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Danielle stirred awake, her eyes fluttering open as she took in the familiar surroundings. The small studio apartment was dimly lit by the morning sun filtering through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the cozy space. She stretched languidly, feeling the soft sheets against her bare skin and reveling in the memories of the passionate night she had enjoyed.

When her senses woke up fully, Danielle’s gaze drifted to the other side of the room. There, in the corner by the window, she could make out Emma’s slender form moving about. The redhead was naked, her creamy skin a stark contrast against her fiery locks as she worked on her painting, completely lost in her art.

A surge of possessiveness washed over the older woman as she watched Emma. She couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else seeing those perfect curves and that stunning figure. Her eyes narrowed slightly, jealousy sparking within her chest as she imagined a passerby on the street glimpsing her lover through the window.

The futa propped herself up on one elbow, drinking in the sight of Emma’s pert ass and long legs as she worked at her canvas. The artist seemed oblivious to Danielle’s gaze, focused intently on her painting as her brush danced across the surface with fluid grace.

The billionaire CEO had never felt this way about anyone before. For months now, Emma had been a constant presence in her thoughts, a spark that had awakened something deep inside her. She craved the redhead’s touch, her laughter, her fiery spirit. As their relationship grew more intense, Danielle found herself grappling with unfamiliar emotions – jealousy, possessiveness, and even fear.

They had never really talked about what they were to one another, content to let things unfold naturally without labels or expectations. But now, watching Emma, Danielle knew she wanted more. She yearned for the right to claim the redhead as her own, to protect her and cherish her in a way no one else could.

The thought of losing Emma, even the possibility of someone else desiring her, sent a jolt of panic through Danielle’s body. She sat up abruptly, ready to march over and demand that Emma close the curtains, but something stayed her hand.

With a sigh, the dark-haired woman settled back against the pillows, watching as Emma continued to paint, lost in her own world. She would bide her time and show the redhead through actions rather than words just how much she meant to her. And when the time was right, she would make Emma hers completely.

For now, though, Danielle contented herself with admiring her lover’s beauty, memorizing every curve and line.

As Danielle watched Emma paint, her desire grew with each passing moment. The sight of her lover’s perfect body, the way the morning light caressed her skin – it was too much for her to resist. She felt her cock harden beneath the sheets, aching for attention and desperate to be inside Emma once more.

Unable to bear the distance between them any longer, Danielle rose from the bed. Her feet padded softly across the worn wooden floorboards as she made her way toward her redheaded lover. With each step, her anticipation grew, her heart pounding in her chest at the thought of pressing herself against Emma’s warm skin.

When she reached the other woman, Danielle was unable to contain herself any longer. She pressed her naked body against Emma’s back, her rock-hard cock nestling between those perfect ass cheeks. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through both women as they melted into each other’s embrace.

Emma let out a breathy moan, arching her back to press more firmly against Danielle’s rigid length. “Someone’s feeling frisky this morning,” she said, wiggling her hips teasingly.

Danielle growled low in her throat, nuzzling Emma’s neck as her hands roamed possessively over the artist’s curves. “You have no idea how badly I want you right now,” she murmured, grinding against her lover’s ass with needy desperation.

Emma dropped her paintbrush with a clatter, turning in Danielle’s arms to face her. Her green eyes smoldered with desire as she ran her hands up the billionaire’s toned body. “Well then,” she whispered seductively. “What are you waiting for?”

“Not here,” Danielle growled softly, glancing at the window nervously. “Someone might see.”

Emma smirked at her, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Oh really? And why would that matter?” She wriggled against Danielle’s hard cock teasingly, clearly enjoying the dark-haired woman’s discomfort. “We’re quite high up; I doubt anyone could see anything even if they tried.”

Danielle bit her lip, a wave of possessiveness washing over her as she gazed down at her lover. She wanted Emma all to herself and craved the right to claim the woman forever. The thought of anyone else seeing, let alone appreciating, what was hers made her blood boil with jealousy.

“Because I want you to be mine alone,” Danielle murmured, her voice rough with need. “I don’t share what’s mine, not even through a window.”

Emma’s eyebrow quirked upwards at that. “Yours?” she asked, a hint of amusement in her tone. “Last time I checked, you didn’t own me, darling. I’m my own person, not some possession for you to lock away.”

Danielle bristled at the redhead’s words, her fingers digging into Emma’s hips possessively. “That may be true for now,” she admitted reluctantly. “But we’ll see in time...”

Emma wriggled in Danielle’s grip, a frown on her face as she looked up at the taller woman. “Should I want you all to myself then?” She asked sharply, clearly enjoying the dark-haired CEO’s discomfort.

The futa frowned, confusion and frustration warring in her eyes. “What do you mean by that?” She demanded, tightening her hold on Emma’s hips.

Emma rolled her eyes, shaking her head at Danielle’s behavior. “Oh please,” she scoffed. “Don’t play dumb. You know perfectly well you’re sleeping with other women.”

Danielle had the decency to look somewhat abashed at Emma’s accusation. She opened her mouth as if to argue, then closed it again, realizing there was no use denying the truth.

“Yes, I have... encounters,” she admitted finally, choosing her words. “But that doesn’t mean anything, not compared to what we have.”

Emma snorted derisively. “Oh really? And what exactly do we have, Danielle?” She leaned in closer, her voice taking on a dangerous edge. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks an awful lot like a casual fling with no strings attached.”

Danielle swallowed hard. In truth, the two of them had never really discussed what their relationship was or what they wanted from each other. They had simply fallen into a pattern of passionate encounters without any real commitment. Yet, she didn’t consider this a fling. She certainly didn’t want to consider the possibility that anyone else had touched the redhead after them being together that first time.

“That’s not all we are,” Danielle protested, but her words were not as convincing as she wanted them to be.

Emma smirked, shaking her head. “Wake up, Danielle,” she said, finally managing to wriggle free of the other woman’s grasp. “I’m not your toy for you to play with whenever you feel like it.”

Danielle reached out, grabbing Emma’s arm as she tried to pull away. “You’re not my toy,” she growled, her eyes flashing with intensity. “But you are mine.”

Emma froze, her breath catching in her throat at the raw possessiveness in Danielle’s voice. Before she could respond, the older woman closed the distance between them and crashed her lips against Emma’s in a furious kiss.

The redhead gasped into Danielle’s mouth, surprised by the sudden onslaught of passion. But she quickly melted into it, her desire rising to meet the futa’s as their tongues tangled fiercely.

Danielle pushed them back until Emma’s back hit the wall, never breaking the kiss. She pinned the younger woman in place with her body, her hands roaming greedily over those familiar curves.

Emma wrapped her legs around Danielle’s waist instinctively, moaning as she felt the other woman’s hard cock press against her core. The friction was maddening, stoking the flames of her arousal even higher.

The futa shifted against Emma, growling low in her throat as she claimed her lover’s mouth once more. She could feel the redhead’s wetness coating her shaft.

With a grunt of need, Danielle lined herself up and pushed forward, burying her cock deep inside Emma’s tight heat in one smooth stroke. They both cried out at the sensation, their bodies joining as if they were made for each other.

The billionaire set a relentless pace, pounding into Emma with a ferocity that left the younger woman breathless. She gripped her lover’s hips hard enough to bruise as she claimed her again and again, each thrust driving Emma higher up the wall.

“Fuck,” Emma gasped out between ragged breaths, her nails raking down Danielle’s back. “Don’t stop...”

Danielle snarled in response, taking the encouragement as a challenge. She hooked her arms under Emma’s knees, spreading her legs wider and allowing herself to plunge even deeper into that scorching, velvety heat.

The new angle had them both seeing stars, their cries of ecstasy echoing off the walls. Emma’s head fell back against the bricks with a soft sound as she surrendered herself entirely to the intense pleasure, her body jolting with each forceful thrust.

Danielle could feel Emma tightening around her, the redhead teetering on the brink of climax. She leaned closely, capturing one pert nipple between her teeth and biting down just shy of too hard before soothing it with her tongue.

“Come for me,” she commanded hotly against Emma’s slick skin, her hips never faltering in their brutal rhythm. “Show me who you belong to.”

Emma whimpered at the dominant words, a fresh gush of arousal easing Danielle’s way as she felt herself hurtling towards release. The older woman’s cock filled and stretched her so perfectly, reaching depths no one else ever had.

“Yes,” Emma keened loudly, too far gone to care who might hear their carnal coupling. “Fuck yes, I’m
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