold her composure. “Is it that obvious?”

“Yeah. I can tell when a pretty lady looks lost.”

Oh, yes! Save me, big boy!

His French accent sent chills down her spine that landed straight in-between her legs. 

"Well, I wouldn't say I'm lost! More like, I’m trying to find my way.” Madison pouted her lips and casually looked past him.

“Well, if you would like someone to help you fi—”

The sounds of another voice from behind Madison cut him off. “Oh, my God, Madison!” 

Madison turned around and plunged into her, eager to give her a hug.

“Zoe!” 

They both giggled like helpless teenagers as the continued embracing each other. 

Madison scanned her eyes down Zoe. Starting from her head with, she was surprised to see she kept those beautiful curls that now reached down to her waist. Her eyes reached an abrupt pause as Madison glanced at her breasts.

"Dear Lord," Madison gasped and grabbed hold of Zoe's boobs. "These cannot be real!?"

Zoe’s hand flew to her chest. Grabbing onto her tits for dear life. “What the hell!”

"What! It's not every day you see a rack like that, I had to get a feel!"

Zoe playfully swatted on Madison's arm. "So is this how they greet people in the U.K.?" Zoe looked around, making sure no one else heard them, "By grabbing on people's tits?"

Madison smirked playfully. “Well, when they look like this, then yes.”

Almost forgetting about her sexy French Canadian, Madison turned around to find he had left.

“Great! I was being chatted up by some sexy guy, and now you chased him away!”

Zoe hunched over as she laughed. “Well, who told you to grab on my breasts? Now he probably thinks we’re a lesbian couple or something.” 

“Where’s your ba—” Zoe glanced down at Madison’s luggage. “Woah! Are you planning on moving here for good?” 

Madison played with her fingers. “Well, if your husband is half as hot as you’ve mentioned, then I may just move in!” 

Zoe stared curiously at Madison. “Well, I hope you packed an extra month’s supply of crazy pills. Come on, you mad thing, let’s get going.”

When Madison was fourteen, her family moved to a new neighbourhood, and the friendship between Zoe and Madison ended abruptly.

Two years later, when Madison was 16, her family moved to the United Kingdom. Madison has lived in Birmingham since. 

Madison never forgave herself for not being there for Zoe when she needed her most. After her parents passed on, the thoughts of phoning Zoe plagued her mind. But, she always found a way to speak herself out of it.

It's too late to phone now, and besides, I'm 3000 miles away. There's not much I can do! She would tell herself. 

It wasn’t until Zoe contacted Madison on Facebook a few months back, that the friendship was reignited. 

Driving briefly through the CBD, Zoe gave Madison a brief tour of the city, before heading home. Madison was taken aback at how organised everything in this city was. 

“Oh, wow! So this is what the CN tower looks like up close?”

They caught up on lost years, and it felt as though they had never split up in the first place.

Zoe took a turn, and Madison noticed a sign that said, Welcome to Sunnybrook. “Oh, look. We’re almost home.”

“Wait,” Madison gasped. “You live here?”

“Yeah! Trust me, it’s really safe.”

Safety was the last thing on Madison's mind. The neighbourhood made freaking Beverley Hills look cheap.

"Let me call Omar to come help with the luggage because someone thought they had to pack for the next year!" Zoe teased.

"Hey! It's Winter, okay! And can you stop copying me, already!"

"Copying you?"

“Yeah, I dated an Omar as well.”

Zoe grinned. “I can’t wait for you to tell me all about it.”

As Zoe pulled out the first luggage bag from the boot of her Range Rover, her face lit up. “Oh, and here is my little bundle of joy!” 

A small kid ran out of the house, playfully running towards his mother. Cowering behind his mom, he greeted their new guest. 

“Hello, auntie.”

Madison held her hands to her mouth. “Oh, my God, you are so cute, Mr!” She turned her focus back on Zoe. “Wait, did he just call me auntie?”

“Yeah, his dad is very strict on that.”

“So, what is your name, little man?”

Still cowering behind his mom, “My name is Michael.”

"Oh, that's a beautiful name, Michael. Michael, can you draw?"

“Um, yes I can!” He grinned.

“Good, I need you to draw a cow, preferably an old one.” Madison looked up at Zoe and grinned. “When you’re done, we can give it to your mommy as a present. I’m sure she’d be grateful for a portrait.”

“I hope this is not the crap you’ll be teaching my kid!”

Madison burst into laughter, amused at her corny jokes. “Well, that would all depend on whe—”

Madison’s train of thought was cut off as she watched Zoe’s husband walk out of the door. “You ladies need help?” 

A sudden coldness hit Madison hard in the stomach, and it had nothing to do with the weather. With her mouth open and her eyes fixated on him, she dropped her bags. Her luggage tumbled on the ground, rolling down the driveway as she continued locking eyes with the man.

"Omar, meet my friend, Madison," Zoe broke the ice. "She has been my best friend since we were small girls."

I must be seeing things, Madison told herself. 

They held firm eye contact as Omar slowly walked towards Madison. 

Madison swallowed hard as he drew nearer.

Standing inches away from Madison, Omar stretched his hand forward. "Hello, Madison. I'm Omar."

Madison held firm eye contact as she stretched her hand out and he took her hand in hers. “Hi,” she stammered, unable to form any other words.

Omar held onto her hand for a few moments, perhaps longer than what was considered friendly. “You know, I once knew a Madison.” 

Madison swallowed hard and broke eye contact with the man. “Yeah. Funny thing is, I once knew an Omar!”

Zoe's voice interrupted their trains of thought. "While this is all really exciting, knowing names and all, Omar, we need help carrying all this shit. I must tell you she brought a shit load of stuff."

Slowly moving his gaze away from Madison, Omar turned to face Zoe. "Yes, of course, love."

Madison struggled to stand on her feet. This all felt surreal.

They say you never really get over your first true love.

Madison just never expected to be seeing him anytime soon.
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Chapter 2



With tear-filled eyes, Madison struggled to make eye contact with Omar as she broke the news. “We’re leaving.”

Omar pulled his eyebrows together. “You’re leaving? To where?”

“We’re moving to the UK!”

Omar looked as if he had seen a ghost. The first good thing that happened in his life was being stripped away from him. Ripped off like a strip of wax on a hairy chest. "What… What do you mean? Like, you're moving to England?"

Madison had known for the last few months that this was a possibility. Her dad struggled to make ends meet, and he was offered a job he couldn't refuse, she just refused to believe that day would come.

Madison lost all sense of self-control as she broke down in Omar’s arms. “I don’t want to fucking leave!” 

Omar held onto her tightly, kissing her head as he stared into the distance.

“I want to stay here with you!”

First meeting Omar in high-school, Madison knew she would make him hers since the first time she laid eyes on him. 

She still vividly recalls his first day at school. With that shyness he carried with him and that sexy beard, even at the age 16, she decided that if she was to one day give it up, it must be for Omar.

Persistence had always been one of Madison's strong suits, and before long, Omar noticed her and finally asked her out.

Being a poor Muslim boy in an American country was not the easiest thing in the world—especially with all the crap that got released on national news and social media. Omar got used to suffering personal attacks in school on his financial state and religion, but that soon changed once Madison came into the picture. Just one death glare from Madison was enough to chase away any bully.

His family moved to the United States from Egypt, in the hope of a better life when Omar was just 5 years old. He sounded as American as any other New-Yorker walking on those streets.

His mom was a stay-at-home mom, who, despite her being Christian, was always fond of Madison. 

“His dad cannot find out about this!” Rashida, Omar’s mom would often tell her. 

Omar's dad, Ahmed, was a cab driver. Not exactly, the American dream, but they were happy. Compared to the life they lived in Egypt, their new life in New York City was a dream.

“If you do ever marry my son, the father might be more accepting if you consider converting,” Rashida advised.

Madison was completely open to the idea. When you’re so deep in love, there is very little you wouldn’t do for the man of your dreams.

Omar treated Madison like a Goddess. In spite of all the distractions in life, Omar always chose to make Madison a priority and continuously searched for ways to show her she was one.

They say you never forget your true love.

Try living with him for the next two weeks…

***

I can’t do this shit! 

Madison laid in bed, contemplating whether to tell Zoe that she knew her husband very well.  

As Madison laid in bed, her mind was riddled with what-if thoughts. 

A whistle could be heard as Madison breathed out of flared nostrils. Her body stiffened up as a wave of rage brushed over her.

Zoe was always the better-looking girl and always got more attention from guys, but she never thought she would marry the only guy she had ever loved.

After Googling a few hotels in the area, Madison searched for an excuse. 

I wonder if he told her about us?

Either way, none of that mattered anymore. Madison had to leave, whether Zoe knew or not.

“Morning beautiful!” Zoe greeted Madison from the kitchen as she walked down the stairs. 

Despite the sizeable double storey house, lavish gardens and a 6-car-garage, the large house had a very homely feel to it. Judging from the house, Zoe and Omar could afford lavish furnishings. But, in many ways, the house with perfect—homely with no pretence.

“Um, hi!”

“I hope you’re hungry! Omar made breakfast!” Zoe said.

Madison felt her insides turn. The mention of his name was enough to drive her insane. “Listen, Zoe, we need to talk.”

Omar slowly turned around from behind the stove and his eyes caught with Madison’s.

Oh, don’t give me those fucking puppy dog eyes!

A smile spread across Zoe's face. "I agree! We haven't had any quality time since you arrived yesterday! But, don't you want to have breakfast first?"

Not quite what Madison was going for. “Yeah, can we talk now? This can’t wait.” Madison spoke to Zoe, but her eyes were fixated on the back of Omar’s head. 

As Zoe followed Madison back to her room, she smiled at her from behind. “Wow! You didn’t always have that?”

“Have what?”

“That ass!” Zoe said. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to grab on your ass like you did with my breasts. Some of us are still somewhat lady-like.”

“Listen, before you say anything,” Zoe started, sitting on the edge of Madison’s bed. “I just want to tell you how much it means to me that you’re here this week.”

Madison looked down at the floor.

“Zoe, liste—”

"Wait. Let me finish," Zoe continued. "The fact that you remembered my parent's anniversary is the sweetest thing, and I couldn't think of a better way to spend it, than with my long lost bestie."

Madison, at a loss for words, scrambled for a response. Truth is, she had no idea it was the anniversary of her parent’s passing away. 

How could she possibly tell Zoe; Yeah sorry! I actually didn’t know it was their anniversary. Also, that’s not what I want to speak to you about?

Madison scratched her jaw uncomfortably. “Yeah, um, I thought it would be nice being with you during this time.”

Zoe smiled back at her with teary eyes and leaned in for a hug. “And that’s why I love you.”

Madison had never felt more shit, Zoe believed she was a good friend, but in fact, she was a complete bitch—wanting to run away because she was jealous that her best friend married her man.

“Okay, sorry for interrupting you. You said you wanted to talk about something?” Zoe asked as she pulled herself away from Madison’s embrace.

“Um,” Madison started. “Yeah, well. I just wanted to say how happy I am to be here!”

“You silly girl, I thought it was something serious for a moment!” Zoe laughed. “Now let’s go. Omar makes the best breakfast, you would be kicking yourself in the foot if you ate it cold!” 

Following Zoe down the stairs, Madison took in the sight of her perfect body. Who could blame Omar for being attracted to Zoe? With a face, angels would die for, and curves in all the right places, Zoe was keeper.

Breakfast was served. 

Omar whipped up scrambled eggs, toast, spicy minced meat and a burger patty. Zoe wasn’t exaggerating when she said he made the best breakfast.

But even the best breakfasts didn’t take away from the awkwardness of the situation. 

Madison knew it and judging by the way Omar stole glances at Madison during breakfast, he knew it too. 

“Babe, I need to get ready for work,” Zoe turned to Omar. “I trust you will make my friend feel comfortable?”

Fuck. This is going to be one painful vacation.

“I will do everything I can to make sure she has a good time! Perhaps I can take her on a ride and show her the city.”

Madison stared suspiciously at Omar. Trying to determine whether his choice of words was intentional or not. Take me on a ride? Really?

Gulping down her orange juice, Zoe turned to Madison. “I hope it’s not a problem? I tried to get off from work for the week, but my boss can be such an ass.”

Madison feigned a smile. “Not at all.” Her gaze shifted to Omar. “I’m sure we’ll have loads of fun.”

After Zoe grabbed her laptop bag and Madison watched her kiss Omar, Madison and Omar sat in awkward silence. 

Until Madison kissed him, Madison never paid attention to his lips—she’s been staring deep into his eyes, but failed to see everything else. Omar had blossomed into a sexy beast. 

She stared intently at his full lips. They seemed much fuller than when she last remembered. She would know—her lips had been there. 

His face is still as smooth as a baby's bottom, with neatly shaved stubble that lined the edges of his squared jaw.

His eyes were dark and fierce. 

Something else that enticed Madison was his sense of confidence. He had a mysterious confidence about him Madison did not recall.

Back when they were dating, both Omar and Madison were virgins, saving themselves for the marriage they always discussed in vivid detail, but right now she could only imagine what a monster he must be in bed. 

“So,” Madison broke the ice. “Were you fired from your job?”

Omar slowly turned around. His deep gaze made Madison melt on the inside. “Excuse me?” 

“Were you fired from your job?”

“No, I quit.”

“Really?” Madison laughed. “Is that what they call it in Canada?”

Omar sat back in his chair, staring at Madison with crossed arms. “I left work so Zoe could pursue her career.”

A flush crept up Madison’s cheeks as she watched little Michael stumbling towards his dad. He flung his son in the air, only to catch him again. The sounds of little Michael giggling playfully left Madison feeling more relaxed.

The idea that Omar would have sacrificed his career to look after the kid and allow his wife to pursue hers made him so much hotter. Especially after knowing how hard he worked to get a scholarship at St. John's University.

“Well, that’s kind of you.”

Omar’s brows wrinkled. “Really? And why do you say that?”

“Well, I suppose it’s kind of expected that the woman stays at home and looks after the kid, while the guy gets back out there and works.”

Omar shook his head. “And who sets these expectations?”

Madison felt heat rush to her cheeks. “Um. Well—”

“I’ll grab that,” Omar cut her off and grabbed her plate. 

Who would have thought that eight years later, Omar would still leave Madison at a loss for words?

Madison watched Omar washing dishes from behind the kitchen counter. She considered offering assistance, but she didn’t trust herself being so close to him.

After a series of small talk, Omar and Madison grew more comfortable with the idea of them spending alone time. Except, they seemed to avoid the very obvious elephant in the room.

"How's your mom?"

“She’s fine,” Omar responded bluntly. 

Madison sighed. “Were you always like this?”

“Like what?” 

Madison stared at him, annoyed. “So…dead? Whenever I ask personal questions, you give me these odd zombie-like responses?”

Omar rolled his eyes. "I'm sorry, but what do you expect? You think you can just up and leave and move to the other end of the world and when you return, everything should be the way it was?"

Madison’s breathing grew heavy. If she were a few inches closer to him, she would have slapped him. “Dick-head,” she said and stormed off to her bedroom. 

Madison laid on her bed, taking deep breaths in and out like all the Youtube videos keep harping on about. This was going to be a long two weeks, and she wasn't sure if she was ready to spend the next two weeks alone with a man she once loved, but who has since turned into a dick.

Knock, knock, knock.

Fuck off! Madison thought to herself. “Yes?” She called out abruptly.

Opening the door, Omar slowly let himself into her room. As much as he pissed her the hell off, every ounce of him oozed sex appeal. Wearing a tight white shirt, Madison could see all the hard work at the gym had clearly paid off. He just started working out when they were together. 

"Madison, look. That was not fair, and I'm sorry." Omar said as he walked in with a silver tray. Madison curiously lifted her head to look up, trying to see what he had on that tray.

The truth is she wasn't upset with him. He had a valid point. She left the country and never once bothered to contact him, and now she's back and expected everything to be the same.

Omar held the tray forward. On the large silver tray, was a small Lindt chocolate bar. 

"Really?" Madison laughed. "Such a big tray for such a small chocolate?"

For the first time since Madison had seen him, Omar smiled. "Yeah! Beggars can't be choosers, and I know you did not pack any Lindt in those bags of yours."

“Still so sure of yourself, I see,” Madison smirked. 

“I also know how much you love Lindt.”

Omar found a seat on the edge of Madison’s bed in the guest room.

“To answer your question, my mom is fine. But my dad, not so much.”

"What? What happened to your dad?"

“You remember how full of shit he was? Try bringing home a white girl that refuses to change her religion after marriage. Long story short, he cut me out of his life.”

Madison felt her heart grow heavy. “Oh, my God Omar! I’m so sorry!”

Omar sighed. “Yeah, he doesn’t understand these things. My mom was a lot more understanding, but she always lived under my dad’s shadow, so she didn’t have much say.”

Madison felt her chest begin to ache. “I’m so sorry Omy!”

Omar’s eyes shot wide.

Shit, did I just call him, Omy!

“I mean,” Madison cleared her throat. “…You know what I mean.”

“I need to prepare lunch for Michael,” Omar changed the subject. “Care to join me?”

Madison had already said too much. Spending more time with that dreamy man was probably not the best of ideas. “No, I’m freezing! I think I’m just going to have a quick nap.” 

Madison felt her face for any smudged make up. Omar was staring at her, a devious smile formed on his lips. Rubbing her face uncomfortably, she glared back at Omar. “What are you staring at?” 

Omar sat back and smiled casually. “Nothing.” He stood to his feet. “It’s just good seeing you again.” 

Madison was still in awe at the idea of Omar agreeing to marry someone outside of his religion. But the idea of him marrying Zoe made it that much more romantic. 

He told Madison that Michael would be taught both Islam and Christianity. If he chooses to stick with one, that would be his choice.

“There is beauty in all religions,” as Omar put it. 

For the first time, since she arrived in Canada, Madison felt genuinely happy for her friend, Zoe. Having been through so much, she deserved a man as good as Omar. 

Zoe crept into the guest bedroom, but Madison was fast asleep by the time she returned from work. 

Waking up, Madison snooped around the house. She has always been very curious and stuck her nose in places it didn’t belong.

Madison’s eyes narrowed. She walked past Michael’s bedroom and found him sleeping in his cot. The baby monitor beeped on the side of his cot. 

Right next to Michael’s room, she heard Zoe. 

No fucking way!

As Madison crept closer to the room, the sounds grew louder. 

Heavy breathing and sounds of balls slapping against her ass could be heard from the staircase. Walking on her toes, careful not to alert them of her presence, Madison reached their bedroom and was surprised to find their bedroom door left ajar.

Madison took in a sharp breath as she watched Omar hold his wife in his arms and fucked her senseless.  Through the slight opening of the door, Madison could see Omar’s firm ass clench with every thrust. His bronze, muscled body filled Madison with goosebumps and left an ache in her cunt. Madison hasn’t had sex, at least not with someone else, in over a year and it was long overdue.

Watching them fuck left an overwhelming sensation of warmth that filled Madison’s body.

“Oh fuck!” Zoe screamed out.

Omar moaned in unison. “Fuck! I’m coming!” 

"Fuck!" Madison gasped as she dropped a large painting that hung outside their bedroom wall. Madison stared at the canvas for a few moments. Her limbs felt weak. She was stuck between putting the painting back up or running away before anyone caught her. She opted for the latter.

Still covered with his wife’s juices, Omar realised the door was left open and darted to the door. 

Looking at the staircase, he caught a glimpse of Madison’s fleeting brunette hair.
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Chapter 3



“Oh fuck!” Madison gasped.

Standing at the door of the bathroom, Madison's mouth fell open as she watched Omar step out of the shower. Beads of water droplets ran down his body. Her gaze ran down his strong, square jawline, to his chest. She followed the water droplets as they continued rolling down every indent of his abs and finally rested her eyes once they were securely locked on his package.

Omar let out a coy grin. “So, are you just going to stand and watch?”

“Fuck! Shit, I am so sorry!” Shaking her head, Madison snapped back into reality and pulled the bathroom door closed.

Fuck, Madison! Why the hell did you not knock!

When Madison woke up to use the bathroom, the last thing she expected was to find Omar walking out of the shower, butt naked.

Now, no matter what she does, she will always have that image of his body, ripped to perfection, and his gifted manhood.

As if things couldn’t get more awkward. She now has images of the man’s cock she once loved, in her head.

Quickly shaking the thoughts of regret, she headed for the guest bathroom.

I suppose there’s a reason it’s called the guest bathroom. That’s meant for me.

Madison had been with the couple for the last three days, and she never thought she would feel so at home. Omar had been nothing but sweet to her—offering to take her anywhere she chose.

“Think of me as your personal taxi. You just tell me where you want to go, and I will take you there.” Omar winked at Madison playfully.

Madison sighed. “Naughty! But, now that you mention it. There is one place I would love to go to!”

“You just tell me where and I’ll be happy to take you!”

“Okay, but promise you won’t judge!”

Omar burst out laughing. “This already sounds good! Okay, try me.”

“Stop it!” Madison slapped Omar playfully on the arm. “Anyway, I’ve been dying to go to the Toronto Music Garden.”

Omar stared at Madison curiously. “Interesting…”

Omar and Zoe were nothing but amazing hosts—doing everything in their power to make sure she was comfortable. But, she could have become a little too comfortable, walking in on the man naked.

As Omar served breakfast this morning, Madison couldn't shake the image of his massive cock from her mind. She pictured that circumcised cock through his apron, imagining it dangling around freely, waiting for some attention.

What on earth would someone do with such a colossal dick? That thing was large enough to be used as a weapon.

Perhaps it was a good thing they decided to wait for marriage when they were still dating. If he had to give it to her back when they were still in school, she would probably be disabled today.

His cut cock was, by far, the largest she had seen. And she had seen it flaccid, she could only imagine what it looked like hard.

"Morning," Madison greeted as she entered the kitchen wearing old, fluffy pink pyjamas and slippers to match.

“Morning,” Zoe said with a huge grin on her face. “Omar tells me, you guys had a little moment this morning?”

Despite temperatures of -2°C, Madison’s cheeks burned with a fiery hell of shame as she slowly brushed her hair forward to cover her face. “Um, yeah. So sorry! I should have knocked.”

“No problem at all,” Omar said. Madison’s eyes shot up to meet his eyes. “These things happen.”

As Madison took each spoonful of Kellogg’s, her shiny wrist caught Omar’s attention. He reached out and grabbed her by her wrist. Madison looked up slowly as he held her hand, it felt like an electric current of sexual energy passed through them. “Wow, Madison, this is beautiful!”

Madison blushed. “Yeah, thanks! This is my grandmother’s most prized possession and also my part of her inheritance when she passed on.”

With her wrist still held firmly in his strong hands, he stared deep into Madison’s eyes. “Your grandmother has taste.” Slowly, he let go of her hand, following her hand as she pulled it towards her.

A frightening thought dawned on Madison; if Omar was so quick to tell her about Madison seeing him naked, did he tell her that they once dated as well?

Grabbing the plates off the table, Omar walked back into the kitchen, Zoe turned to Madison. “Not bad, hey?”

Madison felt her cheeks grow red. “Um. Yeah, I suppose,” Madison said, hoping they were talking about something else.

“Yeah, he’s quite the machine in bed,” Zoe added.

Yep, they were talking about the same thing. “Um, I—I can imagine.”

This conversation could not get any more uncomfortable. Madison stole a glance at Omar, perhaps hoping he would return and put an end to this awkward conversation. With a coy grin on his face, he blew her a kiss and raised his left eyebrow.

He seemed to be getting off on her discomfort. Madison shot him back a look that shouted, ‘Asshole.’

Omar smiled back at Madison, with a devilish smile. Madison scratched her neck uncomfortably.

Just wait until your wife heads off to work, and I will give you a piece of my mind.

“So,” Zoe returned Madison’s attention back on her.

Even after Omar looked away, Madison kept staring at him. God, why can she not get that damn image out of her mind already!

First, she saw him make Zoe squirm as he fucked her relentlessly, and now she finally saw the tool he used to make her cum.

Shifting her attention back to Zoe, Madison smiled. “Yeah?”

“So, I didn’t tell you this, because I knew that if I did, you wouldn’t come. But, seeing how close you and Omar are, I think it’s safe for me to say this now.” Zoe continued.

Madison swallowed hard. “What are you talking about?” Madison laughed awkwardly. “We’re not close!”

"So," Zoe continued, ignoring her last comment, "the reason I couldn't get off from work was that I have this big presentation in Los Angeles. I need to fly out tomorrow."

As Zoe said that, the reality quickly sunk in for Madison. “Wha—What does that mean?”

“It means that I will be away for the next week.”

Omar cleared his throat. “Babe, enjoy your presentation and kick some corporate butt.” He slowly looked at Madison, his eyes running down to her breasts. “I’m sure we will have loads of fun!”

Fuck my life!

Now, in addition to watching her ex-boyfriend fuck her best friend and walking in on him nude, she had to spend an entire week alone with the man. It’s not that she didn’t trust Omar, Madison did not trust herself.
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Chapter 4



Omar stood at the head of Madison’s door, wearing nothing but his briefs. “Wake up, sleepy head!”

The bright light shone into Madison’s room as she cowered behind her covers.

“Seriously! What the hell is the matt—”

Madison paused; her attention was drawn to Omar’s package.

At least it’s covered this time.

Madison shot up, her vision still blurry.

What game is this man playing at? Standing at my door in briefs! It’s almost as if he’s trying to seduce me!

“Are you possessed? What the hell are you waking me up for?” Madison barked. “And where are the rest of your clothes!”

Omar looked down at his crotch and grinned. “Well, I just got up, and for your information, I don’t usually sleep with clothes. I was being nice by putting on underwear.”

He left Madison with that quirky grin as he walked off. “Besides, nothing you haven’t seen!”

After tossing and turning in bed, Madison struggled to find sleep and with images of Omar’s crotch back in her mind, she knew forcing sleep was pointless. If she stayed a moment longer in bed, she would risk touching herself—getting off on the vivid images of Omar’s cock she had firmly engrained in her mind.

After slipping on her pink bedroom slippers and a warm gown, Madison made her way down the stairs and found Omar singing and dancing cheerfully in the kitchen. At least he was dressed this time. Except, he wasn’t wearing that apron Madison had gotten used to seeing him in every morning.

“Why are you waking me up so freaking early?” Madison yawned, pulling out any evidence of sleep she still had in her eyes.

“My Lady, it’s 7am!” Omar said, “And I thought I told you to get dressed?”

Madison frowned and any remaining feelings of fatigue quickly disappeared. “Excuse me! Who are you to order me around?” Madison rolled her eyes and mumbled, ‘Jackass,’ under her breath.

Beaming from ear to ear, Omar stared on as he watched Madison open the fridge door, grinning at her disappointment.

"Looking for something, Ms I don't want to wake up?"

Madison closed the fridge, pulled her chin up and looked straight passed Omar. “No. So, are we going anywhere?”

Omar smiled. "I had a feeling you would want to get dressed. Yes, as a matter of fact, we're heading out for breakfast, and we need to get some food in this house."

Madison glared at Omar.

I had a feeling you would want to get dressed. Asshole! She muttered to herself.

“You said something?” Omar asked.

Madison faked a smile. "Yeah, I said, ‘I want to get dressed, and I'm so hungry I could eat a cow whole.'"

“Daddy, where are we going?” Michael asked.

Madison looked back at Michael, firmly secured in the baby car-seat at the back of Omar’s Mercedes Benz. This was the most she’s heard him speak all week long. At one point, she believed the kid was mute or just scared of her.

"Hello, little Michael!" Madison said.

Michael shied away. "Hello, aunty Maddie."

"That's an excellent question, Michael. Perhaps you could get a response out of Papa Scrooge?"

Omar sighed. “Patience people! Geez, don’t you guys have any faith in me?”

Madison turned her head back to Michael and playfully shook her head in disagreement.

Watching her in the rear-view mirror, Omar laughed. “Oh, shut up, aunty Maddie!”

“Michael, you see daddy just had his period. So, he’s a little grumpy.”

If looks could kill, Madison would not be around for much longer after the glare of death Omar shot at her. “Stop talking crap!”

Omar drove up to what looked like a large warehouse. The tiled rooftops were covered in snow, and large letters with the words St Lawrence Market greeted them as they arrived.

Omar kept his promise to Zoe that he would take good care of Madison during her time away. He planned on keeping that promise—starting with the fact that he felt she spent too much time indoors.

Deciding Madison needed to get a little more outside, Omar felt this market was a good place to start.

Madison grinned at Omar as she stepped out of the car. Ever the gentleman, Omar insisted that she wait in the car while he gets out and opens the door for her from the outside.

“So, you bring me to a market for our first date?”

“First date?” Omar laughed and pulled Michael out of the car seat. “Yeah, you wish!”

The smell of pastries and home-cooked food hit them as they walked into the market. The food may not have smelled as delicious as Omar’s breakfast every morning, or whatever storm he decides to cook up for supper, but it sure came close.

Omar looked like a kid in a candy store. Holding Michael in his arms and cutting off in front of Madison. “You must try the butter tart!”

Madison grinned. “Well, Omy, I hope you’re not trying to butter me up?”

Omar sighed. “I suggested the butter tarts. Let’s leave the cheesy comments for home, shall we?”

Madison rolled her eyes playfully. “Dickhead.”

Leaning forward to make sure Michael was out of ear’s reach, he whispered into Madison’s ears. “I know you saw my dick, but would you give it a rest already?”

“Aunty Maddy,” Michael pulled on Madison’s arms, making sure his father does not see them, “please could you buy me some candy?”

He must have known he would stand a better chance of Madison buying him candy, than his boring father.

Madison’s heart sank as she looked at the little boy yanking down on her hand. She couldn’t help but think this could have been her.

Had she not left for England, this could have been her life, with her kid and her hunk of a husband.

Now’s not the time to act like a selfish brat, she quickly reminded herself.

Madison sunk her teeth into the sweet butter tarts suggested by Omar. “Oh, my God! This is to die for!”

Omar’s face lit up. “Right! I knew you’d love it!”

Madison’s face dropped. “Yeah. You always had a way of knowing what I liked.”

Omar scratched his neck uncomfortably.

“Oh, shit!” Madison gasped. “I’m sorry! That was not meant to come out!”

Omar smiled, although Madison could tell it wasn’t authentic. That smile had a lot more than what he let on.

In fact, Omar saw this coming. It would have been foolish for him to think that his ex-girlfriend, who at one point he believed was the love of his life, could just come and live with him and they could go on pretending as though nothing had happened.

"Madison," Omar started. "I made a promise to Zoe to make sure you are okay, and I intend on keeping that promise. But, I want you to take this in case anything ever happens, which God-forbid, it shouldn't."

Omar handed Madison a piece of paper with his number scribbled on.

Madison folded her eyebrows. “What is this?”

“That’s my number, silly! Keep it safe.”

“Yeah, okay. I can do that. By the way, you write like a doctor!”

“I’ve got an idea,” Omar said, standing to his feet.

“That would be a first!”

“Well, firstly,” Omar laughed, “I’m glad to see you have not changed.”

“And secondly?”

“And secondly, I want you to tell me what you would like to do? You’re on vacation, we have to get out there and make memories.”

It was as if he’d never ask. “Well, now that you mention it, there is one thing I would like to do. But, not now! When the time is right.”

Omar’s face lit up. “Great! What is it?”

“I already told you—the Toronto Musical Gardens.”

Omar rubbed on his chin. “Yeah. You did, I still don’t get it—A freaking park of all places, can’t you think of anything a little more exciting? I swear you can be so weird sometimes.”

Madison leaned in closer, inches away from Omar’s face. “And that’s why you love me!”

After breakfast, Madison insisted she wanted to stop over at an ice-cream stall. Not so much for herself, but because that’s what Michael whispered in her ears.

“Look, have you seen his face?” Madison asked Omar. “He has a face you can’t refuse!”

“All I’m saying is that, if he gets sick, you’re looking after him!”

“Deal, old man!”

Madison felt a lot more comfortable in the drive back home. “Listen, do you have an AUX cable?”

“Yeah,” Omar said, handing her the earphone jack. “Wait. Madison, what are you up to?”

Madison gave him a dismissive nod. “Oh, nothing.”

On a dark desert highway, cool wind in my hair

Warm smell of colitas, rising up through the air

Up ahead in the distance, I saw a shimmering light

Omar took a double take as he looked at the car’s stereo. “This was our song!”

“Yes, it was! Come on!” Madison grinned. “Sing it with me!”

Welcome to the Hotel California

Such a lovely place

Omar lifted his chin, singing with great enthusiasm. “Such a lovely pla—hey!”

Madison paused the song. “I’m sorry! I just had to do that to hear you sing out loud! Ha ha ha! And it seems you still sing like a frog!”

With Michael put to bed, later that night, giddiness was in the air as Madison and Omar sat at the fireplace with marshmallow sticks. She suspected the first day without Zoe would have been hell, but surprisingly, this was the most fun she’s had since she landed in this city.

With the crackling sounds of Madison’s Marshmallow burning in the fire, she turned to Omar. “I had a really good day.”

Omar sat beside her, with his legs folded as he had his own marshmallow warming up in the fire. “Well, it helped that you weren’t as annoying as you’ve been lately.”

Madison’s mouth dropped. “You such a jerk!”

Omar smiled and turned to face Madison. He gazed deep into her hazel eyes. It was a stare that shot into her soul and left her weak.

“And that’s why you love me.”
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Chapter 5



Rubbing on her eyes, removing any evidence of her sleep, Madison reached out for her phone and checked the time.

05:20

Slipping on her pink, fluffy slippers, she realised she was the only one awake. She wasn't used to the house being this quiet by the time she woke up.

Usually, Madison was awoken by Michael preparing breakfast, banging pots together, and playing music at an ungodly volume.

"You're making noise, dickhead," Madison groaned almost every morning since Zoe left.

Today, she would finally get her revenge.

Let’s see how you like it when I make a racket, i.e. breakfast!

Careful not to wake Omar up before she has a chance to have her fun, Madison crept down the carpeted staircase and made her way to the kitchen.

By 05:44, the house was still dark. After synching the Bluetooth speaker against her phone, Madison grinned deviously as she opened the fridge.

Yes. Heavy metal will do.

Madison had to turn twice to realise a faint light was coming out of the study. She pulled the fridge door shut and turned her phone on ‘silent’ as she tiptoed towards the study.

While the door was left ajar, the room was dark, and she realised the faint light came from a laptop's screen. She looked left and right, making sure the coast was clear before she entered the room.

Curiosity has always gotten her into trouble, but that had never stopped Madison from poking her nose where it did not belong.

With sports paraphernalia, a large Plasma screen TV attached to the wall and a leather recliner placed a little too close to the TV, the study looked more like a man-cave—Omar's man cave.

To break the edge, a large L-shaped ebony wooden office desk sat at the centre of the room.

The study had posters of scriptures from the Bible, as well as the Quran. With Islamic artefacts on Omar’s table that added to the sophisticated feel of the desk.

As Madison continued sticking her nose where it did not belong, she headed over to what caught her attention in the first place—the laptop.

What do we have here?

The laptop was unlocked, and Madison wondered whether Omar's laptop had been unlocked since last night?

Omar had been browsing through his Gmail emails the previous night, but the screen was still on his account.

As she turned around, ready to walk out of the study, something caught her eye.

She quickly looked over at the door, making sure the coast was clear, before leaning down, hiding behind the table.

Madison's eyes widened, and she pulled her hands to her mouth.

Here's a name she never thought she would see anytime soon.

The mail from Rashida, Omar's mother, remains unread, but she can only see it was sent just a few minutes ago.

Who sends emails at such an ungodly hour? No disrespect, Mrs Bukhari.

Dear Omar,

Salaam. I hope this email finds you in peace. As you can imagine, things at home are not going well. I miss you so much, and I only wish I knew how to get through to your father.

I know he loves you to bits and I will keep praying that one day he will come to his senses and realise that you are not a bad kid.

How is Michael doing? I can imagine he's much older now, and if he is anything like you were as a kid, he must be giving you grey hairs. Hopefully, I will get to see my grandson one day, but until then I will remain positive and keep praying for that day.

Please send my love to your wife, Zoe. I will keep praying not only for you and Michael but for your chosen partner as well. I know that you are a good son and I believe that you chose your partner well.

Hopefully, this nightmare will end one day, and we can be a happy family again.

Until then,

Love, your mom!

Madison felt her tear ducts open as she read through the email.

She considered how she only noticed the Omar that everyone else saw—one that is always so happy and positive, and how he worked hard to keep his wife and son happy. For the first time, Madison considered the hell he must have gone through to be with the woman he now loved.

With a heavy heart, Madison closed the email and marked it as ‘unread.' She suspected that when she saw him later that day, he would be a lot quieter than usual. The worst part is that she wouldn't even be able to comfort him because then he would know she went through his personal mail.

As Madison lifted herself to her feet, she glanced at the email below Rashida’s.

This email, which clearly shows as ‘read,’ was from Zoe.

It wasn’t the fact that the email was from Zoe that intrigued Madison, but rather that it had the subject line – XXX.

Madison, what the hell are you doing?

Madison knew it wasn’t too late to just walk away and pretend as though she saw nothing, but she also knew she would lose sleep, thinking about how she missed out on the hottest opportunity.

Still bent under the table, Madison lifted her head, just enough to make sure the coast was clear and that no one was about to walk into the room before she clicked on the email from Zoe.

Her eyes widened and her bottom lip quivered as she stared eagerly at the email trail. Scrolling down to the bottom of the email, Madison quickly realised this was an exchange of steamy pictures between Omar and Zoe.

Madison stared at Zoe’s beautiful pussy in awe. How could she compete with that?

Saying she had never seen a pussy that beautiful in her life, would be an understatement.

With a neatly trimmed cunt, Zoe had a fine trail of hair that led down her opening. Madison gasped as she continued scrolling up the screen and stumbled across pics of Zoe’s breasts.

Her tits looked magical underneath those tight crop tops she always wears, but they looked even better with the clothes removed.

With her interest sparked at an all-time high, Madison continued to scroll up.

She quickly realised that Zoe was not the only one exchanging pictures.

Her eyes glossed over the cock pictures Omar sent Zoe. She stared at Omar’s cock and felt a familiar tingle inside her cunt.

His strong hands held his erect shaft at its base. Her mouth drooled over the strong thick veins that wrapped around his shaft.

With her heart racing in overdrive, Madison closed her eyes and was pleasantly surprised to find the image of Omar’s dick engrained in her mind.

Madison let out a heavy sigh as she allowed her mind to take control over her body. She imagined taking that huge cock in her—

“What are you doing here?”

Madison shot up.

Her face was flustered with guilt.

Taking in a sharp breath, Madison tried to remain cool. “Goodness, Michael!” Madison breathed. “You scared me!”

Michael stared at Madison with a look of curiosity, as she lifted herself from the floor and walked towards him. “Aunty Maddie, what were you doing on the floor?”

“I,” Madison stalled. “I—I was hiding!”

“Hiding? Why were you hiding aunty Maddie?”

“Because!” Madison grinned playfully, “Because I was waiting to tickle you!”

Michael giggled softly as he ran up to his room, escaping the ferocious tickles of aunty Maddie. Once Michael stood at the entrance of his room, Madison let out a sigh of relief.

“Shhh!” Madison said. “We don’t want to wake daddy!”

Thankfully, the carpeted flooring made it possible to run around the house without alerting anyone.

That was close!

Standing at his door, Michael called out to Madison. “Aunty Maddie, would you mind playing with me?”

Madison smiled at the young man. “Of course, young man! Aunty Maddie just needs to get ready real quick, okay?”

As much as Madison would love to play with Michael, she had more pressing matters she needed to attend to. Seeing pictures of Zoe's legs spread and the powerful veins wrapped around Omar's cock, Madison was left with an uncontrollable ache. If there were ever a time she needed relief, this would be it.

As Madison fell back on the bed, she let out a sigh of relief. She closed her eyes and images of Zoe and Omar butt naked still vividly played on in her mind. Having seen both of their most private parts, Madison imagined that thick cock she saw on the computer screen penetrating Zoe. She watched Zoe getting rammed by Omar, but now that she had a better image of his cock, the picture was more vivid than ever.

As Madison imagined the couple fucking like rabbits, an even more devilish thought entered her mind.

For the first time, she pictured her legs wrapped around Omar as he rammed that thick cock in and out of her aching pussy. She pictured Omar grabbing on her tits, as she bounced on his massive manhood. With her tits swaying freely, Madison moved her pelvis back and forth rocking her hips over his enormous manhood.

Before she knew it, Madison had slipped her hands under her pink, silky pyjamas. A sense of relief hit her as her finger slipped inside her wet panties. Slowly, Madison slid a finger along her wetness and bit her lower lip at the sense of relief it provided. With her right hand placed firmly on her wet cunt, Madison used her left hand to start squeezing her nipples, gently rolling them in between her fingers.

As these devious thoughts continue to infiltrate Madison’s mind, she found herself losing more and more control. She started touching herself with furious speed as her body tensed and released in and out of a state of ecstasy.

“Fuck!” She cried out, making sure she was not loud enough to alert anyone of what she was really up to in their house.

Beads of sweat formed on her forehead, running down her hairline as the dirty images continued penetrating her mind. She found herself more unable to control her desire as her orgasm shook her walls.

Madison’s body writhed violently on her bed as she squirmed and her legs stiffened. Exhaling a sharp breath of ecstasy, Madison’s back arched and she exhaled over and over until the tension inside her pussy turned into blissful ecstasy.

Laying back in bed, struggling to catch her breath, a wave of guilt fell over Madison.

How the hell did I just fantasise about my best friend's husband fucking me!

Madison has done a lot of odd shit in her life, but fantasising about Omar’s cock stretching her open, was something that even she didn't see coming.

***

As Omar flushed the toilet, he washed his hands and walked out of the bathroom.

He wakes up at 4:30 every day, and then enjoys a little personal time for himself, before making breakfast for the house. This is also the time he has to work on the online business he's been trying to grow from home. Just because he is a full-time dad, does not mean he does not still have any business ambition.

As Omar walked out his en-suite bathroom and down the stairs, his eyes narrowed as he looked into the study.

He was in the study a few minutes ago, but he recalled pulling the door closed.

Cautiously, Omar walked towards the study and entered through the door that was now left wide open.

Suspiciously looking around to see if anyone else was in the room, he strolled over to his laptop.

His heart pounded violently inside his chest as he looked down his laptop. An image of his cock he sent Zoe the night before, was plastered all over his MacBook.

Gold glimmered at Omar’s feet. Looking down at the floor, Omar reached down and studied Madison’s bracelet intently.
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Chapter 6



“Madison, get ready! We’re going somewhere,” Omar said.

“Okay, I am starting to believe that is your standard pickup line,” Madison laughed. “And it‘s 18:30, where are we off to?”

“Why must you always ask so many questions? Can you not just make my life easy for once and do as I say?” Omar teased.

Madison smiled at Omar suggestively. “Fine! Besides, I think I'm starting to like these little surprises.”

As Madison bounced up the stairs and headed for her room, excitement filled her. 

The room was in a state, with half the room occupied by her four luggage bags, she barely found space for herself. Perhaps Zoe was right, and she did not need to pack so many clothes.

Where ever they were headed for tonight, Madison wanted to make sure she looked amazing. Just because it was cold, that did not mean she had to look like a sleuth. She searched in her bags for a tight fitting polo neck jersey, and she knew exactly which one she wanted. She packed this Jersey for one evening where they would go out somewhere nice, and she wanted to look her best.

As she slipped off her casual T-shirt, before putting on her white Gucci polo neck jersey, that lifted her breasts and gave the illusion they were bigger than they actually were, Madison scanned the room for her grandmother's bracelet.

She's been searching for this bracelet all morning, but for the life of her could not find it.

As she pulled the strap of her bra loose, Madison pulled off her bra, flicking it to the other stack of clothes piled next to her suitcases. The Gucci polo neck jersey offered plenty of support so she would not need that bra.

"Oh, my fuck!" Madison flung her arms in front of her chest, covering her breasts as Omar entered her room, without knocking. But she knew she was too late. He had seen her breasts already, and if he was anything like her, that image was still stuck in his mind.

Omar stood at the door of the guest bedroom and stared at Madison, but his eyes remained fixed on her generously sized breasts.

“Excuse me!” Madison barked. “Do you mind?”

Omar shook his head, snapping back into reality. “Oh shit, I‘m so sorry!”

With his eyes fixed on her breasts, Omar stepped back, pulling the door as he exited the room. 

"So are you seriously not going to tell me where we're going?" Madison asked once they were in Omar's Mercedes-Benz, off to whatever secret destination he had planned for the evening.

Omar turned his head right, to face Madison, but instead of looking at her face, his eyes instantly shot to her breasts. It was almost instinctively, like something once seen cannot be unseen.

Madison was flattered, wearing the jersey paid off. The sweater made her waist look slim, not that she had any problems with her waist, and it pushed up her breasts, making them irresistible even for a married man.

“Yes, I am serious. Why must you always insist on knowing where we go?”

Madison turned her head to look back at Michael, before turning back to Omar. “Listen,” Madison whispered. “I‘m going to need you to keep your eyes appear,” she said pointing at her eyes. “Pervert!” She added.

Omar grinned. “I guess I learn from the best!”

Loads of lights, wrapped around trees, giving the false impression it was still Christmas, greeted them as they entered Ontario Place – Ice-skating rink.

In the centre was a large outdoor skating rink, illuminated by all the colourful lights. 

“Really?” Madison asked. “You bring me to an ice skating rink! Omar, you know I cannot skate!”

Omar took Madison out skating on their first date when they were 16. After falling flat on her ass a couple of times, Omar figured that was probably not the best way to get a girl to fall for you.

Omar narrowed his eyes as he stared at Madison, confused, “okay, but who said this is for you?”

Madison felt like an idiot, as she watched Michael eagerly slip on a pair of Risport Venus figure ice skates.

Omar dragged Madison to their sales counter, where they both rented a pair of ice skates. Despite her telling Omar her fear of Athlete’s foot, Omar would not budge and insisted she tried skating. 

“Come on! You need to get over this fear already!”

“I am so going to hate you for this!”

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Madison grumbled as she held firmly onto the sides of the ice-skating rink and felt herself slipping.

“Aunty Maddie, in case you forgot, this is a family venue. Language!” Omar teased.

Madison squatted down, just until her knees were bent. It was the safest she felt, without risking embarrassment and falling flat on her ass.

Slowly, Madison lifted herself and pushed her feet, propelling herself forward. With her shaking knees she felt herself slowly moving forward, and for a moment, she almost started believing she was got the hang of skating. Almost, until she slipped and her legs fell forward, leaving her flat on her ass.

“Ha ha ha,” Omar burst out laughing.

Madison shot him an evil glare. “Why don‘t you just piss off! You’re having fun with this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, stop acting like an old woman! Falling is part of the game, now get back up and skate!”

“Yeah well, that‘s easy for you to say.” 

Madison looked over at Michael, who was gliding effortlessly on the ice as if he were running on non-slippery ground made of gravel. "How the hell is he getting this right?"

"Well, I suppose it helps that he is not scared of everything, like his auntie Maddie."

“Okay,” Omar said, pulling Madison up by her arms. “Let me help you out.”

Omar stood behind Madison and slowly wrapped his arms around her waist. With his legs spread out on the side, Omar started pushing forward, reassuring Madison that she was safe in his grip. It felt as if a wave of electricity filled Madison as he held her tight. She had never felt more secure and safer in her life.

With Omar’s body pressed firmly against Madison, she soon started getting the hang of it, and once Omar felt that she was strong enough to go on her own, he let go of his hold over her and watched as Madison skated on her own.

At first, Madison's legs trembled as she moved forward, but soon she became more confident and increased speed, pushing herself forward without having to hold onto the railings.

"Oh my God!" Madison exclaimed, "I’m getting it!"

"Madison! Watch out!" Omar shouted.

As Madison turned around, she found herself skating straight into another woman. They both fell flat on their ass as Madison collided into the woman. “Oh, my god! I am so sorry!” 

Omar held onto the railing for balance as he burst into laughter. “I knew this would be an awesome evening!”

After Madison came to the realisation that she would probably not be running for ‘skate world champion’ anytime soon, she retired from the ice-skating rink, dragging Omar along with her.

They stood on the edge of the ice skating rink, watching over Michael.

“Madison?”

“Yeah?” She responded, her eyes remaining fixed on Michael.

“Why the Toronto music garden?”

Madison turned to Omar, smiling as though she thought he would never ask. “Because,” she started, “the park was inspired by Bach.”

“Yeah, and so? Aren’t you a little young to be listening to that Bach?”

Madison pulled her head back, offended by his naive comment. “No you doofus, you’re never too young to listen to Bach!”

“Okay, but what about him makes you want to go to the park?"

"I find his music to be comforting. Whenever I’m having a bad day at work, or I just feel sad about life, I go home, and I play his music. His music was so naturally written filled with emotion. I sit back, close my eyes and I can feel exactly what he was going through at the time!" Madison looked up shyly at Omar, "Sorry, I’m probably rambling. But I could speak about him hours!"

“No! Not at all!“ Omar comforted her, in fact, I could listen to you speak for hours!”

Madison smiled at Omar and returned her attention to Michael on the ice-skating rink. "I must say you have a beautiful boy and a beautiful wife. Look after them, okay?"

Omar leaned in closer to Madison. “Do you ever think about what life would be like had we not split up?”

Madison sighed. “Yes, sometimes, I do.” She looked back Omar again, “I mean, you were my first love after all! You generally don’t easily forget about those. How about you, do you ever think about what life would have been like?”

Omar stared into the distance. “I do too! With you, I imagine we would have had a girl—one that was equally as feisty and full of nonsense as her mother!”

Madison slapped Omar playfully on the arm, “well, one thing is for sure, if you had a boy from me, I don't think he would have been as good-looking as Michael!”

“Nonsense!” Omar barked.

Omar stared intensely into Madison's eyes. It was a look she recognised from her past. As they continued their exchange of deep and passionate stares, Madison felt her palms grow sweaty, and her heart raced. She swallowed hard as Omar continued to stare deep into her soul.

Omar slowly leaned in on Madison and she closed her eyes, allowing herself to escape in the moment.

She felt as if her breath was taken away as Omar placed his full lips on hers. Every ounce of her quivered with eager anticipation. This was no ordinary kiss, but rather an exchange of electric passion.

As Madison opened her eyes, she pushed Omar back. 

“I’m sorry,” Omar breathed. “I couldn’t help myself!”

“No! It’s not that,” Madison said.

“Then what is it?”

“Michael!” Madison called out, as she shifted away from his father. “Did you have fun?” 

"Yes, aunty Maddie! Are we going now?"

Madison looked at Omar. “I think your father will need to answer that.”

Omar turned to face Michael. “Okay, we can stay a little longer.”

“This was fun!” Madison said, smiling at Omar.

“Oh, before I forget, I believe you may have lost this?” Omar said, handing Madison her lost bracelet. 

“Oh my God! I’ve been looking all over for this! Where did you find it?”

Omar grinned deviously.
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Chapter 7



“What the—”

After covering her head with a pillow, Madison grew more annoyed at the second loud bang. “Who the fuck decides to bang pots at this ungodly hour?” She grumbled to herself. “I am going to kill this man!”

It sounded as if the pots were being banged right next to her bed.

Reaching out for her phone, Madison glanced over at the time.

05:30

“Aghhh!!! I am going to fucking kill this man!” Madison slipped on her slippers and stormed towards the door. She yanked the door open with so much force that the sound could have rivalled the banging pots.

“Are you fucking in—”

Looking around the house, Madison realised the house was in total darkness. The house was in total darkness, except for a faint light coming out of the study.

Narrowing her eyes, Madison considered whether it was all in her head? Perhaps it was all a dream, and the sounds of banging pots were imaginary?

Turning around, Madison made her way back to bed but paused half-way.

The familiar faint light she had seen three days before shone out of the study. And when she took a closer look, she was pleasantly surprised.

She knew that the right thing to do would have been to just head back to sleep and pretend as though she did not notice that light. But Madison was not always known for doing the right thing.

As she stood at the door of the guest bedroom, Madison looked left and right, making sure the coast was clear, before creeping downstairs and making her way back to that study.

As she walked down those stairs, she found it odd that this laptop light seems to remain on all the time.

Entering the study, everything seems to be as she had left it three days ago.

Everything seemed to be in its place, including that laptop light at the centre of the table. After taking one final glance behind her back, she could tell the coast was clear and the house silent. Madison made her way towards the laptop and that familiar increased heartbeat, pulsating with excitement and anticipation, returned.

Resuming her previous position, Madison crept down on her knees and sat behind the laptop.

Her shaking hands grabbed onto the mouse, and she opened Omar's Outlook.

Madison's eyes widened, and her jaw dropped as she saw the subject line of the last email. She could tell he had not read the email from Zoe as yet, as it remained unread and made a mental note that she would need to mark the email ‘Unread' before she left.

What really caught her attention was the subject line of the email; XXX.

The subject line was plain, simple and to the point—with a subject line as tempting as that, no one could expect Madison not to want to look at it.

Opening the email, Madison squinted her eyes as she scrolled down the email thread. Oddly, there wasn’t an exchange of spicy pictures as she had hoped for, despite the subject line. It simply looked like an email sent by Omar last night at 23:17 and Madison responding this morning.

How boring?

Madison lifted herself to her feet and thought that was a clear sign for her to head back to bed. It's icy cold, and she wasn't gaining anything from lurking around in the dark.

She lifted herself, but a thought that crossed her mind stopped her—with a subject line like that, they were obviously telling each other very private and heated information.

Even though it was probably not her place to read it, she simply had to know more.

What is Omar was a real freak? How kinky is his sex chat?

Madison’s curiosity got the better of her as she returned to her knees and opened the email again. Scrolling down to the bottom of the email, Madison started reading the email Omar sent last night.

Madison's heart started racing and as she continued scrolling down on the mail; her sweaty palms lost grip of the mouse.

Halfway through the mail, Madison stared blankly at the screen. It felt as if her knees were about to cave in and she was being choked in the throat from behind, restricting her airflow. She stared aimlessly at the laptop screen for the next few moments, trying to convince herself this was all a dream.

As Madison continued staring helplessly at the computer screen, a tear rolled down her cheeks and landed on Omar's MacBook Pro’s keypad.

Surely this can't be right! Surely, he must be speaking about someone else!

Unfortunately, that was not the case. Her name was plastered all over the email.

As Madison slowly lifted herself to her feet, her jaw clenched tighter, and she cracked her knuckles. Her flaring nostrils allowed for heavier breathing and her eyes narrowed, filled with anger and hatred as she stared down at the laptop screen.

Madison slammed the laptop screen down and considered ripping off the cords and bashing it against the wall. Thankfully, a small, sane, part of her convinced her otherwise.

Making her way out of the study, Madison barged hard against the carpet, loud enough, the neighbours could have filed a formal complaint of noise. Right now, she did not give a fuck who she woke up or who she inconvenienced with her noise. All she knew, was that she needed to get the fuck out of this house.

Her arms swept furiously as she thumped up the stairs, making her way to the guest bedroom.

“I can't believe they are so fucking two-faced!” Madison muttered to herself as she threw all her belongings into her four luggage bags.

For the first time, she regretted not packing light.

“Good morning, beautiful!” Omar stood at the door of the guest bedroom, wearing nothing but his white briefs again. But, from the evil look Madison shot at him, he could tell she was not in the mood to entertain his jovial banter.

Without saying a word, Madison continued throwing all her personal belongings into her bags. Worrying about her clothes not being folded neatly was the last thing on her mind.

Omar continued grinning deviously as he stood at the door, flaunting his package in his white briefs. “I see someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning!” He laughed.

“Get the fuck out of my sight!” Madison barked.

Omar could tell this was no longer a joke, and left Madison, making his way to his bedroom to put on clothes. He slipped on his cotton pyjama bottoms, and judging from the look in Madison's eyes, he even considered putting on a jacket, for extra protection. She looked as if she was ready to attack him with the first object she found.

Rushing back to the guest bedroom, Omar stood at the door. His jovial look was replaced with one of remorse. "Look, you seem upset! Please, can we talk about this?"

“Talk about this? Oh, so you know exactly why the fuck I am upset, don’t you?”

Omar grinned. “Yeah, I suppose I do! I just didn’t think you would react like this.”

“And wipe that fucking grin off your face!”

Omar's face sank, “okay look, I'm sorry! It was all meant to be a joke, but obviously, it was a joke that went too far!”

Madison's eyes tightened, “A joke! You think I am a fucking joke?”

Madison couldn't stand to look at Omar any further. She turned around and zipped up her bags as she threw in the last bits of personal belongings.

Grabbing hold of two of the luggage bags, Madison pushed passed Omar as she made her way for the stairs. There's nothing more awkward than trying to make a point, by showing people you don't need them and still struggling to carry luggage bags while doing so. Either way, she was not going to ask him for help. She was not going to ask him for anything.

As she made her way down the stairs, Madison's sweaty hands lost grip of one of her bags. The bag slipped and tumbled down the stairs, reaching the bottom with a loud thud. She stared at the other luggage bag, still in her hand and let go of the bag, kicking it down the stairs as well, before storming back off to the guest bedroom.

Not even the cold Canada winter could cool the heat flushing throughout her body. “Get out of my way!” She barked.

If Omar didn’t know any better, he would have thought she was possessed by a demon.

Omar shifted to the side and walked in with Madison. “Okay, I know you’re upset, but just please hear me out!”

“You know what? I don't even mind that you said all of that, but what is really upsetting is that you pretended as though everything was okay.”

Madison glared at Omar for the next few moments, with every moment she spent staring at the man she felt her hatred grow stronger. “Next time, I suggest you grow some fucking balls and tell me whatever you have to say to my face!”

“Daddy, what's going on?” Michael stood by the door of the guest bedroom.

“Nothing my boy, auntie Maddie and I are just sorting out a few things, a few more plans before the end of her holiday.” Omar lied.

As Madison stared at the little boy, another tear rolled down her cheek.

I hope you don't turn out to be anything like your father.

“Unfortunately little man,” Madison moved her glance over at Omar, “my holiday has come to an end.”

“No auntie Maddie, can't you just stay a little longer?”

Madison swallowed hard, this was much harder than she anticipated. "No, my angel, unfortunately, I have to go because my flight is already booked! But I will miss you so much!"

The hardest part of all this was having to say goodbye to Michael.

Madison grabbed her remaining two luggage bags and carried them down the stairs. She turned her head and looked at Omar one last time, before opening the door and allowing herself out.

Omar grabbed Michael in his arms, “Okay, so listen big man, I just need to go help auntie Maddie with something, why don't you be a good boy and wait here in your room, and I'll be right back?”

“Okay daddy, is auntie Maddie coming back?”

Omar stared at his son, and his heart sank. "Yes, she is. I will make sure that!"

As Omar placed Michael back in his room, he sprinted down the stairs.

Yanking the front door open the cold draft hit him, “Madison wai—”

He looked outside, but Madison was gone. Running through his front lawn, he tried to see if she was hiding behind a tree or in one of the garages, but there was no sign of her luggage or of Madison.

What the fuck have I done?

Dear Zoe,

I hope that your business meeting is going well and that you are kicking some corporate butt!

Well, I certainly hope you are having a better time than I am. Let's just say, your friend is so painful and annoying!

I hope that everything is going well with your big presentation, but please hurry up soon, before Madison drives me more insane!

Also, apart from being annoying, I suspect she is not mentally stable. So, if you can, please bring drugs with you, anything that can fix this mental patient!

Your love,

Omar,

Asking in desperation!
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Chapter 8



“Babe,” Omar said to Zoe over the phone. “I think we messed up!”

“What do you mean? Messed up with what exactly?” Zoe laughed.

“I think the joke went a little too far!”

“No, babe, relax. If there's one person that would appreciate a joke like this, it’s Madison. She’s the crazy—”

“No!” Omar cut her off, “Listen to me! I think this time, she is really pissed off!”

After a few moments of silence, Zoe spoke again, “Please, put her on the phone, let me speak to her?”

Omar sighed, “That’s not really possible right now?”

“What? Why now?”

“Because she packed all his stuff and left!”

“She—she did what? Where on earth did she go?”

“That's the worst part,” Omar swallowed hard, “I don't know!”

“What you mean you don't know? How could you just let her go?”

“I did not just let her go!” Omar snapped, “I tried to—”

Suddenly, it hit Omar like a tonne of bricks. “Babe, listen I need to go now!”

“Wai—”

Slamming down the house telephone, Omar hung up and ran up to his bedroom, grabbing his car keys.

“Michael, come. We need to go!”

“Daddy, are we fetching aunty Maddie?” Michael asked.

Omar tried his best to hide the uncertainty in his face. “Yes, we're fetching auntie Maddie!”

As they drove, Omar considered his actions.

This was a joke that went too far. For Madison to storm off like that at 06:00 in the icy cold, with nowhere to go, she must have been really hurt by their comments.

The idea of Madison being stuck out in the cold, her hands full with enough luggage to dress a whole army, frightened Omar down to his core. How the hell could he let her go!

“Daddy, are you sure auntie Maddie is okay?” Michael asked.

Omar looked at Michael through the rear-view mirror, but he struggled to make eye contact with his son. “Of course, we're going to pick her up right now!”

Dear God, please let her be okay!

Michael just stared back at his father. Despite Omar's best attempts at hiding it, Michael could sense the uncertainty and stress in his father's voice.

Large, mature trees and long winding, meandering paths led the way for Omar's search. Holding Michael firmly in his arms, Omar looked around at young kids throwing Frisbees around, couples spread out on picnic blankets and dog owners playing catch.

Most people that come to the Toronto musical garden were there because they were happy in some way or another. Everyone in this park was undeniably happy, everyone except for two people searching frantically.

After the first thirty minutes of searching, Omar grabbed Michael in his arms and started running through the park, searching high and low for Madison.

Beads of exertion formed at Omar's headline as he searched. If there were one place she would be, it's this park.

Omar stared at the name of the final restaurant, Music Garden Café. He had never felt more despondent in his life. This is like one bad nightmare every fibre in his being craved to wake up from.

"I'm sorry sir, but we are full," the waitress informed Omar. "But, if you are willing to wait for possibly thirty minutes, then I'm sure a seat will become available."

Omar sighed, “Look, I know you mean well and that you’re just doing your job, but like I said, I am not here to eat! I have been to every other restaurant in this forsaken Park, all I need to know is whether someone is in this restaurant or not?”

The waitress stared at Omar as if he were some abusive, psychotic husband trying to cause trouble. Holding firm on her decision, the waitress pushed Omar back with her clipboard, “Sorry, while I understand, I’m afraid we cannot allow you inside—”

Omar grunted, and after deciding this argument was getting him nowhere, he pushed passed the waitress and started calling out for Madison. "Madison!"

Hundreds of heads all turned to face him, but none of them was Madison.

"Sir, I'm afraid you need to leave, or I will have to contact the authorities."

Omar glared at the waitress. “Yes, fucking hell. I’m leaving.”

Omar felt defeated, none of this would have happened had he used some common sense. Of course, she would be hurt by those comments, of cou—

Omar's eyes widened, and his jaw slowly opened.

“Aunty Maddie!” Michael shouted, his voice filled with excitement.

With Michael's hand held firmly in his, Omar ran towards her.

He knew that long silky brunette hair and sleek physique of Madison from a mile away.

As he caught up to her, Omar tapped on her shoulder from behind, “Madison, oh my—

”

As soon as the brunette-haired woman with a slim figure similar to Madison, turned around, Omar quickly realised this was not her.

“Excuse me?”

Omar’s face dropped. “Oh, my apologies. I just—I just thought you were someone else.”

The woman smiled at Omar as he grabbed onto Michael’s hand and they walked passed her. “That’s one way of picking up a lady,” she flirted.

Without looking back or responding, Omar continued walking on.

Omar had reached an all-time high level of desperation. He desperately wanted to believe that woman was Madison, he desperately tried to find her, hopefully, then he can try right the wrongs he made.

“Daddy, why are we still looking for auntie Maddie?” Michael asked. “You said we will find her.”

Omar swallowed hard, his eyes grew puffy with each minute they spent looking for her. "No, my angel, auntie Maddie is just playing hide and seek. We just need to find her, and then we win!" Fighting back the tears, Omar smiled at Michael, "So just keep your eyes on the lookout for aunty Maddie, okay big boy?"

Michael lowered his face, “Okay daddy.”

Omar's heart sank as he looked at his son, who was possibly even more despondent than him.

After wasting another hour of fruitless searching, asking joggers or people trying to enjoy their picnic if they had seen anybody that matched Madison's description, Michael's leg started to cave in.

“Daddy, I'm tired now! Tell auntie Maddie to just come out?”

Omar felt his chest tightening. As much as he didn't want to admit it, he had to face reality—Madison was not there. “Okay my boy, auntie Mattie won’t come out now.” Omar took in a deep breath. “She doesn’t like to lose.”

Michael looked up at his father, with red puffy eyes. “Okay, but will auntie Maddie come back later?”

Omar held his hand on his aching chest. “I'm sorry son, but auntie Maddie is gone.”

***

Hiding behind a granite boulder, Madison ducked away from Omar and Michael searching for her.

She was first made aware of their presence when they started calling out her name, asking random people if they had seen her.

What the hell are they doing here? And I do not look like this woman!

As Madison watched little Michael running along beside his father, her makeup ran down her face, smudged by her tears. She considered calling out to them and letting her know that she was there, but she struggled to find her voice. Even if she did, she knew she wouldn't be able to look Omar in the face, without aching to slap him.

From afar, she watched on as they circled the block a few times, every time Omar came back around, he seemed to be filled with more despondency.

She wanted to believe he was sorry, but she also believed that he was only sorry because he was caught and hearing that it was meant as a joke was just further insulting.

As much as Madison felt sorry for Omar, a more significant part of her was hurt. She doesn't think she would ever be able to forgive him for that email he sent Zoe. For a large part of his stay, Madison genuinely believed that Omar enjoyed having her around. But she, of all people, should know that looks can be deceiving.

Having always played pranks on people or turning uncomfortable situations into jokes, Madison knew the power of pretending to be something you're not.

“I’m sorry son, but auntie Maddie is gone.”

Madison's heart bled as she heard Omar look down at Michael. They were moments away from leaving the park, this is the last chance she would get at going back home with them. Besides, as much as Omar was a prick, it's still better than where she had to stay for her remaining few days.

Standing outside LivingSpace hostel, Madison looked at her new home—at least, until she left Canada in the next few days.

This place was far from the lavish, yet homely life she lived with Omar and Michael. But, the hostel served its purpose. It provided her with a roof over her head for the remaining few days of her trip to Toronto—a holiday she wished would end already. What started off as a magical holiday turned into a nightmare.

Luckily, there were only three more days left of this hell. Then, Madison would go back to her lonely little apartment in Birmingham, where she could continue living her lame, and uninteresting life of working a 9 to 5, eating, sleeping, and shitting, whenever her job allowed.

While it may not sound like anything spectacular, at least she wouldn't have anybody stabbing her in the back—pretending to enjoy her company, when really, they couldn’t wait to get rid of her.

Squeezing her thighs together, Madison walked up and down the bathroom, impatiently waiting for a stall to become available. Unable to hold back any longer, Madison knocked on one of the doors of the communal bathroom.

She had been pinching for the last 10 minutes, these inconsiderate bitches need to show some accommodation.

“Do you mind?” Madison snapped as she continued rapping her knuckles on the occupied bathroom stalls. “What on earth are you people doing in there?”

“Christ, Lady! I'm still busy!” They barked. Other’s didn’t even bother to respond.

“Well, guess what! You're not the only one in this forsaken hostel.”

Madison could hear one of the women sighing from inside the stall, “You are so annoying! Why don't you just fuck off and go back to where you came from?”
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Chapter 9



"Don't you think you've had a little bit too much to drink?" Madison's roommate asked. The woman had a thick Southern Accent and told her, during their brief conversation, she was in Canada to claim her international lottery winnings.

She struck Madison as a typical nosy old lady—one that insisted on sticking her nose where it did not belong.

Madison never really considered it, but after looking over at the four bottles of whiskey—all empty, she thought she may have developed a slight problem. She glanced over at her roommate, of which she still did not know her name, or had no intentions of finding out, "you know what? I think you're right! I see a problem."

“Yeah, I'm sorry to be the one to tell you, but I noticed—”

“The fact that,” Madison cut her off, “I’m drinking in my room in this forsaken hostel is just outright depressing!”

“Um, that's not exactly—” The lady stared at Madison intently and could tell she was not getting through to her. “Yeah, okay that’s what I meant.”

Grabbing hold of her iPhone, Madison started googling the best affordable bars in town. She did not have a lot of cash at hand, but that did not mean that she could not still find ways to have fun.

Madison tried to make herself look as presentable as possible, within the shortest amount of time, before entering ‘Sidebar,’ into her Uber app. She could either sit at home and continue feeling sorry for herself or get out there and make the most of the last few days she had left in this crappy, lonely city.

“Hello, handsome,” she greeted the cab driver as she stepped into his white Toyota Corolla.

"Hello," the cab driver greeted back. "If this weren't a card trip, I would have thought you were flirting with me?"

Madison pouted her lips and narrowed her eyes seductively. “Well, who knows? Maybe I am flirting with you.”

I’m back!

Neither Zoe nor that dick ex-boyfriend of hers was going to keep her down.

“So, SideBar?” Gabriel, the Uber driver asked.

Madison smiled. “Yeah, I plan on getting wasted tonight. Care to join me?”

The driver smiled at her through the rear-view mirror. “As much as I would love to, I need to work, unfortunately.”

“Suit yourself.”

As she entered the pub, Madison headed straight for the bar. “Yeah, I’ll have three tequilas, a double gin and tonic.”

The bartender looked at Madison with a blank expression.

As he lined up the 3 shots of tequila, Madison downed each shot, one after the other. She savoured the burning sensation in her throat. She would much rather have her throat burn, then be reminded of the burning sensation she felt on her heart.

She was out to prove a point—that she did not need either Omar or Zoe to have fun!

The bartender stared at the woman standing over his bar with a British accent in awe as she downed her shots in quick succession. He wondered how such a tiny lady could consume so much alcohol at once.

Leaning over the bar, Madison smiled at the bartender, her head spinning with relief. “That was awesome! I’m going to need you to keep them coming, good-looking.”

The bartender swallowed hard, “Yes, of course, ma'am.”

Madison was on a mission, come snow or sunshine, she was going to get laid tonight. There was no way she would leave Canada, without getting a taste of Canadian dick.

As Madison made a way to the only empty table, she swayed her hips seductively with every step she took. She wanted to be seen.

As she took her seat, Madison listened in on the conversation happening behind her.

“Hello, beautiful, may I buy you a drink?” She heard a man ask nervously.

The woman shut him off, “I’m not interested.”

“Oh, that's okay. I guess you can't blame me, wanting to speak to a beautiful woman such as yourself?”

Madison looked back at the man and grinned—thinking her turn was next. To make things easier, it helped that he was quite the catch.

“Look! I said I'm not interested! Now you're really starting to irritate me, can you please get lost?”

Madison's eyes narrowed, as she heard the woman rudely chasing the man away.

Madison don't get involved, don't get involved, don't get involved.

Hearing the woman speak to him like he was a piece of shit, built a rage inside of Madison. An anger was buried inside her—waiting for the right moment to escape.

“Go away!” She had the woman say once more.

Don’t get invol—

Madison turned around and stared at the woman with a look that could kill. “Look, there is absolutely no reason to act like a bitch! The guy is trying to be friendly, try showing him some respect!”

“I'm sorry,” the woman snapped back at Madison. “But nobody was asking for the peanut gallery's comments, so why don't you mind your own business?” Her friends all cheered her on with laughter at her bitchy response towards Madison.

Madison stood to her feet, her blood boiling and her ears started zinging. This woman was seconds away from experiencing the wrath Madison buried inside her—like a volcano waiting for the right amount of pressure to erupt.

“Excuse me,” Madison shouted, her face stern and hard, “but why don't you make the peanut gallery mind their own business, bitch!”

The woman stood to her feet as well, staring Madison dead in her eyes; it was a look that said, I am not scared of you!

Madison took in a deep breath, trying to calm herself down. “All I'm saying,” Madison started. “Is that there was no reason to be rud— oh my fuck!”

Madison’s sentence was cut short as the woman threw her long island iced tea in Madison's face. Looking down on her clothes, every part of her felt sticky and wet, and not in a good way.

She stared at the woman, filled with fury. “You stupid cow! I am going to fuck you up!”

Madison heard guys in the pub cheering them on, as she grabbed on the woman's hair and yanked it down to the ground. As Madison pulled back her right arm, gaining momentum before punching the lights out of this woman, Madison felt a firm hand yank on her arm, pulling her up.

The large Nigerian bouncer, almost twice her height, lifted Madison to her feet. “I'm sorry, but you need to leave! There is no fighting in this pub!”

“Hey! That's not fair, this woman was a complete bitch! And she threw me with her drink!”

All eyes in the pub were facing them, and the crowd was behind Madison, booing the bouncer as he threw he them out. "Yeah, it's true, the blondie started it!"

The bouncer, holding both Madison and the woman she was on top of, in his large hands, pulled them both out of the bar and effortlessly flung them outside. “That’s why I’m throwing both of you out of this pub!”

As the bouncer threw Madison out of the bar, she almost plummeted to the ground, falling over her heels.

Madison was more furious than ever before. Not only did this woman completely ruin her evening by acting like a total dickhead, she now lost her drink and all the hard work she put in into making herself look presentable, had gone to the dogs. Madison was drenched in liquor.

The woman glared at Madison, equally furious. “Can you see what you did, stupid bitch!”

Madison didn't know what came over her, but it felt as if a force propelled her forward, causing her to slap the rude woman right across the face.

The sound of Madison slapping the woman was quickly drowned out by the sounds of a loud siren and flashing lights. The blue and red flashing light was blinding to Madison.

“Put your hands in the air!” An officer spoke through a megaphone.

Madison turned around, facing the police officer that approached her.

Oh God, as if my fucking life couldn't get any worse!

Madison glanced over at the woman she just slapped, who shuffled towards the officer. "Mr Officer, please help! This woman just started attacking me out of nowhere!"

Madison wondered whether the woman had a career in acting, despite calling her a bitch just a minute ago, the woman was now wailing, pretending to be some innocent victim, that just happened to be in psycho–Madison's warpath.

“Bullshit officer! Madison barked, “This woman is talking complete bullshit!"

The officer looked over at Madison. “I’m sorry ma’am, but we saw you slap this woman and that is not okay!”

“What the—” Madison grumbled, as the officer grabbed hold of her hands, flinging it behind her. “Ouch!” Madison cried as he roughly tied handcuffs behind her back, securing her arms.

Handcuffs were in mind when she planned on getting laid tonight, but not like this!

“You have the right to remain silent!”

“Oh, fuck off!” Madison snapped. “I want to speak to my lawyer!”

As soon as Madison said that, it quickly dawned on her that she was in a completely different country. Pretending to have a lawyer was not going to help her at all.

“Ma'am, would you like to make a phone call?”

Madison stared back at the officer intently. Stuck in a foreign country, with no option but to phone the one man she swore she would never see again.

Madison took in a sharp breath, swallowing her pride, “yes, please.”

The officer made little to no eye contact with Madison. “Do you need to access your phone for the phone number?”

"No, it's fine." Madison looked down at the table. "I memorised the number."

“Hello?” Omar greeted after the first ring.

Madison swallowed hard, the effects of the alcohol finally wearing off. "Hello, Omar,"

“Oh, my God Madison! I am so sorry! Where are you?”

“I’m in jail,” Madison said casually.

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah, I need your help.”
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Chapter 10



Madison had never felt more embarrassed in her life.

After running away, with her head up her ass, Madison was now back in the passenger’s seat of Omar’s Mercedes Benz Maybach, with her tail between her legs and driving back to Omar’s house.

“I’m sorry!” Madison mumbled.

Omar stared on intently as he drove on.

Madison shuffled uncomfortably in her seat. “Omar, say something!”

“Madison, I am the one that’s sorry.”

“Then why won’t you look at me?”

Omar turned and stared at Madison with teary eyes. “Because I am sorry for hurting you!” He turned his eyes back on the road, “I just hope you believe that.”

The remainder of the ride was in silence. Not a silence, filled with steamy chemistry, but of hurt feelings and remorse.

Omar tried striking up a conversation in the car, with a series of small talk. But, with so much going on in Madison’s mind, pointless jokes and bland conversation starters around the weather was not something she could be bothered with.

As they drove up in the parking lot, Madison felt familiar feelings of discomfort.

Omar saying sorry didn't take away the feeling of feeling like a complete outsider, invading the happiness of her ex-boyfriend and now, her ex-best-friend.

Omar wore a baseball cap, which looked ridiculous because it was clearly a few sizes too big. But, it served its purpose—cowering his face with his cap, he walked around the car and opened the door on Madison's end.

Madison looked up at him. “Thanks.”

As Madison made her way back to the house, Omar grabbed on her arm, pulling her towards him. “Madison, look,” he started. “I’m sorry, and I messed up, but what you saw was all meant to be a joke.”

Madison felt her insides churn. “You think making people feel like crap is a joke?”

Omar stared intensely in Madison's eyes.

Turning the key in the lock, Omar pushed the front door open. “I know you’re upset with me, and honestly I don’t blame you.”

Madison stood at the door with folded arms. “Okay, please can we not have this conversation now. Wait, where’s Michael?”

“Oh shit!” Madison screeched and quickly grabbed onto Omar’s arm. “Zo—Zoe, what are you doing here?”

Forgetting her five days were up, Madison was surprised to see Zoe standing in the kitchen, wearing a silky bathroom gown.

“Maddie, I’m so glad you’re okay!” Zoe ran up to Madison and extended her arms forward as she reached in for a hug.

With a clenched jaw, Madison extended her hand forward as well. Not to reach out for a hug, but to stop Zoe.

If Madison knew Zoe would be here, she would never have bothered phoning Omar for help.

Zoe looked down at the floor. “I’m sorry Madison, it was all meant to be a joke.”

Madison’s nostrils flared. If she must hear them tell her this was meant to be a joke one more time, she was going to lose her shit.

"Yeah, I'm sorry about everything. I'm just going to grab my bags, and I will be out of your way." Madison shuffled towards Zoe and mentally started calculating how much she owed them for her brief stay.

“Madison, can you stop being so fucking stubborn for once in your life and just listen?” Zoe shouted.

Madison paused, taken aback by Zoe’s sudden outburst.

"For once in my life? When the fuck have I been stubborn?"

“Omar and I knew you would look at the laptop screen. So, when he saw you enter the bathroom, he messaged me and told me to send the message. It’s a pity you up and left before reading the entire message. Because if you did, you would have seen my response saying this was all a joke, you nosy parker.”

Madison swallowed hard. “What do you mean he knew I would look at the laptop screen?”

"Well," Omar said, "We planned this because we knew you stumbled across our naked pictures, and so we suspected you might return to look at more and that's when we came up with the plan to throw a little spanner in the works. Obviously, this all backfired, and we apologise."

Madison felt heat rise to her cheeks. They knew she saw them naked?

Madison couldn’t decide whether she was still upset for the prank played on her or if she was more embarrassed. They must think of her as such a pervert for going through their personal images.

Madison swallowed hard and looked down on the ground. “I’m sorry! I— I didn’t mean to go through your personal things.”

A devious grin formed on Zoe's lips. "Are you kidding me?" She turned and faced Omar for reassurance, before turning back to Madison. "In fact, we were thrilled to have found out you saw those images?"

Madison’s eyebrows crinkled together. “You,” she took in a sharp breath, “sorry, you were what?”

“Happy,’ Omar repeated.

“Yes, happy,” Zoe continued. “So, here’s the thing. Omar had a crush on you since high school. And to be honest, I have always had a crush on you as well. Since we were little girls, I would always look at you and think I would do anything in the world to kiss Madison.” An evil glint sparkled in Zoe’s eye. It was a look Madison had never seen before.

All these years, Madison had looked at Zoe with the greatest of envy, only to find out Zoe secretly liked her? This all felt surreal, but hearing this confession left a wet patch inside Madison’s panties.

“Oh, shit!” Madison gasped as Omar placed his large, strong hands on her arm, turning to face her.

"Madison, what my wife is trying to say is that we both find you irresistible. We weren't quite sure if you felt the same. But, going back for the second round of our nudes was all the convincing we needed."

Madison felt weak at the knees.

Is this another one of their sick jokes?

Slapping herself on the cheeks, she shook her head and opened her eyes wide.

Is this all a dream?

Am I going to wake up, laying in my patch of wetness, still stuck behind a prison cell?

For the next few moments, the spotlight was on Madison as Zoe and Omar stared deep into Madison’s eyes with eager anticipation.

Slowly Zoe broke her gaze. “She’s not interested, Omar. Madison, I’m so so—”

“Are you kidding me?” Madison cut her off. “The most beautiful woman and the sexiest man, with a cock that shouldn’t even be legal, just told me they want to get with me.”

A smile slowly spread across Madison’s face.

Omar took that as his cue, as he edged closer to Madison and softly brushed the free brown strands of hair from Madison's face. Madison stared helplessly as he pushed her hair behind her ears.

“So,” Omar’s voice cut through Madison’s rapidly beating heart. “Time to play?”
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Chapter 11



Omar’s dark eyes never left hers, as he slowly closed in on her.

Madison swallowed hard. Her legs felt like jelly, and her heart raced faster than a speeding bullet.

From the corner of Madison’s eyes, she noticed Zoe smirking, but she wouldn’t dare lift her gaze from Omar.  

Omar continued making his way forward, closing the gap between himself and Madison, only pausing once he was an inch away from her aching body.

Madison’s lips were dry. She desperately wanted to extend her tongue and lick them, but she would rather have Omar do that for her.

Sparks of sexual tension flew across the room. Madison could feel Omar’s breath on her skin. Her breathing grew sharp and erratic as Omar continued staring intensely into her eyes.

With one, powerful stare, Omar left every part of Madison aching, begging for more.

Slowly, Omar leaned his head closer to Madison, biting on his bottom lip as he drew closer.

Madison stared back at him with parted lips. Even with Zoe watching, she wanted him so bad. After 7 years of not seeing the man, who would have thought he could still make her pussy quiver with desire. Staring deep into her mouth, through her parted lips, Omar drew an inch closer.

His lips were an inch away from Madison's full red lips, and she felt the warmth of his breath on his lips.

With her weakening knees, her legs finally caved in. Madison grabbed onto Omar’s face.

Holding herself up as she latched onto his squared jaw, and she softly whispered, "Kiss me!"

Omar didn't need any further convincing. Grabbing Madison by the back of her head, he leaned in and smacked his lips passionately against hers. Instinctively, Madison opened her mouth, welcoming him in. The soft brushes from his beard that rubbed against her lips as he slid his tongue inside her sent shivers down Madison's spine.

The sounds of their lips smacking together echoed in the room.

Madison’s aching pussy grew wetter with every passing moment as Omar’s tongue swirled inside her mouth, and he ran his hands through her silky brunette hair.

How could something this wrong feel so right at the same time?

Madison's eyes shot open as she pulled away from Omar. Madison realised Omar still hadn't answered her. “Wait! Where is Michael!”

“Michael,” Zoe said, walking down the stairs in a sexy faux leather harness, “Is over at the neighbours. As soon as I heard you’re coming over, I suspected we may need a babysitter for the night.”

With drool that edged off the side of Madison’s mouth, she stared at the vixen in black for a few moments, before returning her gaze to Michael. “Wow! Zoe, I didn’t know you had it in you!”

Madison was so focused on sucking on Omar's thick lips that she didn't even notice Zoe disappearing and returning with a change of outfit.

Omar burst out laughing. “Oh, you clearly don’t know Zoe very well!”

Omar and Zoe exchanged fiery looks of desire, that sent Madison’s craving through the roof.

Slowly returning her gaze on Madison, Omar smiled. “She is a freak and a half.”

“So,” Zoe continued. “I’m just going to be as open and frank as possible.”

Walking in 2-inch red high heels, Zoe slowly walked towards Madison. Madison stood back and watched as her every curve swayed effortlessly with every step she took.

Seeing her in this outfit, if Madison wanted to grab her breasts this time, no one would blame her. Her breasts were massive under that harness.

Madison felt her throat tighten.

Zoe casually looked passed Madison, twirling her golden blonde hair in between her fingers. “I have wanted you since we were kids.”

Zoe seductively ran the back of her nails against Madison’s arms, sending shivers down her spine. She gave Madison a devilish grin before swaying her hips towards Omar. “And I’ve seen the way you look at Omar. Honestly, I don’t blame you, he gives you the same hungry stares.”

She continued working those French tips as she ran them down Omar’s chest. Through his tight white shirt, Madison could see the excitement as his nipples perked up. Glancing lower, she could tell that was not the only body part excited.

Zoe ran her nails along his chest and down to his midsection.

“Oh, fuck!” Omar cried out. In a fit of passion, Zoe grabbed on his hardening crotch through his jeans.

She held his cock and balls in her hands and turned her attention back to Madison. “I can’t think of anything sexier than watching the two people I love most go at it.”

Madison’s knees grew weaker by the second—nearing the verge of collapse. Her desire reached an all-time high. Falling back against the couch, Madison watched as Zoe man-handled Omar’s manhood.

Omar grinned deviously. “If there is one thing I believe in, it’s making my woman happy.”

Madison knew this better than anyone.

He grabbed Zoe by the head and started kissing her passionately. Madison could almost taste his tongue brushing against hers.

As they broke off the kiss, Omar slowly pulled away and stared at Madison with a look she had never seen before. It was as if he was possessed by a sexual demon, eager to claim his prize.

As Madison watched Omar walking back to her, his pace increasing, a wave of emotion flooded over her.

Madison isn’t always immediately attracted to most men. But, with Omar, it was different. She had wanted him since they were in school together. Every fibre of her being ached for him.

She had never seen the look Omar had in his eyes, as his dark eyes stared intently into hers. It was a look that cut through her and stopped her in her tracks. One that demanded control.

Madison couldn’t tell if she was excited or scared at the prospect of what Omar was about to do to her. But, one thing she knew for sure, was that she had never wanted anyone more in her life.

Omar leaned on Madison, and after brushing the loose strands of hair out of her face, he finished where he left off and smacked his lips on Madison's, wasting little time to stretch his tongue forward, eager to taste her.

Madison got the first feel of his hardening cock against her. Her pussy quivered as she felt his manhood pressing against her thigh. She had seen his cock in pictures, she even got off on the idea of tasting that delicious Arabic cock in her mouth, but now, she will finally get to see that prick in the flesh.

The thought of wrapping her tiny hands around Omar’s dick caused Madison to instinctively open her legs.

Looking down at Madison’s legs that slowly spread, Omar grinned, taking that as his cue.

Madison squirmed as he placed his large hands on her thigh. Wearing a skirt as short as Madison’s, he didn’t have to do much until he discovered her patch of wet happiness.

Slowly snaking his hands up her thighs, he filled Madison with a wave of ecstasy. Panting desperately, she snapped her legs closed, holding his hand captive in between her thighs.

Omar pulled away from her, breaking their kiss. He breathed heavily as he stared in Madison’s eyes. He could tell that as much as Madison wanted him, something held her back. “I need you to trust me, okay?” He breathed.

As he spoke, Madison closed her eyes and relaxed her thighs, opening up to the intense release she was about to feel. “Good,” Omar whispered and continued snaking his hand up her thigh.

With her eyes shut tight, Madison gasped as his fingers were a mere inch away from her wetness.

She opened her eyes and found Omar looking down on her, smiling. His dark, mysterious eyes told her everything he was ready to do to her.

Omar pulled his hand out from under his thigh and lifted Madison, carrying her in his arms as he slowly placed her on the dining room table.

“Oh, babe!” Zoe said, watching the show from the side. “What’s for supper?”

Omar grinned back at his wife. “Tonight, we’re having pussy. Pussy with a creamy white sauce.” He slowly shifted his gaze down into Madison’s eyes. “And did I mention, I’ve got quite an appetite?”

Madison's lips fluttered at the thought of this Eastern God sticking his tongue where it ached most. Madison found the idea of being placed on the dining room table thrilling. This was where Omar served up a killer breakfast every morning, and now, she was on the menu.

Omar stared intensely into Madison’s breasts as he slowly lifted each button on her blouse.

As Zoe watched her man take complete control over her best friend, she found it was becoming increasingly more challenging to resist slipping her fingers down her panties.

With Madison laid back on the table, Omar slowly pulled her blouse open. Biting his lower lip, he stared intently at her chest and ran his eyes down her waist. Madison had a small, petite waist most men would die for and Omar was no exception.

“Fuck, you are sexy!” He commented.

Madison stared back at him with helpless eyes, panting heavily and as she opened her mouth to speak, Omar leaned down on her and started sucking on her neck.

Madison’s head fell back with the sensation of Omar delicately nibbling on the side of her neck, working his way down to her beautiful breasts, leaving a trail of kisses along his path.

“Oh, God!” Madison moaned as he grabbed each breast firmly in his hand and started squeezing on her tits.

Madison had never felt this worshipped when having sex before. It was as blissful as it was torturous. With Omar’s every touch, Madison ached for him inside her, but he made her wait.

Madison’s wet pussy ached to be touched.

She felt herself losing more control with every touch. As Omar continued touching her all over, except for where it ached most.

Running his eyes down Madison, he lifted her and skillfully pulled the straps of her bra. With her bra loosened, he flicked it to the side. Madison turned her head to watch as Zoe grabbed hold of her bra, pulling it to her nose and took in a deep whiff.

Madison’s nipples stood hard and ached for attention as Omar took each bud in between his lips.  Throwing her head back, she allowed herself to escape in the ecstasy of his touch. As he leaned against her, Madison could feel his hard cock standing at full attention.

Daringly, Madison snaked her hand behind Omar’s back. Lifting his tight white shirt, she slowly pulled it up and over his head.

Madison breathed out slowly as she took in the sight of Omar's perfect abs. When they were dating, she always imagined seeing him naked for the first time. Her imagination did little justice to the reality.

Delicate hairs rested on his chiselled chest as she reached out her hands and ran her fingers across his chest. Omar sat up with parted lips at the soft touch of her fingers running down his abs. With a complexion to make any woman melt, Madison couldn’t wait to run her tongue against his body.

Omar slowly lowered himself down Madison. His dark eyes remained fixed on Madison’s eyes as he slithered down her body, stopping once his mouth could smell the sweet scent of her cunt. Omar would soon discover her soaking cunt and Zoe, who stood breathing heavily from the side, was just as anxious for Omar to reveal Madison’s cunt.

Omar pulled on the button holding up her skirt and slowly slid the skirt down Madison’s sleek, smooth legs.

With her skirt pulled off, Omar looked back up at Madison as he started sucking on her legs. Rolling his tongue up her smooth thighs and fast approaching her aching cunt. Madison laid back on the table and kicked about as his inevitable touch on her pussy grew nearer. The anticipation of him rolling that tongue on her cunt drove her wild.

Once Omar finally reached the spot where it ached most, he closed his eyes and took in a deep breath. The sweet scent of Madison’s pussy drove him insane, leaving him impatient and more eager than ever before.

Pulling on the band of Madison's underwear, he pulled her lacy panties down her thighs. With her aching pussy exposed, the cold Canadian winter breeze brushed against her wetness, filling her with goosebumps.

“Fuck,” Omar breathed and turned to Zoe. “Isn’t this pussy just amazing!”

Zoe grinned deviously in response. This was Omar's moment, and Zoe wanted him to enjoy every second of it.

With Madison’s panties pulled out from under her feet, Omar held her legs firmly in between his arms. His strong biceps pressed against her aching legs. The last thing he wanted was for her to be kicking about while he ate out that sweet cunt.

Lowering himself onto Madison, Omar extended his tongue forward and rolled his tongue in-between the folds of Madison’s cunt, licking up the juices that glistened on her soaking cunt.

“Oh, my fuck!” Madison squirmed. She wanted nothing more than for him to push his tongue forward and spread her lips apart as he entered her.

Loosening his grip on her right thigh, Omar brought his finger to Madison’s cunt. Stroking his middle finger in-between her folds, he filled Madison with ripples of pleasure that flowed through her body and echoed in her aching cunt.

Omar stared at Madison and waited for the right moment, the moment where she looked like she was about to cave in with an uncontrollable craving before his finger found her entrance. Using Madison's juices as lube, Omar slipped his finger into her opening, pushing her lips apart as he ran his fingers against her aching flesh.

“Jesus! Fuck!” Madison howled.

Zoe looked down on Madison who breathed out heavy sighs of passion and reached down for Madison's mouth, wasting little time to stick her tongue inside Madison's open mouth.

Zoe’s lips felt so soft as Madison sucked on her lower lip, breathing out sighs of ecstasy.

Lifting her head, Madison broke the kiss and looked up helplessly at Zoe, as Omar slipped in a second finger.

Even with both fingers spreading a fire inside her cunt, she knew it was nothing compared to what was yet to come.

Zoe grinned at Madison, and slowly looked up at Omar. “Babe, I think Madison is ready for you.”

Omar couldn’t have been more eager as he lifted himself off Madison’s pussy and felt her legs relax as he slipped his fingers out of her.

Gasping for air, struggling to regain her breath, Madison watched as Omar pulled Zoe into him, kissing her passionately as they bodies pressed tightly against each other. The fact that he could still look at his wife with so much passion made Madison want him even more.

The sounds of Omar groaning drove Madison crazy. She wanted to hear him groan as his cock spread her tight lips apart.

With the couple still pressed firmly against each other, Madison watched on with eager anticipation as Zoe lowered her hands down his back, snaking them towards his waist and latching onto his belt. She slipped her hands to the front, pulling her hips away as she grabbed on the buckle of his belt.

With his belt loosened, Zoe wasting little time to pull on the button of his jeans and lower his zipper.

Madison felted new wave of heat rush over her. She had seen his flaccid cock before, she had even seen his hardened cock in pictures, but she would finally get to see the tool that will be used to drive her insane in the flesh.

As Zoe pulled down his jeans, Madison licked her lips at the wet patch that developed inside his white underwear. A patch of his pre-cum pressed against his white fabric—a sign that he was as impatient as Madison.

His cock pushed hard against his briefs, begging for its release.

With parted lips, Madison gaped at the unveiling, watching as Zoe dug her nails into the stretch band of his underwear and slowly lowered his briefs down his thighs to his ankles. His cock bounced with an eagerness that sent chills down Madison’s spine.

“Oh my God!” Madison gasped in a shrilled voice. Her eyes sparkled as she stared at Omar’s hardened cock. She had never felt more conflicted in her life. She was nervous, but at the same time, she’s never been more excited.

Just as Madison suspected, Omar was gifted—with a package most men would give up their souls for.

She saw his manhood first-hand when she saw him stepping out of the shower. But, even then, she could not have anticipated his size when hard. She could not have anticipated the thick, ferocious veins that wrapped around his cock.

Madison swallowed hard. She knew that within the next few moments, she would feel those veins pulsating inside her, as he brushed his cock in and out of her wet pussy.

“So, Madison,” Zoe grinned. “You think you can handle him?”

Madison swallowed. “Dear God,” Madison breathed, “Is this what you’ve been dealing with?”

A wide grin was plastered on Zoe’s face. “Definitely not the faint-hearted.”

Omar had a devilish glimmer in his eye as he slowly strolled towards Madison, his cock bouncing with every move.

As Madison laid on the table, with her legs spread wide and a raging cock fast approaching her, she opened her mouth wide. She knew Omar’s shaft would stretch her mouth like never before. As she looked at the cum that glistened on his head, she instinctively reached out her hands, grabbed on his shaft at the base and pulled him towards her. Her impatience had reached an all-time high—she needed to taste him.

As his cock pushed into her mouth, Madison got a taste of his fresh, salty cum. The taste of his semen filled her taste buds and drove her senses wild, leaving her pussy fluttering.

As she struggled to wrap around his dick, she could feel his powerful veins pulsate against her small hands. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath to prepare herself, before opening her mouth wide and allowing him inside her.

Madison took the head of his circumcised cock, she playfully rolled her tongue on his opening. In the next few minutes, jets of sticky cum would shoot out of his opening. With that thought in mind, she extended her head and took in his first inch.

In a fit of passion, Omar grabbed on Madison’s head, slowly thrusting forward to allow Madison to take more of his manhood in her mouth.

"Wow!" Zoe commented, like an eager spectator at a sports stadium, waiting for her favourite player to score a goal. "I don't think I've ever seen Omar cum from just a blow job, but something tells me this might just be his first!"

Madison felt her cheeks burning, blushing at the thought of being able to make her best friends man squirm with just her mouth.

With lust-filled eyes, Omar looked down on Madison as she took in every inch of him – all 9.5 inches of his thick manhood. He marvelled at the site of a woman being able to submerge his entire manhood inside her mouth, without even the slightest hint of gagging. While Madison made it look easy, lucky for her, she had no gag reflex.

As Omar continued thrusting his hips back and forth, shoving his cock in and out of Madison’s moist mouth. Omar’s lips trembled as he watched her full lips wrap around his him, Zoe could tell it was becoming too much for him.

Madison could sense the same as she held onto his firm, clenching ass. She pulled her head back and pushed Omar back.

"Oh no, you don't!" Madison smirked.

Her pussy still aching with an uncontrollable desire. “I have a much better place for you to finish the job!”

Omar didn’t need a second invitation, eagerly he darted off to the edge of the table, and grabbed Madison by the legs.

"Oh fuck!" Madison groaned as she slid down the table. Omar pulled her legs over him, and she wrapped them around his waist.

Grabbing on his cock, Omar slapped his dick on her pussy—teasing her entrance before pushing his way inside. He watched as Madison squirmed, breathing heavily with every slap.

“Fuck me!” Madison begged as she writhed on the table.

Madison ran her hands through her hair as Omar placed his head at her entrance.

“Wait!” Omar breathed. “I don’t have a condom.”

Madison lifted her head, her cheeks were a burning red, flustered with desire. “That’s the last thing you need to worry about big boy, now to stick it in me already!”

“Oh fuck!!!” Madison squirmed.

At her command, Omar placed his head at Madison’s entrance and slowly pushed his clock forward, spreading her wet lips apart as he entered her.

The room was filled with sounds of heavy panting and Madison moaning as she took in every inch of his thick shaft. With eyes shut tight, and her hands running wildly through her hair, Madison finally let out a sigh of relief once Omar was balls deep inside her.

Once Omar's cock was submerged entirely inside her wet cunt, Madison opened her eyes and found Zoe standing beside her. Unable to control herself, Zoe lifted the bands of her black, leather harness and her pussy was in Madison's face as she rubbed her finger along her slit.

Watching her best friend get off at the sight of her husband fucking her, was enough to drive Madison over the edge. She needed to be filled, and she couldn't think of anyone better than Omar.

With every thrust, Omar pumped his cock harder into Madison’s cunt.

“Yes! Harder!” Madison begged.

Madison could smell the sweet scent of Zoe’s pussy as she slipped in a second finger and started working her pussy with vigorous speed.

Omar reached forward, and with Madison’s legs securely wrapped around his waist, he reached for her breasts and gently squeezed on her tits.

His touch drove her into a state of ecstasy. Her entire body was filled with lustful desire, and as much she tried controlling it, she couldn't hold back her release any longer.

“Oh fuck!” Madison screeched.

“Oh yes!” Omar groaned. “Come for me!” Omar lowered his thumb on Madison’s clit, fiercely rubbing on her clit as she squirmed violently on the table. The pitch of her moans increased with every passing moment.

Losing all sense of control, Madison dove headfirst into her orgasm. Her entire body tingled as a wave of relentless ecstasy flood over her, rushing throughout her body and landing straight in her cunt. At the sight of Madison squirming, Omar grunted violently as well.

As Madison found her release, she felt Omar’s cock swell inside her, pressing hard against the walls of her pussy.

“Fuck! Yes!” Omar came with a loud groan as his cock twitched and thrusted inside Madison, coating her walls with his warm, sticky seed. He jerked violently as he shot each jet of his warm cum against her flesh.

As Omar found his orgasm, Madison squeezed her pussy, wrapping herself tightly around his thick cock, which sent Omar through the roof.

“Fuck!”

As Madison laid back, reduced to nothing but violent heartbeats, she looked up at Omar and saw the beads of sweat that formed in his forehead—a portrait of his hard work.

Omar gave one final glance over at his wife, before collapsing on Madison.

Madison strained through blurry vision and watched as Zoe crashed onto the chair, violently rubbing on her clit.

“Oh, my fuck!” Zoe breathed, finding her own release.

Intense heat and lust flooded over her and her legs shook violently.

The Madison, Zoe and Omar all gasped for air, Madison looked up at Omar and smiled.

It was a devious grin, and from that look, he knew he satisfied her.

Slowly lifting her head, she looked down at his softening cock.

Shit. How is any man going to compete with that?

Madison’s dirty past became her blissful present.
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Chapter 12



"Auntie Maddie!" Michael ran up to Madison, who sat at the breakfast table wearing her stock standard pink bedroom attire. Running up to Madison, Michael hugged her around the waist. 

Zoe brought Michael back from his sleep over the previous night, and Madison couldn't have been happier to see him.

Madison pulled Michael up, placing him on her lap. "Hello, big boy! Oh my, I missed you so much!"

"Where were you, auntie Maddie?" Michael asked and looked up at her, expectantly.

"I… err," Madison turned to look at Omar.

"Your auntie Maddie was playing hide and seek, remember?” Omar cut in.

"Um—yes! And I won!" Madison slowly turned to Zoe and Omar. “And, I found more than I bargained for!”

Zoe blushed, looking down at her plate of food. "Yeah, she does play a good game.”

Madison glanced down at her wristwatch. 

"So, big boy, I need to get going today. Why don't I come up with you and help you put on your best outfit?"

Zoe burst out laughing. "Okay, calm down! I know you’re going back home, but I thought you left Queen Elizabeth behind in England. What is she doing in my kitchen, and why does she need his best outfit?”

"Because,” Madison said. “He just does.”

Holding Michael in her hands, Madison got to her feet. "Now, if you'll excuse me, we have to get changed into something a little more… dashing!”

“Oh, wow! Look at you!” Omar applauded as Madison walked down the stairs with Michael in hand.

Wearing a white Kurta made of Royal Satin, Omar bought Michael during his travels to Egypt earlier that,  Michael looked like an Arab prince.

Zoe pulled her hands to her mouth. “Michael doesn't wear that nearly enough! My handsome big boy!”

Madison glanced at her wristwatch again.

What's taking them so long!

"Well," Zoe started. "Since Michael is dressed like Royalty, compliments of the Queen, herself. What do you say we do something amazing in your last few hours?”

"No! Nobody is going anywhere!” Madison said a little more enthusiastically than she meant to let out. “I mean, no. No, let’s just stay in for a bit?”

“Why not? Your flight is only at 19:00, so we still have some time?”

Madison stole another glance at her watch. “No, I think we should all just stay put!”

Zoe stared at Madison curiously, before turning to Michael. “Sweetheart, would you mind fetching mommy’s cell phone from my room?”

“Okay, mommy!”

“Okay,” Zoe started, once Michael was upstairs. “What is going on? I thought everything is okay with us?”

Omar stole glances from the corner of his eye. Things looked as though they were about to heat up and if there is one thing he learned, it’s that sometimes, it’s better for him to not get involved.

“Are you still upset with us or do you not want to spend the last few hours with us?” Zoe asked, once Michael was upstairs.

"No! Not at all!" Madison leaned forward and rubbed on Zoe's shoulders and took a deep breath. "It's not that at all!”

"Then what is it? Because, Madison, I must say that you look very uncomfortable today and you’ve been staring at your watch the entire morning—”

Saved by the doorbell. Zoe turned towards the door that cut her sentence midway.

Omar looked at Madison and Zoe with narrowed eyes. “Um, we're not expecting anyone, are we?”

“As a matter of fact,” Madison started, beaming from ear to ear, “I believe we are.” 

“No, we're not! Nobody rings on our doorbell!” Zoe echoed.

With his hands still sticky with dishwashing liquid, Omar dried his hands on his apron and flung the dish-drying towel over his shoulder.

Madison shot to her feet, and after licking her thumb, she brushed his thick eyebrows with her thumb, straightening out each strand. “There, now you can go!” 

Zoe stared at Madison with an expression that shouted; ‘What the actual fuck is going on?’

The doorbell rang again. 

“Patience! I’m coming,” Omar shouted out. 

Omar flung the door open. “Hello! Can we—"

Omar gasped, and the towel dropped to the ground. His hands flew to his chest, but he stared on, frozen.

“Son,” A rough voice said from the other side of the door. “We've missed you.”

Omar slowly turned his gaze to Madison, and she ran up to give him a massive hug as she watched his head begin to jerk and his eyes became puffier with every moment he spent staring at his parents. 

When Madison read the email from Omar's mother, she knew there was something she had to do. It was bad enough that Michael would never get to see his grandparents from Zoe’s side, but he deserved to meet Omar’s parents. 

She knew she had to do something to change that.

As Madison stared out of the flight, whispering, ‘Goodbye’ to this beautiful country of Canada. She realised that she helped bring her ex-boyfriend’s family together, amended her relationship with Zoe, and found the ultimate closure. 

Now, she had never been more excited to get back home and start working on her own fairy-tale ending.

The End.
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Dear Diary

Thursday was a sunny day in Chicago, filled with promise, at least until he discovered my secret I have worked hard to keep hidden.

"We must do this again," Alexis told me after lunch.

"Yeah," I blushed, "we must."

"I'll see you soon babe," Alexis said as she slapped my ass. Walking away from that sexy vixen, I felt heat grow in my cheeks.

Dear diary,

Today was something magical, to say the least!

I spent most of my day with Alexis, and as usual, I left with a quivering cunt. 


Every time I see her, it's as if I was seeing her all over again for the first time. How the fuck can one woman have such a strong hold over me?

My insides melt with every passing moment I spend with her. 


I watch greedily as she flicks her hair and I just want to stick my face inbetween those voluptuous tits. 


I cannot help but think that one day my fantasy might just come to life.

Wishful thinking? Perhaps.

But, as you know, Dear diary, my fantasy doesn’t end there. 


I wonder what Storm would think had he known I secretly wanted to watch him spread her tight pussy lips apart and ravish her cunt?

Would he think of me weird? A freak?

Would he, for some unknown reason like the idea?

Oh my God. Would he file for divorce?

As much as I know this is just a fantasy and will probably remain as such, I cannot help but let my mind run loose. 


I don't imagine him lasting very long as she rides his thick cock and explodes inside. 


Perhaps, just for good measure, she would lift herself off his cock and crawl up to his face to let him suck his cum out of her pussy.


Alexis strikes me as the type.

Oh shit, it sounds like Storm's home.

Until next time.

***

"Hey love, I greeted Storm.

"Hi babe," he yawned.

"Hectic day?"

"Yeah, I suppose you could say that!"

"Well, I have good news for you! I made your favorite; spaghetti Bolognese!"

"Thanks, babe, but I'm not hungry. All I want is sleep."

As I watched Storm walked up the stairs, heading for the bedroom. 


My heart sank. 

I miss the small-talk we used to have.

I miss the days we would make passionate love at the end of a long day. Oh, he wouldn’t stop pounding me, until I begged him to stop!

That German blood of his is no joke. He has beautiful sky blues and slick blonde hair, just to seal the deal.

The other gift his German blood gave him is that huge cock of his. Storm is one well-endowed man.

I think back to the times when he would be all over me. We would make love all day, to the point where I struggled to walk. If it weren't for my fingers and my faithful dildo, I would be one frustrated woman. 


My pussy would be tighter than my bank balance at month end. 

Since we were married, Storm has insisted I do not need to work. 


Sometimes, I regret giving up my day job. 


Perhaps, if I worked like an average person, I would be a little more normal? I wouldn't be the wife that has such odd fantasies about her husband taking my best friend…

Dear Diary is a free sexy book, available exclusively to all my subscribers.

Click here to download you free copy.
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