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Marco is mine, bitch

Julia Vargas


1.

Marco grabbed Valeria’s waist and pulled
her towards him. He impaled her with his big hard cock, fulfilling
the blonde’s pussy completely with just one thrust. Valeria wailed
as she felt the man’s meat burying forcefully inside her,
inundating her. Then Marco started to hump her frantically, making
his pubis slam against Valeria’s gorgeous ass: PAC, PAC, PAC,
PAC.

Valeria let her torso fall over the sheets
and raised her rump so Marco could mount her better, stronger.
Marco smacked her ass from time to time and grunted with every
thrust. Valeria sensed that her stallion was a bit tired.

They had been fucking for four hours by
then.

Valeria had milked him, she
had ridden
him furiously, she had sucked his cock off and had squeezed it with
her tight pussy. She had showed Marco what he had been missing all
the time he wasn’t with her. And Marco had reacted with enthusiasm,
fucking her as hard as he could, making her cum countless
times.

In every orgasm Valeria
had thought
of her rival, Paula.

Only three days ago, the two
beautiful women had confronted each other in a weird battle inside
a plane. Three days ago, the two rivals had dueled in secret in the plane
-in the restroom and in their own seats, beneath the blankets-,
they had attacked their boobs and pussies, causing powerful orgasms
to each other until one of them was defeated by her bitter
enemy.

Valeria had won, and that
was the
reason she was the one screwing Marco, and not Paula.

Marco grunted
behind her and his
body trembled. He cummed powerfully inside Valeria and she sensed
almost immediately how his cock was softening inside
her.

Valeria moved her ass against
Marco’s pelvis to make the most of the last thrusts and reach her own orgasm.
She succeeded, but she cummed weakly this time. Even so, she
screamed as if she was having the best orgasm of her
life.

She let herself fall over the
bed and Marco lied down on top of her, exhausted. He pulled his cock out
of her pussy, more flaccid at every passing second. He panted and
tried to recover his breath.

-That was a hell of a fuck -Marco
murmured.

-All of them were -Valeria said.

Both twisted their bodies so
they were face up, gasping, covered by sweat and fluids. Valeria
was still thinking of Paula. She had been fucking for hours the man
she had fiercely battled for with her redhead rival, and however
she didn’t felt fully satisfied at all, and she didn’t knew why.
Marco was a magnificent fucker, almost tireless, and he knew how to
give her pleasure. But Valeria thought that none of her orgasms was
even half intense than some Paula had brought to her beneath those
blankets, in that plane.

Valeria thought she would have
liked if
Paula were there, sat next to the bed, watching Valeria humping the
man she desired. Valeria imagined her with her face twisted with
rage as she rode Marco’s big cock hard and sweet. Valeria would be
looking at her rival directly while Marco’s cock slid in and out of
her wet pussy, enjoying the pain reflected on Paula’s
face.

Oooooh, that would be so wonderful…!

She felt terribly horny
thinking about it. Now she wanted Marco to screw her again. At her
side, however, Marco was sleeping, spent after all that hours of effort. It
was three in the morning already. But Valeria needed to satisfy the
burning heat she felt again.

She started to touch herself
and she noticed at the moment that her cunt beat
crazily, as
if it had suddenly revived. She rubbed herself firmly, fast,
letting her eyelids droop as if she was watching Paula in front of
her, until she cummed hard, panting and moaning.

“This is for you, whore”,
Valeria whispered. Next to her, Marco waggled, but
didn’t wake up.

“I’m going nuts”, Valeria
thought. She had at her side the man she wanted, the man that gave
her more pleasure than any other, she could enjoy him after
defeating the woman that had stolen him years ago… and she was wasting
her time thinking of her enemy instead of enjoying him.

She touched her chest. There
was still the trail of the bruises Paula had made to her days ago.
Marco hadn’t
asked about those scratches. Maybe he thought another man made
them, probably during a wild fuck. Valeria didn’t had the desire to
explain it to him; she didn’t wanted Marco to know Paula was in the
city, and for sure that they had been fighting dirtily for him. She
preferred Marco was a little jealous, that he thought there was
another man in her life that had squeezed her boobs, which had
scratched her body while they pumped. Marco had acted like an
animal while they were fucking, probably because he thought he had
to overtake a competitor. That was fine. If Marco knew about the
duel with Paula, would he be flattered that she had fought for him
in that filthy way? Or would he wonder if it would be better if
Paula had won the struggle?

“Paula couldn’t win. If
we had fought a thousand times, a thousand times
I would have beaten
her”, she told to herself, trying to convince herself of something
she knew it wasn’t true. She had defeated Paula just by a narrow
margin. It wasn’t a clear, decisive win, but one that could easily
have ended the opposite.

And if that would have
happened, Paula would have been the one meeting with Marco,
the one that
would be fucking him for hours, tirelessly, the one that would have
her boobs bitten by Marco, the one that would have cummed again and
again, countlessly.

Maybe the one that
would imagine
Valeria was sat next to the bed watching how Paula was screwing her
man.

She hated that
whore, for
God’s sake. She hated her so much that she couldn’t stop thinking
about her, Valeria understood. She was ravaged by the hate she
felt. She wanted to hurt her, as she had done in the plane. Hurt
and humiliate her, show her she was better, she was more gorgeous,
she was tougher and bolder, show her if there was a woman that
deserved to be with Marco, that was Valeria, not her.

She wanted to keep hurting
Paula.

Suddenly, she realized what the way was.
Her breath quickened just thinking of it. She grabbed her phone and
got ready to make a photo of her sleeping man. She focused and made
a pic in all his glory, trying to picture the best she could his
muscles, his long limbs and, of course, his awesome cock. His body
was glistening with sweat, and you could see the marks Valeria’s
teeth and nails had left in all his body during the passionate sex
session.

Then Valeria made another
photo. An
even more special photo.

She looked in her email
contacts list for Paula Simón’s address. She had it since they were
coworkers,
some years ago. She wrote a quick message with her phone, attached
the pics and sent it without a second thought.

Then she started to finger
herself again, and she reached in a few minutes an orgasm so hard that she had
to put her mouth against the pillow to muffle her screams and keep
Marco sleeping.


2.

Paula Simón had
had nightmares two
days in a row.

She dreamed she was in the
plane again. She challenged her rival, Valeria, and they started to
quarrel, but suddenly Paula couldn’t move because of some kind of
paralysis, and then Valeria’s finger raped her again and again,
until she cummed and howled, and then all the passengers saw her,
naked and defeated by her enemy. All the people laughed at
her, and
Paula discovered to her dismay that Marco was there too, laughing
at her, and then he kissed Valeria passionately in front of
Paula.

The third night she dreamed
again about the struggle, but this time the nightmare became a
pleasant dream. It started the same way: Paula challenged Valeria and they
started to fight. Her fingers moved inside the rival pussy, her
teeth bit Valeria’s tits. But she didn’t get paralyzed in any
moment. She fought harder and harder until Valeria cummed so hard
that she shrieked, almost fainting, and Paula raped her brutally
with all the passengers watching it. Marco was there too and he
humped Paula while Valeria licked her tits as a signal of
defeat.

When she woke up, at six in the morning, she
had her panties soaked.

Since she had gone
out of that plane
Paula just did one thing: think about Valeria and their duel. She
looked for a way to force revenge, but she didn’t felt sure enough
to try. Her defeat had been very humiliating, and although Paula
was convinced that Valeria has got the best of her by the narrowest
margin, in a fight that Paula felt it hadn’t been completely fair,
Paula didn’t had the spirit to confront her nemesis again
yet.

When they left the plane
Valeria had looked at her with arrogance, as if she was saying: “If
you want a revenge, now it’s the time”. Paula didn’t
dare and since then
she hid in her hotel room, crying and sobbing sometimes, always
disheartened, with no appetite or energies. To dream that she beat
Valeria made her feel a lot better. For the first time she was in
high spirits, able to go out of her bed. She took a long and heated
bath while she thought about Valeria’s body. Valeria was hot, but
she was hot too. As hot as Valeria; maybe even more. Valeria had
beaten her because she could use her right hand during the fight,
and Paula was forced to use only her left.

She went out of the bathroom
and dried herself. She examined her awesome body in the mirror. Her boobs
still had Valeria’s fingers marks. Scratches, bruises. War wounds.
She took comfort in the thought that Valeria surely had the same
marks.

“Next time
I’m going to mark all your body, slut”, she
muttered.

Saying it out loud encouraged
her. She applied skin cream all over her body and she checked the
firmness of every part of it, comparing them with her rival’s. Would
Valeria’s butt be firmer than hers? Would her belly be more taut?
Her boobs larger or harder? Her legs longer and smoother? She
imagined them engaged in a duel in which they made battle every
part of their bodies, and Paula beat Valeria in every combat; she
made Valeria beg her, but she didn’t stop until Valeria was fully
ravaged.

She had her nipples hard as rocks when she
finished applying the cream. She came back to the room to dress.
She put her panties on and noticed they immediately moistened.
“God, I’m so horny”, she thought.

She noticed that her phone was
blinking. She grabbed it and found out why. She had two messages from
some hours ago. Her heart beat faster when she saw they came from
Valeria. She opened immediately the first one. Her hand
shivered.

Unconsciously, her other hand
started to rub her pussy through the panties.

The message was just a pic of
Marco, sleeping in a bed, glistening with sweat. It was easy to see
the scratches in his chest. In the message there was also a couple
of lines written by Valeria: “I marked you and now I mark him,
because he is mine. Take a look at the body you will never
enjoy again.
Marco is mine forever, slut”

Paula felt her body stifling as
she read Valeria’s message. She could even see her enemy’s face
grinning evilly while she wrote that message, satisfied after a
fuck with Marco, waiting until he was sleeping to take a picture of his
body.

Marco was very well hung, and
his body was even more attractive since Paula had seen him for the
last time. He seemed to be in better shape, firmer and sexier.
Paula felt a sting of desire inside her. A lashing of lust. Her hand moved
strongly against her pubis, rubbing her pussy through her
panties.

She wanted that stud.

He belonged to her, no matter what Valeria
said.

She opened the second message
from Valeria. She panted when she saw what contained. It was a
close up of Valeria’s cunt, still wet, reddened. She had trimmed
the golden pubic hair almost completely; there was just a small
strip of blond short hair above her clitoris. Paula was impressed
by the clit length and thickness. The clit rose defiantly, leaving the hoods of
the cuntlips. She wondered if her clit, that she was now grinding
stronger through the wet panties fabric, would have a similar size.
Valeria’s pussy was red after a long lovemaking session. The text
that was with the message made it clear:

“My cunt hurts because Marco has fucked it
again and again and again. This is the cunt that is going to enjoy
the cock you want. This the champion cunt, the cunt that can say:
Marco is mine”

Paula hated Valeria more than she had ever
hated anybody. She












cover.jpg
IS MINE,






