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  Chapter one
Overheard Bargain


Margarita dragged her sore feet up the cracked steps to their shitty third-floor apartment, every step a reminder of the double shift she’d just finished at the greasy diner. The hallway light flickered like it was about to give up and die, making the peeling wallpaper look even more pathetic. She dug around in her purse for her keys, the cheap vinyl strap biting into her shoulder. The eviction notice was still taped to the door, big red letters screaming FINAL NOTICE, like the building itself was mocking her. $4,800 or they’d be out on their asses. Three months behind, all thanks to Kevin’s latest genius idea—a useless app for garage sales that had burned through their savings and left them living off her tips and whatever scraps he could pick up. She loved the idiot, but his endless optimism was going to get them both fucked. 
The door groaned open and she stepped into their dump of an apartment, the air thick with the stench of old takeout and dirty laundry. The living room was a graveyard of Kevin’s failed get-rich-quick schemes—boxes of junk nobody wanted, gadgets collecting dust, and stacks of unpaid bills turning yellow. She kicked off her sneakers, her feet throbbing, and made for the kitchen to splash water on her face. But then she heard voices. Kevin, sounding desperate, and a woman—smooth, husky, the kind of voice that made you pay attention whether you wanted to or not.
Jamie. The landlord. Margarita’s heart started pounding. She should have just walked in and announced herself, but something felt off—like the air was buzzing with trouble. Instead, she crept over to the hallway closet, the door still open from Kevin’s last half-assed attempt at fixing something. She squeezed inside, pressing herself against the old coats and splintery shelves, peeking out through the crack. Her heart thudded, a mix of dread and a sick, twisted curiosity. Jamie’s perfume drifted in—expensive, musky, the kind of smell that made Margarita’s skin crawl and tingle at the same time. Outside, the city kept making noise: car horns, sirens, bass thumping from the neighbors who never shut up.
From her hiding spot, Margarita got a perfect view of Jamie, standing dead center in the room, arms crossed under her big tits, her white tank top stretched tight. Jamie was in her late twenties, a hard-ass who ran half the buildings in this dump of a neighborhood. Long dark hair, lips painted red and curled in a smirk that said she knew exactly what she was doing. Her jeans were so tight they looked painted on, showing off hips that swayed every time she moved. Her heels clicked on the shitty hardwood as she closed in on Kevin, who was hunched on the edge of their sagging couch, looking like a kicked puppy. His black hair was a mess, blue eyes wide and desperate.
"...we’re past the point of extensions, Kevin," Jamie said, her voice smooth but hard as nails. "You and Margarita owe me $4,800. Cash or keys. That’s it." She cocked her hip, looking like she owned the place. Margarita’s breath caught; her face was burning, but not just from the closet. She should have stormed out, screamed at both of them. This was her apartment, her husband. But she just stood there, frozen, a weird, dirty excitement crawling up her spine as she watched Jamie play with the bottom of her tank top, flashing a strip of her stomach.
Kevin leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands twitching like he was about to bolt. "Come on, Jamie. You’re not a monster. Just give us a little more time. Maybe we can work something out? Payment plan?" His voice cracked, and Margarita recognized the look—his fake charm, the way he tried to hide how pathetic he felt every time he screwed up. The apartment felt like it was shrinking, the air thick with something ugly and electric. Jamie’s heels creaked on the floor, and Margarita shifted, her hips pressing into the coats, the fabric soft against her skin, her body tense and aching.
Jamie laughed, low and dirty, and it sent a shiver right through Margarita. She stepped in close, towering over Kevin in her heels, lips parted like she was about to eat him alive. "Payment plan?" she repeated, mocking him. "You want to fuck me to pay the rent? That’s what you’re offering?" She dragged a sharp nail down his chest, making him flinch. Kevin swallowed, glancing toward the closet—toward her. Margarita’s breath caught, her hazel eyes wide. She was furious, ready to explode, but underneath it all, something filthy and hungry was waking up inside her. Her thighs pressed together, heat building. She should have stormed out and thrown Jamie’s ass into the street. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. Watching Jamie take control, seeing Kevin so desperate and turned on, it was like she was glued to the spot.
Kevin hesitated, breathing hard. "I... yeah. If that’s what it takes. Just to buy us time. Margarita doesn’t have to know." The words hit Margarita like a punch to the gut. Her own husband, ready to fuck their landlord and pretend she didn’t exist. But her hand moved anyway, pressing against her jeans, feeling the heat and the shame. Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t look away.
"Oh, I think she might find out anyway," Jamie murmured, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. She gripped Kevin's hair firmly, tilting his head back to meet her gaze. "But fine. Let's negotiate. On your knees first. Show me how motivated you are." Kevin dropped instantly, his knees hitting the floor with a thud that reverberated through the room. Margarita's pulse thundered in her ears, her long, wavy, brown hair sticking to her damp neck in the confined space. She watched as her husband fumbled with Jamie's belt, the metal buckle clinking softly, then yanked her jeans down her thighs. No panties. Jamie's pussy was shaved smooth, already glistening with arousal. The scent hit Margarita even from the closet—a musky, feminine allure that made her own panties dampen.
Jamie shoved Kevin’s face between her legs, grinding her hips forward. "That’s it... Use your tongue. Deeper." Her voice was low, bossy, making Kevin work harder. He grabbed her ass, pulling her in, licking and slurping like a starving man. Jamie yanked her tank top up, tits popping out, nipples hard. She twisted them, moaning, riding his face. "Fuck, you’re better at this than I thought." Margarita’s fingers worked her clit through her jeans, desperate, breath coming in short gasps. The closet wall scraped her back, her legs shaking. Jealousy burned in her gut, but it just made her hornier. Watching her husband get used like this, by a woman who didn’t give a shit—it was filthy, it was humiliating, and it made her soak her panties.
Jamie clamped her thighs around Kevin’s head and came hard, shuddering and gasping, her moans bouncing off the walls. "God, yes... right there." She soaked his face, and he licked it up like he was starving. Margarita bit her lip to keep from moaning, her fingers sliding into her soaked panties. She was dripping, shocked at how wet she was. Betrayed, humiliated, but so fucking turned on she could barely breathe.
Jamie shoved Kevin back on the couch, tits out, chest heaving. She climbed on top, ripped his pants open, and pulled out his cock. "Nice," she said, stroking him, her hand tight around his shaft. "Bigger than I thought. Fuck me good and that’s another month off." She dropped onto him, both of them groaning. Jamie rode him hard, slamming her ass down, taking him deep. Kevin grabbed her waist, thrusting up, grunting her name like he was worshipping her. "Jamie... fuck..." His face twisted up, lost in it.
In the closet, Margarita shoved her fingers deeper, matching their rhythm. Watching her husband’s cock vanish into Jamie’s tight, dripping pussy was like a punch to the gut and a shot of pure lust at the same time. Jamie’s tits bounced with every thrust, her mouth open, moaning. She leaned down, kissed Kevin hard, her tongue all over him. Then she whispered, "Tell me how much better my pussy feels than your wife’s."
Kevin gasped, right on the edge. "Fuck... so much tighter... wetter..." The words slapped Margarita in the face, tears stinging her eyes even as her pussy clenched around her fingers. She came hard, silent, legs shaking, biting her arm to keep from screaming.
Jamie laughed, grinding down and making Kevin lose it. He came with a choked moan, shooting deep inside her, his whole body jerking. Jamie squeezed every drop out of him, her pussy milking him dry. She stood up, cum running down her thighs, and pulled her jeans back on without even bothering to wipe herself, fixing her hair like nothing happened.
"That’s two months," she said, all business again. "You still owe me $1,600. I’ll be back next week for the rest. Same deal. Maybe bring Margarita out to watch next time—she could use the lesson." She strutted out, slamming the door behind her.
Margarita stayed in the closet, body wrecked, panties soaked through, head spinning. Her legs were still shaking when she finally stepped out. Kevin’s eyes went huge, face going white.
"Margarita—I can explain—"
She cut him off, her voice rough and low, something dark and hungry in it. "Next week... I want to watch the whole thing."
Kevin stared, stunned, his mouth opening and closing.
Margarita grinned, stepping in close, her eyes shining. "And maybe next time, I’ll handle the last payment myself."






  
  Chapter two
Confessions and Curiosity


The apartment was a fucking oven, thick with the stink of old Chinese takeout and the kind of tension that made your skin itch. Margarita sat at the battered kitchen table, clutching the eviction notice so hard the red ink smeared under her sweaty grip. The only light was a bare bulb that made Kevin look like a corpse, shadows cutting up his face. He stabbed at his lo mein with a plastic fork, refusing to look at her, pretending the noodles might save them from the shitstorm they were in. The only sounds were the scrape of forks on Styrofoam and the slow drip from the busted faucet. Steam from the food mixed with the sour smell of their unwashed sheets, still twisted from a night of no sleep, both of them stewing in their own mess. 
Margarita couldn't stop replaying the closet scene, her pussy throbbing every time she thought about it. She shifted, the chair groaning under her ass, her jeans digging into her crotch, making her even hornier. She stared at Kevin's mouth—the same mouth that had been buried in Jamie's cunt, licking her like he was starving. The memory made her face hot, her hair sticking to her sweaty neck. She could almost smell Jamie's perfume mixed with the raw stink of sex, her nipples poking through her cheap uniform. Why the fuck did this turn her on? She should be throwing his shit out, not getting wet like some desperate teenager. But she couldn't help it. Watching him on his knees, humiliated, had flipped some filthy switch inside her, and now she wanted more.
Kevin's hands left sweaty marks on the table as he dropped his fork. He couldn't look at her. His body was tight, hunched over in his old t-shirt, like he was waiting to get punched. The apartment felt like it was closing in, the noise from outside just a reminder that everyone else was getting on with their lives while they were stuck in this dump. He knew she knew. Last night's words had been a fucking warning, but neither of them had the balls to say it out loud. Now, in the shitty light, all he could think about was Jamie bouncing on his cock, her moans still ringing in his ears. Why did thinking about it make his dick twitch under the table? He loved Margarita, loved how she never gave up, but he'd still dropped to his knees for Jamie, and now the shame made him want to puke.
Margarita broke the silence, her voice rough, almost daring him. "So, Kevin. Yesterday. With Jamie." She leaned in, her tits pressing against the table, making sure he noticed. Her heart hammered, anger and something dirtier fighting inside her. How could he sell them out like that? But fuck, seeing Jamie take control, watching Kevin get used like a toy, had made her so wet she could barely think. She saw him flinch, his eyes finally meeting hers
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