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Chapter 1: Black Friday Shopping
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The world outside the car windows was a study in monochrome, the deep indigo of a late November night just beginning to bleed into a soft, slate grey at the horizon. Streetlights cast long, lonely shadows that swooped and vanished as Gerald guided their dependable Honda CR-V through the sleeping suburbs. In the passenger seat, Sadie was a vibrant splash of colour and life against the gloom.

She hummed along to the low R&B playing on the stereo, her fingers tracing patterns on the condensation of her travel mug. The scent of cheap, potent coffee and her vanilla-scented lotion filled the cabin—a familiar, comforting perfume for their annual pilgrimage.

“Okay, final inventory,” she said, her voice bright with a nervous energy that belied the 4:30 AM hour. She pulled her phone from the pocket of her puffy coat, the screen illuminating her face. “We’re aiming for the ‘Cozy Canyon’ section first. That’s where the new ‘Sunset Fade’ jeans are supposed to be. If they have my size, it’s a seventy percent saving, Gerald. Seventy.”

Gerald took his eyes off the road for a second to glance at her. Her enthusiasm was infectious. A smile played on his lips. “The ‘Sunset Fade’ jeans. Got it. Operation Denim is a go.”

“Then,” she continued, leaning toward him as if sharing a state secret, “we swing by ‘Intimate Intentions.’”

“The underwear aisle,” he translated, his tone dry but his eyes twinkling.

“It’s not just an aisle, it’s a destination. They’ve got new lace-trimmed chemises, according to the online flyer. And if we find one... you get final approval, of course.”

“My approval is a foregone conclusion if you’re in it,” he said, reaching over to squeeze her knee. His hand was warm, a solid and reassuring weight through the thick fabric of her coat. “But we’re not getting trampled for a chemise, Sadie. Promise me. If it’s a rugby scrum, we retreat to the small appliances section and buy a new kettle.”

She placed her hand over his, lacing their fingers together. “I promise. No trampling. We are strategic shoppers, not savages.” She brought his knuckles to her lips and gave them a soft kiss before letting go. “This is our fourth year. We’re veterans.”

It was true. This early-morning, caffeine-fuelled trip to the monolithic, brightly lit Wallymart had become one of their weirdest and most cherished traditions. It had started as a joke, a dare to see just how crazy it could get, and had morphed into something they genuinely looked forward to. It was theirs—a bubble of shared madness in the middle of the consumerist chaos.

“Do you remember our first year?” Gerald asked, as if reading her thoughts. He flicked the turn signal, the empty intersection theirs for the taking. “That woman with the three carts full of discounted pancake mix.”

Sadie let out a full-throated laugh. “Oh my God, yes! And you offered to help her stack them and she looked at you like you were trying to steal her syrup potential.” She shook her head, still smiling. “And last year, when we found that perfect, ridiculously soft throw blanket and just camped out on it in the aisle until the clock struck six.”

“We were the epitome of class and dignity,” Gerald deadpanned.

“We were comfortable,” she corrected him, her gaze soft as she watched him drive. She loved these moments most, she thought. The quiet, in-between times. The shared silence in a car hurtling toward a shared goal. He was her anchor, his calm, steady presence a perfect counterbalance to her own fiery passion. He knew her inside and out—knew about her flustered, academic crush on Idris Elba, knew about her more general, long-standing appreciation for darker skin tones that was equal parts aesthetic admiration and a curiosity she’d never acted upon before him. He never made her feel strange about it; he understood it was just a part of her, like her love for terrible reality TV and her lethal chocolate chip cookies.

He was handsome in a way that always made her heart do a little flip. Not in a sharp, magazine-cover way, but in a strong, reliable way. The clean line of his jaw, the gentle slope of his nose, the way his shoulders filled out his own practical, dark jacket. He was her person.

As they pulled into the vast, terrifyingly full parking lot of Wallymart, the spell of the quiet drive broke. The place was already a zoo. Headlights criss-crossed like searchlights, people in heavy coats half-ran, half-walked toward the glowing automatic doors, their breath pluming in the frigid air.

“Whoa,” Sadie breathed, her eyes wide. “It’s more packed than last year.”

Gerald navigated slowly, his hunter-gatherer instincts kicking in as he searched for a spot. “It’s the jeans. Word got out about the jeans.”

Sadie couldn’t help but laugh.

Finally, he found a space at the very back of the lot, next to a dented minivan that had clearly seen its own share of Black Friday battles. He turned off the engine, and the sudden silence was filled with the distant, muffled sounds of car doors and excited chatter.

They sat for a moment, looking at the fortress of commerce ahead.

“You ready for this?” he asked, unbuckling his seatbelt.

Sadie turned to him, her expression a mixture of determination and pure, unadulterated glee. She reached out and brushed a stray thread from the shoulder of his coat, her touch lingering.

“With you?” she said, her voice dropping to that intimate, slightly husky register he loved. “Always.”

She leaned across the centre console and kissed him. It wasn’t a peck; it was a slow, promising kiss, full of the coffee they’d shared and the anticipation of the day. It was a kiss that said I love you and this is fun and just wait until we get home with our spoils all at once.

When they pulled apart, the windows were starting to fog.

“Okay, team,” Sadie said, clapping her hands together once, the sound sharp in the quiet car. “Let’s go shopping.”

They stepped out into the biting cold, their boots crunching on the gritty asphalt. Gerald came around the car and took her hand, his larger one enveloping hers completely. Together, shoulders squared against the chill and the coming frenzy, they walked toward the blazing lights of Wallymart, a united front ready for whatever deals—or adventures—the day might bring.
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The automatic doors hissed open, and they were engulfed. The sheer sensory overload of Wallymart on Black Friday was a force of nature. A wall of artificially warm, popcorn-scented air hit them, mingling with the staticky hum of a hundred conversations and the distant, tinny beat of Christmas music. The store was a sea of people, a slow-moving current of determined shoppers navigating islands of discounted merchandise.

“Okay,” Sadie shouted over the din, squeezing Gerald’s hand before letting go. “Cozy Canyon is that way,” she said, pointing towards the back right of the store, where a large, garish sign depicted a cartoon bear wearing jeans. “Where are you headed?”

Gerald’s eyes scanned the chaos, a tactical glint in them. “I’m going to swing by Automotive. I saw they had a deal on a jump-starter pack. Then maybe Electronics, just to see the carnage from a distance. Meet you in... twenty minutes by the greeting cards?” The card aisle was their traditional, slightly calmer rendezvous point.

“Perfect. Don’t get into a fistfight over a power tool!” she called back, already beginning to merge with the crowd.

“No promises!” he grinned, and with a wink, he turned and was absorbed by the flow of people heading in the opposite direction.

Sadie took a deep breath, tightened the strap of her purse across her chest, and dove in. She employed what she and Gerald called the “Salmon Technique”—swimming steadily against the current, using brief gaps in the crowd to dart forward. Past the towering pallets of soda, around a family debating the merits of two different televisions, she moved with a focused grace.

She found the ‘Cozy Canyon’ section, and her heart sank. It was a warzone. Racks of jeans were picked over, with piles of discarded denim slumped on the floor like fallen soldiers. For a moment, she felt defeat creeping in. But then, her eyes, sharpened by years of bargain-hunting, caught a flash of a specific coral-and-orange wash on a rack marked ‘Clearance – Last Sizes!’ She beelined for it, her fingers brushing past the tags until she found it: a pair of ‘Sunset Fade’ jeans in her size. The last one.

“Yes!” she whispered victoriously, clutching them to her chest. She grabbed a second, more practical dark-wash pair from a less ravaged rack and decided not to press her luck further.

Meanwhile, Gerald was having less success. The jump-starter packs were long gone, a single empty cardboard box left as a tombstone. He wandered through Electronics, amused by the frantic energy, but felt no urge to join the fray. He did, however, spot a display of heavily discounted, high-quality thermal travel mugs. Remembering Sadie’s constant complaint about her coffee going cold, he picked one up. It was a small, practical victory.

Fifteen minutes later, he found Sadie leaning against a rack of ‘Get Well Soon’ cards, a triumphant smile on her face and two pairs of jeans draped over her arm.

“Success?” he asked, stepping close so he wouldn't have to shout.

“Major success,” she said, her eyes sparkling. She held up the ‘Sunset Fade’ pair. “The last one. It was fate.” She then noticed the sleek, black box in his hand. “What did you get?”

“Just a new travel mug for you. The one you hate.”

“I don’t hate it; it just has a terrible moral compass and refuses to keep my coffee hot,” she corrected, touched by the gesture. “Thank you.” She stood on her toes and gave him a quick, grateful kiss. “Okay, mission one accomplished. Ready for mission two?”

He nodded, taking one of the pairs of jeans from her to carry. “Lead the way.”

They moved as a unit now, their combined presence making it easier to navigate the crowds. They detoured through the home goods section, and Sadie insisted on stopping to feel the throw blankets, just for old time’s sake.

“See?” she said, holding a ridiculously soft, cream-coloured one against his cheek. “We should have bought this one last year.”

“It’s very... fluffy,” he conceded, his voice muffled by the fabric, his eyes smiling at her.

After a circuitous route that took them past the small appliances (“The kettle is safe,” Gerald noted solemnly) and through the grocery section for a shared bag of candy, they found themselves at the edge of their final destination.

Before them, arched in soft, pink neon-like lettering against the main store’s harsh white light, was the sign for ‘Intimate Intentions.’ It was less a dedicated section and more a curated alcove, with plush carpet and softer lighting, a deliberate oasis from the retail frenzy. The racks were filled with lace and silk, a stark contrast to the pallets of paper towels they’d just passed.

Sadie’s gaze met Gerald’s, her earlier shopping fervor shifting into something slower, more deliberate. A subtle, familiar heat passed between them.

“Shall we?” she asked, her voice dropping back into that intimate register from the car.

Gerald’s eyes gleamed with anticipation. “Yes, we shall.”

Together, hands linked, they stepped across the threshold and into the alcove, the chaos of Black Friday fading into a distant hum.
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The ‘Intimate Intentions’ alcove was, as predicted, a sanctuary of relative calm. The plush grey carpet absorbed the noise from the rest of the store, and the soft, rosy lighting felt intimate, a world away from the fluorescent glare. Only one other woman was there, meticulously examining the tags on a pack of socks before moving on.

Sadie slipped into her element. This was a tactile experience. Her fingers trailed over slips of silk, scraps of lace, and delicate straps. She held items up, checking sizes, imagining the feel against her skin, and more importantly, the look in Gerald’s eyes later. She was in no rush, savouring the possibilities.

Gerald, after a few minutes of dutifully holding her jeans and admiring her focus, began to feel the familiar itch of a man out of his depth. He leaned against a pillar.

“You know,” he said, his voice low, “I’m just going to see if they have anything for, you know... guys. Over there.” He gestured vaguely towards a rack of men’s robes and some boxed sets.

Sadie glanced up from a midnight blue chemise, her expression amused. “Of course. Go on. See if you can find something that doesn’t look like it was made for a retired accountant.”

He grinned, touched by her playful permission. He wanted to participate, to find something that would make her look at him with the same hungry anticipation he felt for her. “I’ll do my best.”

He wandered to the far side of the alcove, leaving Sadie to her browsing.

It was then that DeMarcus walked by.

He was tall, with the broad shoulders and easy grace of an athlete, dressed in dark, well-fitting jeans and a simple black jacket. He was heading towards the men’s section just past the alcove when his eyes, sharp and appreciative, caught the scene. A beautiful woman, utterly engrossed, holding a delicate, black lace negligee against her front. He couldn’t help the slow, appreciative smile that spread across his face.

Sadie felt the weight of a gaze and looked up from the lace. Her eyes met his. He didn’t look away, and his smile wasn’t lecherous; it was one of pure, unadulterated admiration. A flush of warmth crept up Sadie’s neck. She smirked, a defensive, flustered gesture.

“What?” she asked, her voice a little breathier than she intended. “What’s so funny?”

DeMarcus took a single, casual step into the alcove, closing the distance just enough to speak without raising his voice. His voice was a smooth, warm baritone. “Not a thing. Not a single thing. I was just thinking... I really love that.”

He nodded towards the negligee in her hands. The directness, the sheer confidence of it, made her blush deepen. She looked down at the lace, then back at him.

“Oh,” she managed, her own smirk softening into a genuine, flattered smile. “Yeah. I... I like it, too.”

“It suits you,” he said, his eyes holding hers. He extended a hand. “I’m DeMarcus.”

After a heartbeat’s hesitation, Sadie reached out and took it. His hand was large, his grip firm but not crushing, his skin warm against hers. A little jolt, electric and undeniable, passed through her.

“Sadie,” she replied, her name feeling new on her tongue.

“Sadie,” he repeated, as if tasting the word. He released her hand, the contact breaking far too soon. “Shopping and braving the Black Friday crowds. I admire the dedication.”

“It has its rewards,” she said, her confidence returning, fueled by his attention. She gestured with the negligee. “If you can find them.”

“It certainly does,” he said, his meaning clear as his gaze flickered from the lace back to her eyes.

Across the alcove, partially hidden by a circular rack of satin kimonos, Gerald frowned. He’d found nothing but flannel pyjamas and basic cotton briefs. Turning back to find Sadie, his good-natured search forgotten, he stopped. He saw her. She was talking to a man. A tall, handsome stranger. And she was smiling—that specific, flustered, brilliantly alive smile he hadn’t seen her give anyone else in years. She was blushing. And she was still holding the black negligee.

A cold, sharp knot tightened in his stomach. He didn't move, his feet rooted to the plush carpet, watching a scene unfold that he wasn't yet a part of.
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The air in the alcove, once a sanctuary, now crackled with a dangerous energy. Sadie’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat syncopated with the calm, confident rhythm of DeMarcus’s voice.

“It’s a shame to just put it back on the rack,” he murmured, his gaze locked on the black lace still clutched in her hands. “Some things are meant to be seen. I have a feeling that was made for you.”

Sadie felt a fresh wave of heat wash over her. “It is beautiful,” she managed, her voice barely a whisper.

“I’d love to see it on you,” DeMarcus said, his tone dropping to an intimate, conspiratorial level. He took a half-step closer, the space between them shrinking, charged with possibility. “The changerooms are just over there. I could come with you... make sure no one else gets a peek before it’s meant to be seen.”

The offer was so bold, so illicit, it stole her breath. Her imagination instantly painted the picture: the confined space, his tall frame filling it, his eyes on her in the dim light. A powerful, thrilling shiver ran down her spine. She was flustered, turned on, but a core of loyalty held firm.

“I... I can’t,” she breathed out, shaking her head, a polite but deeply flustered smile on her face. “That’s... a very generous offer, but I’m here with my...”

It was then that Gerald’s presence cut through the tension like a physical force. He emerged from behind the rack of kimonos, his expression a carefully neutral mask that didn’t quite reach his eyes. He came to stand beside Sadie, his posture straight, a silent claim staked.

“Find anything interesting?” he asked, his voice even, but his gaze was fixed on DeMarcus.

Sadie jumped slightly, as if startled from a trance. “Gerald! This is DeMarcus. DeMarcus, this is my partner, Gerald.”

The two men sized each other up in a single, swift glance. DeMarcus’s smile was easy, unapologetic. “Gerald. A pleasure. Your girlfriend has impeccable taste.”

“She does,” Gerald agreed, his tone flat. The knot in his stomach tightened. He’d heard nothing, but he could feel the charge in the air, could see the high colour in Sadie’s cheeks. Something had just happened.

Sadie, now flanked by the two men—the steady, familiar anchor of her life and the thrilling, unknown tempest—felt a sudden, intoxicating surge of boldness. The safety of Gerald’s presence, paradoxically, gave her the courage to entertain the danger. She wasn’t cheating. She was including.

She held up the negligee, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of nerves and pure, unadulterated desire. “Honey,” she said, her voice regaining its husky confidence as she looked at Gerald. “I was about to go try this on.” She then let her gaze flicker to DeMarcus, then back to her partner. “How about you boys come with me?”

Gerald’s jaw went slack. He stared at her, his mind scrambling to process the words. The world seemed to tilt on its axis. Come with her? Both of them? Into a changeroom? His first, panicked thought was of security cameras, of store policies, of getting arrested in a Wallymart for public indecency.

Before he could form a single syllable of protest, DeMarcus’s smooth baritone cut through his spiralling thoughts.

“I’d love that,” DeMarcus said, his eyes gleaming with open anticipation.

All eyes were on Gerald. Sadie reached out and squeezed his arm, her touch both a plea and a promise. “You in, hun?”

His heart was a frantic bird beating against the cage of his ribs. A million miles a minute. This was madness. This was...

“S-sure,” he heard himself say, the word foreign on his tongue.

Sadie’s smile was brilliant and victorious. Without another word, she turned and led the way towards the bank of changerooms at the back of the alcove, finding the largest one, a handicap-accessible stall. She unlatched the door, glanced back to ensure they were following, and slipped inside.

After a heartbeat’s hesitation, DeMarcus followed, his movements sure and calm.

Gerald took a last, desperate look around the empty alcove, his face burning with a mixture of fear and a dark, burgeoning excitement. Then, he stepped over the threshold, pulling the door shut behind him. The lock clicked into place with a sound that was terrifyingly final.

The changeroom was larger than a standard one, but with three bodies inside, it was instantly, intensely intimate. The walls felt like they were closing in. Gerald’s mind raced, a frantic loop of what are we doing, we’re going to get caught, what is happening?

He watched, his breath caught in his throat, as Sadie stood in the centre of the small space. Her eyes were bright, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. She held his gaze for a long moment, a silent question and answer passing between them. Then, with a slow, deliberate smile, her fingers went to the hem of her sweater.

And she began to pull it over her head.
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The click of the lock was still echoing in Gerald’s ears when Sadie issued her first command, her voice a blend of playful authority and breathless excitement.

“Okay, boys,” she said, her eyes gleaming in the dim, fluorescent light of the stall. “Turn around. No peeking, or I’ll banish you!”

It was a game. A thrilling, dangerous game with rules she was inventing on the spot. For a moment, neither man moved, the tension a physical entity in the small space. Then, DeMarcus gave a slow, easy smile and turned to face the door. After a heartbeat, Gerald followed suit, his own body rigid with a cocktail of anxiety and a dark, unwelcome thrill.

He heard the soft rustle of fabric—the sound of her sweater being pulled over her head, the whisper of her jeans sliding down her legs, the definitive click of her bra clasp. Each sound was a hammer blow to his normal reality. He stared at the stark white of the door, his heart pounding, his mind a frantic static.

“Okay,” Sadie’s voice came, softer now. “You can look.”

They turned. And the air left Gerald’s lungs. She stood before them, clad in the black lace negligee. It was more revealing than he’d imagined, the delicate fabric doing little to conceal the swell of her breasts or the dark triangle at the junction of her thighs. The rosy hue of her skin glowed through the lace. She was a vision of pure, illicit desire.

“My God, Sadie,” Gerald breathed, all other thoughts momentarily silenced by her beauty.

DeMarcus let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Perfection. I knew it.”

Sadie basked in their admiration, her confidence growing. She turned slowly, letting them appreciate the view from all angles. Her eyes, however, kept drifting back to DeMarcus, drawn to the raw, hungry approval in his gaze.

“Gerald,” she murmured, taking a step towards him. She took his hand, which was cold and clammy, and guided it to her hip. “Feel it. It’s so soft.”

His fingers trembled against the lace, then against the warm, firm flesh of her bottom just beneath the hem. He opened his mouth to speak, to voice the hundred fears screaming in his head—this is wrong, we’ll be caught, what are we doing?

“Don’t worry, honey,” she whispered, cutting him off, her eyes locking with his. She leaned in and brushed her lips against his. “It’s just us. It’s okay.”

But it wasn’t just them. As she pulled back from Gerald, DeMarcus moved in. He didn’t ask for permission. He simply placed his hands on her waist, his touch possessive and sure, and bent his head to capture her mouth in a deep, searing kiss.

Gerald watched, frozen, as his girlfriend melted into the embrace of a stranger. Her arms wound around DeMarcus’s neck, a soft moan escaping her throat. The kiss was not gentle; it was as though he was staking his claim to her. When DeMarcus’s hands slid from her waist to cup her backside, kneading the lace-covered flesh, Gerald felt a jolt of something hot and ugly—jealousy, yes, but also a shocking, undeniable arousal.

DeMarcus broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. With a look of pure, primal intent, he hooked his fingers in the straps of the negligee and peeled it from her body in one fluid motion, letting the expensive lace fall, forgotten, to the floor. She was now completely, gloriously nude before them.

“So beautiful,” DeMarcus growled, his hands roaming her bare skin. One hand slid between her legs from behind, and a triumphant smirk spread across his face. “And so wet for us already.”

Sadie gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder. He delivered a sharp, stinging spank to her rear, the sound shockingly loud in the carpeted room, making her jolt and cry out. Then, with a firm grip, he bent her forward, positioning her so her hands were splayed against the cool, mirrored wall.

“Watch,” DeMarcus commanded, his eyes meeting Gerald’s in the reflection.

Gerald was paralyzed, a spectator in his own life. He watched as DeMarcus freed himself from his jeans, his erection thick and imposing. He watched as DeMarcus positioned himself behind Sadie, and with a single, powerful thrust, filled her completely.

Sadie’s eyes flew wide in the mirror, a choked scream caught in her throat. DeMarcus wrapped one hand tightly in her hair, pulling her head back, establishing a rhythm that was relentless and deep. He wasn’t just having sex with her; he was dominating her, possessing her, and from the look of ecstatic surrender on Sadie’s face, she was loving every second of it.

“The noise,” Gerald whispered, his own voice strangled with panic. “Someone will hear!”

As if in direct response to his fear, DeMarcus brought his other large hand up and clamped it firmly over Sadie’s mouth, muffling her escalating moans and cries. The sight was devastatingly intimate and obscene. Gerald could only watch, his own body taut with a strange mix of horror and fascination, as DeMarcus powered into his girlfriend, her muffled screams of pleasure vibrating against the man’s palm.

It seemed to go on for an eternity, this raw, forceful coupling. Gerald watched, as thrust after thrust entered Sadie. Surely, DeMarcus was deeper than Gerald had ever explored. And she was clearly loving every minute of it.

Then, Gerald saw the exact moment DeMarcus’s control shattered, his face contorting in a grimace of pure release as he drove into her one last, final time, flooding her insides with a low, guttural groan.

As DeMarcus finally stilled, his body slumped against Sadie’s, the only sound was their ragged breathing and the hum of the store. He slowly removed his hand from her mouth, and she gasped for air, her body trembling.

DeMarcus took a step back, and Gerald couldn't help but stare. The man looked powerful, spent but strong, a sheen of sweat on his skin. A wave of immense, crushing jealousy washed over Gerald, so potent it felt like a physical blow. He was jealous of DeMarcus’s confidence, his sheer physicality, and the uninhibited way Sadie had responded to him. He stood there, fully clothed, feeling more naked and vulnerable than the two nude people in front of him, the ghost of Sadie’s muffled screams still hanging in the air.
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Chapter 6: Panic
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For a long moment, the only sound in the changeroom was the ragged symphony of their breathing. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. DeMarcus was the first to move, straightening up with a grunt of satisfaction and reaching for his jeans with a casualness that felt alien to Gerald.

Sadie slowly pushed herself upright from the mirrored wall, her limbs trembling. She didn't look at either man, her focus inward as she bent to retrieve her clothes from the floor. The delicate lace of the negligee was a crumpled puddle at her feet. She stepped over it and began to dress with a quiet, unsettling efficiency—pulling on her jeans, fastening her bra, slipping her sweater over her head. Each motion was a return to normality, a stark contrast to the raw abandon of minutes before.

Gerald just watched, his own body frozen, his mind a numb, buzzing void.

“That was...” DeMarcus began, zipping his fly, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across his face. “Incredible.” His eyes, dark and intense, settled on Sadie. “I need to see you again. Give me your number.”

The request, so blunt and expected, snapped Gerald back to a painful awareness. This may not have been a one-off, anonymous encounter after all.

Sadie hesitated for only a second, her eyes flicking to Gerald’s horrified face before she looked down at her phone, her fingers flying across the screen. “Okay,” she said softly, and recited her number.

DeMarcus’s phone chimed as he saved the contact. He grinned. “I’ll text you.” He then turned to Gerald, giving a short, almost dismissive nod. “Take care, man.”

Before Gerald could form a thought, let alone a response, DeMarcus unlatched the door and peered out. Seeing the coast was clear, he slipped out without a backward glance, disappearing into the store as if he’d never been there.

The fever dream feeling intensified. Gerald felt unmoored, dizzy.

“We should go,” Sadie said, her voice small. She scooped up the new jeans and the discarded negligee, shoving them into his arms before taking the thermal mug box. “Come on.”

They stepped out of the changeroom. The transition from their illicit, private world back into the bright, public space of Wallymart was jarring. And it was immediate. An elderly woman holding a box of tea bags stood frozen a few feet away, her eyes wide, her mouth a perfect ‘o’ of shock. She had seen them. She had absolutely seen the three of them emerging from a single changeroom.

Sadie grabbed Gerald’s arm, her grip tight. “Don’t look. Just walk.”

They power-walked away from the lingerie section, Gerald’s heart hammering against his ribs. He was sure every person they passed was staring, that every whisper was about them. The eyes of the store felt like physical weights. His face was on fire with a mixture of shame and terror.

DeMarcus smartly headed down a different aisle so that the three of them were split up. He seemed to be heading towards a completely different section in the store.

“He’s gone. It’s fine,” Sadie murmured, but her own breathing was shallow.

The relief of DeMarcus being gone was short-lived, crushed by a new, more immediate horror. They still had to check out. They were carrying the evidence—the jeans, the mug, the crumpled, sinful negligee. They had to stand in a line, under the fluorescent lights, and pay for it all.

The lineup for the registers was a winding snake of impatient humanity. They joined the end, and Gerald felt exposed, a criminal waiting for the axe to fall. Every second was an eternity. He watched the cashiers, expecting one of them to get a call, to look up, to point directly at them. He imagined store security, heavy-footed and stern, tapping him on the shoulder.

“We’re going to get arrested,” he whispered to Sadie, his voice tight.

“We’re not,” she insisted, leaning her head against his arm. Her touch, once a comfort, now felt complicated. “We’re just customers. We’re buying things. It’s going to be fine.”

But it didn’t feel fine. It felt like the longest ten minutes of his life. When they finally reached the cashier, a tired-looking teenager, Gerald held his breath. The boy scanned the jeans, the mug, and then picked up the negligee. He smoothed out the crumpled lace, found the tag, and beeped it. He didn’t look at them. He didn’t care.

“That’s eighty-four, fifty-two,” he droned.

Gerald fumbled with his wallet, his fingers clumsy, and swiped his card. The machine approved it. The cashier bagged their items and handed them over with a vacant “Have a nice day.”

They walked through the automatic doors, and the cold morning air hit Gerald’s face like a blessing. He didn’t speak as they crossed the vast parking lot, his strides long and frantic. He clicked the key fob, yanked the car door open, and threw the bags into the back seat before collapsing into the driver’s seat.

Sadie got in beside him, a quiet “Wow,” escaping her lips.

Gerald turned the key, the engine roaring to life. He didn’t pull out. He just sat there, his hands gripping the steering wheel until his knuckles were white, staring blankly through the windshield. The overwhelming, dizzying relief was so potent it felt like a physical force, leaving him weak and trembling. They had made it. They had gotten away with it.

He was safe. But as he finally backed out of the spot, the memory of Sadie reciting her number, and the look on DeMarcus’s face as he took it, echoed in his mind, tainting the relief with a deep, unsettling dread.
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Chapter 7: Recapping 
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The low autumn sun cast long, lazy shadows across their bedroom. The frantic energy of the morning had dissipated, leaving behind a heavy, contemplative silence. They lay in bed, side-by-side but not yet touching, the duvet a soft barrier between them. The Wallymart bags were tucked away in the closet, a secret shared and buried, but the memory of what they contained—and what had happened—lay naked between them.

Sadie was the first to speak, her voice quiet in the twilight room. “So,” she began, “that was... a thing that happened today.”

Gerald let out a long, slow breath, his eyes fixed on a crack in the ceiling. “Yeah. It was.”

“Talk to me,” she said, rolling onto her side to face him. “I can feel you thinking from over here.”

He finally turned his head, meeting her gaze. The image of her, bent over in front of the mirror, flashed behind his eyes. “It was a lot, Sadie. The... the way he was with you. It was so... aggressive. I didn’t like it.” The words felt inadequate, but they were the safest ones he could find.

Sadie’s expression softened with genuine remorse. “I’m sorry you were uncomfortable. I really am.” She reached out and traced a pattern on his arm over the duvet. “You know it’s always been a fantasy of mine, to be with a Black man. I think... I think maybe I got carried away in the moment. I saw my chance and I just... took it. I wasn’t thinking about how it looked from where you were standing.”

“It looked like he was hurting you,” Gerald said, his voice tight. “The way he... handled you. And the spank. It was so loud.”

“It was intense,” she admitted, a faint blush returning to her cheeks. “But it wasn’t... it wasn’t bad. It was just different.” She paused, choosing her next words carefully. “And then... the number thing. That’s the other part, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, Sadie. That’s the other part.” He propped himself up on an elbow, the frustration finally breaking through his numb shock. “That made it feel like it wasn’t just a one-time crazy thing. That made it feel like... an opening. You gave him another opportunity, more access to you.”

“I panicked,” she said, her eyes pleading for understanding. “He asked, and you were right there, and it was so awkward. I didn’t know what to do. Saying ‘no’ felt like it would make the whole situation even weirder, like I was pretending it didn’t just happen. I’m sorry. It was a stupid, reflexive thing to do.”

She moved closer, closing the gap between them, and cupped his face in her hands. “Gerald, look at me. It’s you. It’s always been you. Today was... an experience. A wild, crazy, Black Friday experience. But it’s us in this bed. It’s always us.”

Her words were a balm, the familiar script of their love. He wanted to believe them, to sink into the comfort she was offering. He leaned in and kissed her, a slow, searching kiss that she returned with a soft sigh of relief. It was a kiss of reconciliation, a silent agreement to put the pieces back together.

They made love then, a gentle and familiar act, a deliberate reclaiming of each other. It was sweet and tender, a stark contrast to the raw frenzy of the changeroom. As Sadie drifted off to sleep in his arms, her body relaxed and trusting against his, Gerald stared into the dark.

He held her tight, but his mind was a storm. He could still feel the ghost of her apology, the press of her lips, the warmth of her body. He wanted to believe it was enough. But beneath the surface, a cold, hard question echoed in the silence, refusing to be silenced.

How quickly, he wondered, can you really get over something like this?
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Chapter 8: The Text
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It was just a day later. Sadie received a text.

Gerald watched her from across the kitchen island as she picked up her phone. He saw the colour rise in her cheeks instantly, a tell-tale flush he now recognized. Her breath hitched, just slightly, and her thumb swiped across the screen with a frantic energy that was entirely absent just moments before.

“Who’s that?” he asked, though the sinking feeling in his gut already knew.

Sadie bit her lip, her eyes still glued to the screen. “It’s... DeMarcus.”

The name hung in the air between them, shattering the fragile peace they’d built the night before.

“What does he want?” Gerald’s voice was flat.

“He just said... ‘Hey.’ And that he had a lot of fun yesterday.” She finally looked up, her expression a mixture of guilt and undeniable excitement. “I... I already replied. I said I did, too.”

Gerald felt a cold knot tighten in his chest. She’d already replied. She hadn’t come to him, hadn’t asked, hadn’t even given him a chance to be part of the decision. The secret was already alive, buzzing between them on her phone.

Before he could process that, her phone chimed again. Her eyes darted back down. “He says... he wants to see me again. As soon as possible.” She looked back at Gerald, her eyes wide and pleading, but beneath the surface, he could see the thrill. “What should I do?”

The question was a mockery. She wasn’t asking for permission; she was asking for complicity. The flush on her cheeks, the quickened breathing—she was already halfway out the door.

“I don’t know, Sadie,” he said, struggling to keep his voice even. “Maybe you tell him it was a one-time thing. That it was fun, but it’s over.” He grasped for a compromise, a way to regain some control. “Or you could say we’re not sure, that we need to talk about it as a couple.”

But he could see it in her face—the resistance. His suggestions were boring, practical, a bucket of cold water on the spark she was desperately fanning.

“I just...” she started, her fingers hovering over the screen. “I don’t want to shut it down. Not yet.”

“Why?” The word came out harsher than he intended. “What more do you need from him? You had your experience.”

“That wasn’t a real experience, Gerald, that was a... a frantic encounter in a changeroom!” she fired back, her own frustration surfacing. “I need more than that. I need to see what it’s like to... to be with him properly. To be seduced. To have a romantic experience, not just a frantic one.”

“A romantic experience?” Gerald repeated, the words tasting like ash. “With him?”

“Yes!” she said, her voice rising with a desperate passion. She came around the island, grabbing his hands. “Listen to me. This is it. This is my fantasy. Let me have this. Just this one thing.” Her eyes were blazing now, a terrifying mix of determination and desire. “And afterwards, I promise you, we can do anything you want. Any fantasy of yours. Literally, any one. I will do anything for you. But I need this. I need it.”

She was bargaining with their intimacy, using his own desires as a currency to buy her freedom. He looked at her, at the fierce, unshakeable need in her eyes, and he knew he had lost. Saying no wouldn’t stop her; it would only make her hide it. It would drive a wedge between them that they might never recover from.

He felt the fight drain out of him, replaced by a heavy, cold resignation. He thought of his own quiet fantasies, simple things that didn’t seem to matter so much right now, being used as a bargaining chip for this.

“Fine,” he whispered, the word tasting like surrender. “Do what you need to do.”

Her face lit up with relief and triumph. She kissed him hard, a quick, grateful smack on the lips, before turning back to her phone, her thumbs already flying across the screen, crafting a reply to DeMarcus.

Gerald stood there, watching her, feeling the walls of his kitchen close in. The nightmare wasn't over. It was just beginning, and he was now a captive audience in his own life, waiting for the next act to begin.
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Chapter 9: A Visitor
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The scent of Sadie’s perfume, something new and dangerously alluring, filled the house. Gerald sat on the living room couch, a glass of red wine in his hand, the television murmuring a sports highlight show he wasn’t watching. His attention was fixed on the hallway, where the soft click of heels on hardwood signaled her final preparations.

She appeared in the doorway, and the air left his lungs. The dress was a slash of incendiary red, hugging every curve before tapering at her knees, where a long, daring slit revealed one sleek, stocking-clad leg with every step. The simple, black lace of her underwear was just visible beneath the fabric when she moved in the light. Her lips were painted a matching, devastating crimson, and her hair fell in soft waves over her bare shoulders. She stood in a pair of simple, elegant black heels that made her seem both taller and more vulnerable.

“Well?” she asked, her voice a little breathless. “How do I look?”

Gerald took a slow sip of wine, the rich flavour doing nothing to cut through the bitterness in his throat. “You look... amazing, Sadie.” It was the truth, and it felt like a betrayal to say it. He wanted to say more, to ask if she was sure, to beg her to call this whole thing off, to let him take her out in that dress instead. But the doorbell chimed, a cheerful, normal sound that felt like a gunshot.

“He’s here,” she whispered, her eyes wide with a nervous excitement that made Gerald’s stomach clench.

He followed her to the door, a spectator in his own home. Sadie opened it, and there was DeMarcus, looking even larger and more sure of himself than he had in the store. He was dressed in dark, tailored trousers and a simple black button-down that stretched across his chest.

“Sadie,” he said, his voice a warm rumble, his eyes drinking her in from head to toe. “Wow. You are a vision.”

“Hi, DeMarcus. Please, come in,” she said, stepping back to let him enter.

Gerald forced a neutral expression. “DeMarcus,” he greeted him with a simple nod.

“Gerald. Good to see you again.” DeMarcus’s smile was easy and confident as he stepped inside.

“Can we get you a drink?” Sadie asked, her voice a little too bright. “Gerald, honey, could you pour him a glass of wine?”

Wordlessly, Gerald moved to the kitchen, returning with a second glass. DeMarcus accepted it with a nod. “Thanks, man.”

They moved to the living room. Sadie and DeMarcus sat on the large sofa, while Gerald took the armchair perpendicular to them, his wine glass feeling like a prop.

The small talk was stilted, filled with pauses. DeMarcus’s compliments for Sadie were effusive and specific. “That colour is incredible on you,” he said, his gaze intense. “You have no idea what you do to a man in a dress like that.”

Sadie blushed, a genuine, pleased flush that spread across her chest. “I’m glad you like it.”

As she laughed at something he said, DeMarcus’s strong, capable hand—the one that had spanked her, muffled her—reached out and settled on her exposed knee, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin just above her stocking. Sadie didn’t flinch; she leaned into the touch, her smile turning private, just for him.

The flirting was no longer subtext; it was the only text in the room.

“Can I get you anything to eat?” Sadie offered, though the offer felt hollow, a mere formality.

DeMarcus’s eyes never left hers. He shook his head slowly, a predatory smile playing on his lips. “No, thank you, darlin’. I only got one thing on my mind tonight.”

The directness was a shockwave. A moment later, he laced his fingers through hers. Sadie looked from their joined hands to Gerald, her expression one of triumphant, reckless joy.

“Gerald,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You can do whatever you want tonight. Okay? Anything.”

Before he could form a response, DeMarcus was standing, pulling her up with him. They were a unit, a pair, heading for the staircase that led up to the second floor, to the bedroom Gerald shared with her. Sadie only glanced back once, her eyes meeting his for a fleeting second—a look that was part apology, part pride, and wholly consumed by the moment.

Then they were gone, their footsteps on the stairs a fading echo.

Gerald sat alone in the sudden silence of the living room. He lifted his glass and took a long, deep swallow. The wine was good, a rich Cabernet he’d been saving. Now, it tasted like vinegar and regret. He couldn’t believe it. He was alone in his living room, and the woman he loved was taking another man, the man of her fantasies, into their bed.
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Chapter 10: Relations
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The silence in the living room was absolute, a heavy blanket smothering the house. The sports highlights were a meaningless blur of colour and noise. The wine in Gerald’s glass, once a rich Cabernet, now tasted like cheap swill, a bitter echo of his own life souring in real time. He set the glass down with a definitive click.

This couldn’t be real. It felt like a sick, fevered dream from which he couldn’t wake. The image of Sadie in that red dress, leading DeMarcus up to their bedroom, played on a loop behind his eyes. The polite fiction of the evening was over. He was just a man sitting alone in the dark.

A new, desperate need began to uncoil within him, overpowering the numbness. He needed to see. He needed to know what his surrender had bought. If he was going to be a spectator, then he would be a thorough one. Maybe then, watching it unfold, he could process the jagged pieces of his reality. Maybe then, he could claim the fantasy she had promised him.

Decision made, he stood, his movements jerky. He picked up his glass of wine, a pathetic shield, and moved toward the staircase.

The steps creaked under his weight, each sound a thunderclap in the hushed house. He moved slowly, a ghost in his own home. The hallway upstairs was dark, but a sliver of moonlight spilled from their bedroom door. It was open. Just a crack. An invitation, or a cruel oversight.

He heard it first—the soft, wet sounds of passionate kissing, punctuated by a low, masculine groan and a breathy, feminine sigh that was unmistakably Sadie’s. His heart hammered against his ribs. He pushed the door open just enough to slip inside.

The room was dark, aside from the rich moonlight, and cast long, dancing shadows. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust, and when they did, the air left his lungs in a silent rush.

They were on the bed, a tangle of limbs and discarded fabric. Sadie was on her back, her sleek black heels still hooked behind DeMarcus’s powerful, thrusting thighs. DeMarcus was above her, his broad, sculpted back glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, his body moving against hers in a deep, relentless rhythm. His dark skin was a stark, beautiful contrast against her paler form.

This was not the frantic changeroom coupling. This was slow, deliberate, and devastatingly intimate. DeMarcus’s hands were intertwined with Sadie’s, pinning them gently above her head as he moved, his face buried in the crook of her neck. And Sadie... Sadie was lost in it. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, her lips parted in silent ecstasy. Then, as if sensing his presence, her eyes fluttered open. They found Gerald’s in the dim light across the room.

And she smiled.

It wasn’t a smile of apology or guilt. It was a smile of pure, unadulterated triumph. Her eyes held his as DeMarcus drove into her, and in that look, Gerald saw it all: her pleasure, her power, and a chilling acknowledgement of his suffering. She was enjoying this on every possible level.

A hot flush of jealousy, humiliation, and a shocking, unwelcome arousal burned through him. He was jealous of DeMarcus’s body, of the effortless strength with which he moved, of the raw, focused passion he bestowed upon Sadie. He was jealous of the way she yielded to him, a complete and total surrender she had never given to Gerald.

He watched, mesmerized and horrified, as DeMarcus’s rhythm began to falter, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. A guttural groan was torn from his chest.

The pounding became more rapid. His length entered her repeatedly, driven with massive force between her legs.

“Oh fuck, like that!” Sadie moaned, loving every second of it.

“Mmmm, that’s a good girl!” DeMarcus groaned, taking a quick second to look back at Gerald as he continued to stuff his woman.

Sadie’s eyes went back and forth between DeMarcus and Gerald. She was overwhelmed. The pleasure was intense. Her tits bounced with each powerful thrust, and she was brought closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh! Oh God, yes!” Sadie cried, wanting DeMarcus to keep filling her. She didn’t want him to slow down at all.

“Yeah, take it! You know just how to take me!” DeMarcus said, as he pinched one of her nipples and twisted.

“Ah! Fuck!” Sadie screamed as the thrusting increased to the fastest pace yet. It was a pace Sadie loved. This was exactly what she wanted.

But it wasn’t sustainable. DeMarcus was too hard, going too deep and fast. He knew it was a matter of time.

“I’m gonna fill you up, Sadie,” he grunted, the words a raw promise.

Again, Gerald couldn’t believe it. Was he actually watching this? Or had he fallen into some sort of coma, from which he couldn’t wake up?

Sadie’s answer was a broken, blissful cry as her body arched off the bed, her climax triggering his. Sadie’s screams were incoherent, nonsensical, but nonetheless incredibly erotic. Gerald watched, jaw agape, as DeMarcus shuddered through his own release, his body slumping against hers for a long, breathless moment.

Then, DeMarcus shifted. He looked over his shoulder, his eyes finding Gerald’s with a predatory gleam. A slow, teasing smile spread across his face.

“Wanna see?” he asked, his voice husky.

Before Gerald could process the question, DeMarcus was pulling out of her and moving aside. He didn’t cover her. Instead, he encouraged Sadie to leave her legs open, displaying her to her boyfriend. Sadie complied, her chest still heaving, her expression one of dazed, proud satisfaction.

DeMarcus reached forward, his fingers gently tracing her swollen, glistening folds. With a tender, possessive touch, he parted her. And there, from deep inside her, his release began to seep out, a slow, white trickle against her flushed skin. She was filled with him.

“You like that?” DeMarcus teased, his eyes locked on Gerald, his fingers still gently smearing the evidence of their union.

Gerald couldn’t speak. He was terrified. His world had shrunk to this single, obscene image in his marital bed. But a treacherous, dark part of him, the part that had gotten hard watching, did like it. The finality of it. The raw, biological claim.

As DeMarcus leaned down to kiss Sadie again, a deep, possessive kiss that promised a second round, a devastating thought crystallized in Gerald’s mind. This wouldn't be a one-time event to be processed and forgotten. The look in Sadie’s eyes, the ease with which DeMarcus commanded the space, the way his own body had responded—this was not an ending. It was a new chapter.

He wondered, with a cold, sinking certainty, if their relationship could survive it. But for now, there were no answers. There was only the dim light, the heavy scent of sex and perfume, and the sight of his girlfriend and her new lover preparing to go again. And Gerald could only watch.
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-Ms Naughtee
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