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Office Romance!

Chapter One

Merle adjusted her blouse for the third time that morning, smoothing the crisp white fabric over her curves as she stepped into the gleaming lobby of Foster & Associates. 

The law firm was a fortress of glass and steel, every surface polished to perfection, much like the woman who ran it. Hilda Foster. Just thinking her name sent a flutter through Merle's stomach, a mix of nerves and something deeper, warmer. 

She'd applied to a dozen firms after law school, but this one? This was the only one that mattered. 

Hilda's reputation preceded her—sharp as a blade, unyielding, the kind of boss who could make or break a career with a single glance. 

Merle had been here six months now, buried in case files and late-night revisions, her desk a testament to her dedication. Flawless work, her colleagues said. 

But from Hilda? Nothing. No praise, no acknowledgment beyond the curt nods during meetings. 

It stung, but Merle kept pushing, hoping one day those ice-blue eyes would soften, would see her not just as another junior associate, but as... more. 

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, and Merle stepped inside, clutching her tablet like a shield. The ride up to the 22nd floor was her daily ritual, a moment of quiet before the storm of depositions and deadlines. 

Today, though, the car was emptier than usual, the air thick with the scent of fresh coffee from the lobby café. 

She pressed the button and leaned against the mirrored wall, catching her reflection—dark hair pulled into a neat ponytail, lips glossed just enough to look professional. Professional, but with a hint of allure she couldn't quite suppress. 

As the doors began to close, a hand shot out to stop them. Merle's heart skipped. Hilda Foster strode in, her tailored black pantsuit hugging her athletic frame, heels clicking authoritatively against the floor. 

She didn't look at Merle, just punched the button for the penthouse office and stood ramrod straight, scrolling through her phone. 

"Good morning, Ms. Foster," Merle said, her voice steady despite the rush of adrenaline. She straightened up, willing herself to appear composed. 

Hilda's gaze flicked up briefly, cool and assessing. 

"Morning." One word, clipped and distant. She returned to her screen, the silence stretching like a taut wire. 

Merle swallowed, her mind racing for something—anything—to say. The quarterly report she'd slaved over last night? The typo she'd caught in the merger docs? 

But Hilda's presence was intimidating, a wall of frost that Merle couldn't breach. Still, she stole glances, tracing the sharp line of Hilda's jaw, the way her blonde hair fell in precise waves. 

There was power there, and beneath it, Merle imagined, a fire waiting to be kindled. 

The elevator hummed upward, floors ticking by. Merle shifted her weight, her skirt brushing against her thighs. 

She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, unbidden thoughts creeping in—Hilda's hand on her shoulder during a review, guiding her through a brief. Ridiculous. Focus, she chided herself. 

At the 18th floor, the doors opened to a cluster of interns piling in with boxes of files. The space tightened, bodies pressing close. Merle ended up shoulder-to-shoulder with Hilda, the faint scent of her perfume—something crisp and citrusy—invading Merle's senses. 

Their arms brushed, and Merle froze, hyper-aware of the contact. Hilda didn't pull away immediately, but when she did, it was with a subtle shift, as if the touch had registered but meant nothing. 

By the time they reached the 22nd, Merle was breathless, not from the crowd, but from the proximity. She followed Hilda out, heels echoing in tandem down the hallway to the executive suite. 

"The Peterson case is ready for your review," Merle ventured, falling into step beside her. 

Hilda paused at her office door, turning with that piercing stare. 

"Leave it on my desk." No warmth, no invitation. But as she closed the door, Merle caught a flicker—something in those eyes, gone too fast to name. 

Back at her desk, Merle sank into her chair, heart pounding. 

It was just another day, she told herself. But deep down, she knew it wasn't. She wanted more than approval. She wanted Hilda to see her, really see her. And someday, maybe, to want her too. 

The office buzzed around her—phones ringing, keyboards clacking—but Merle's thoughts lingered on that elevator ride, on the brush of skin that felt like a promise, however faint. 

Chapter Two

Merle spent the afternoon buried in the Peterson case revisions, her fingers flying over the keyboard as she double-checked every clause. 

The office hummed with the usual rhythm—colleagues murmuring over coffee, printers whirring in the distance—but her focus kept slipping. Every time she glanced toward the glass walls of Hilda's office, her pulse quickened. 

The boss was in there, door ajar just enough to reveal her silhouette bent over documents, pen scratching notes with precise strokes. 

By late afternoon, the team gathered for the weekly strategy meeting in the conference room. Merle arrived early, claiming a seat near the head of the table, her notebook open and ready. 

She smoothed her skirt, crossing her legs under the table, the fabric whispering against her skin. When Hilda entered, the room fell silent, all eyes on her as she took her place at the front, exuding that effortless command. 

"Let's begin," Hilda said, her voice cutting through the air like a whip. 

She launched into the agenda, dissecting the firm's caseload with surgical efficiency. Merle hung on every word, nodding along, but her gaze lingered on the way Hilda's fingers gripped the remote, strong and unyielding. 

She imagined those hands elsewhere—trailing down her back, pulling her close. Heat pooled low in her belly, and she shifted in her seat, pressing her thighs together to quell the ache. 

When it was Merle's turn to present updates on the Peterson merger, she stood, voice clear and confident. 

"We've secured the additional affidavits, and the risk assessment shows minimal exposure on the antitrust front." She clicked through slides, aware of Hilda's eyes on her, that cool appraisal scanning her from head to toe. 

Did she notice the slight flush on Merle's cheeks? The way her breath hitched just a fraction? 

Hilda leaned back, arms crossed over her chest, the motion pulling her blouse taut across her breasts. 

"Solid work. But tighten the language on page seven—it's too vague." Her tone was neutral, professional, but Merle caught the briefest pause, a moment where Hilda's gaze held hers a second longer than necessary. 

"Understood, Ms. Foster. I'll revise it by end of day." Merle sat, her heart racing from the exchange. It wasn't praise, but it was direct attention, and she'd take it. 

The meeting dragged on, but as it wrapped, Hilda assigned tasks, her eyes skipping over most until they landed on Merle again. 

"Merle, I need you to pull the comparable cases from the archives for the Thompson brief. Have them on my desk by 6 PM." 

No please, no thank you—just expectation. Merle nodded eagerly, already mentally mapping the basement storage room. 

After the meeting, Merle headed to the archives, the elevator descent feeling longer without Hilda's presence. 

The lower levels were cooler, dimly lit rows of shelves stacked with dusty boxes. She spent the next hour rifling through files, her blouse sticking to her skin from the stuffy air. By the time she gathered the stack, her arms ached, but satisfaction bloomed in her chest. This was her chance to shine, to get closer. 

Back on the 22nd floor, the office had thinned out, most associates heading home early on a Friday. 

Merle approached Hilda's door, knocking softly before entering. The boss was at her desk, glasses perched on her nose, typing furiously. She looked up, expression unchanging. 

"The files?" 

Merle set them down carefully, her fingers brushing the edge of the desk. Up close, Hilda's perfume enveloped her again, that citrus sharpness mingling with something warmer, like sandalwood. 

"Here they are. I cross-referenced the precedents with our current strategy—thought it might help streamline the brief." 

Hilda flipped through the top folder, her brow furrowing slightly. Silence stretched as she read, and Merle stood there, shifting her weight, acutely aware of the space between them. The room felt smaller, charged. Finally, Hilda closed the file. 

"This is... thorough. Good initiative." 

Merle's breath caught. Praise? From Hilda? It was small, but it lit a spark inside her. 

"Thank you. I want to make sure everything's perfect for you—I mean, for the team." 

Hilda's eyes met hers, sharp and searching. For a heartbeat, the cold facade cracked—just a hint of curiosity, or was it amusement? "Appreciated. You can go now." 

Merle turned to leave, but as she reached the door, Hilda's voice stopped her. 

"Merle." 

She pivoted, hope flaring. 

"Yes?" 

"Don't stay too late. We have a full weekend ahead." It was almost... concerned? But Hilda had already returned to her screen, dismissing her. 

Back at her desk, Merle replayed the moment, dissecting every word, every glance. 

She packed up slowly, the office emptying around her. As she waited for the elevator, the doors opened to reveal Hilda stepping out from the stairwell—had she taken the stairs? Unusual for her. 

They entered together, the car descending in tense quiet. Merle stole a look, catching Hilda's profile, the subtle tension in her shoulders. Their reflections stared back from the walls, side by side, so close yet worlds apart. 

Merle's mind wandered to forbidden territories—what if she reached out, touched that arm, felt the warmth beneath the suit? 

The elevator jolted slightly between floors, a minor stutter that made them both sway. Hilda's hand steadied against the wall, inches from Merle's. The air thickened, electric. 

"These old buildings," Hilda muttered, the first casual remark Merle had ever heard from her. 

"Yeah, they have character," Merle replied, voice soft, seizing the opening. 

Hilda glanced at her, lips quirking in the barest hint of a smile. Gone in an instant, but it was there. 

The doors opened to the lobby, and they parted ways with a nod. Merle walked into the evening air, buzzing with possibility. Something was shifting, however slightly. And she was determined to fan that spark into flame. 


Chapter Three

The weekend blurred into a haze of case files and coffee for Merle. 

She worked from home on Saturday, her laptop glowing in the dim light of her apartment, but her thoughts strayed constantly to Hilda. That fleeting smile in the elevator replayed in her mind, a crack in the armor she couldn't shake. 

By Sunday evening, she'd emailed the revised Peterson merger draft, her fingers trembling as she hit send. 

Hilda's response came swiftly: 'Review in my office, Monday 8 AM sharp.' No warmth, but the early meeting felt like an invitation, a chance to be alone with her. 

Monday morning arrived with a chill in the air, the city streets slick from overnight rain. Merle dressed carefully—a fitted white blouse that hugged her curves, a pencil skirt that ended just above her knees, heels that clicked with purpose. 

She arrived at the office by 7:45, the building nearly empty, echoes bouncing off the marble lobby. The elevator ride up was solitary, giving her time to steady her nerves, but her skin prickled with anticipation. 

Hilda's office door was open when Merle knocked lightly. The boss sat behind her desk, already immersed in the document, her dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail that exposed the elegant line of her neck. 

She wore a tailored gray suit, the jacket unbuttoned to reveal a silk camisole beneath, the fabric shifting as she breathed. 

"Come in," Hilda said without looking up, her voice low and focused. 

Merle entered, closing the door softly behind her. 

The room smelled of fresh coffee and Hilda's perfume, that intoxicating blend wrapping around her like a caress. She approached the desk, standing as Hilda gestured to the chair opposite. 

"Sit. Walk me through the changes." Hilda's eyes finally lifted, locking onto Merle's with an intensity that made her stomach flip. 

Merle swallowed, opening her notebook. 

"I clarified the antitrust language on page seven, as you suggested. Added cross-references to the Thompson precedents for stronger backing." She leaned forward slightly, pointing to the printed pages Hilda held, their hands nearly touching on the desk. 

Hilda nodded, flipping through the revisions, her long fingers tracing the margins. 

"Better. The flow is smoother now." She set the document down, leaning back in her chair, her gaze drifting over Merle—lingering on the collar of her blouse, the way it dipped just enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. "You're putting in the hours. Why?" 

The question caught Merle off guard, direct and probing. She met Hilda's stare, heat rising in her cheeks. 

"I... I want to excel here. To contribute. And I respect your leadership, Ms. Foster. You're the best in the field." The words tumbled out, laced with more truth than she intended—admiration bordering on devotion. 

Hilda's expression softened imperceptibly, a flicker in her eyes. 

"Flattery won't win cases, Merle. But effort does." She stood abruptly, moving to the window overlooking the skyline, her back to Merle. The morning light outlined her form, the skirt clinging to her hips, the subtle curve of her ass. 

Merle couldn't look away, her mind flooding with images: pressing against that back, sliding her hands around to cup those hips, feeling Hilda arch into her touch. 

"The Peterson deal closes next week," Hilda continued, turning slightly. "I need you on point for the final negotiations. Shadow me in prep sessions." 

Merle's heart leaped. Shadow her? Hours side by side, dissecting strategies, their energies intertwined. "I'd be honored. Whatever you need." 

Hilda turned fully, crossing her arms, the motion accentuating the press of her breasts against the camisole. 

"Good. Start by pulling the negotiation transcripts from last year's mergers. Conference room, 10 AM." 

Merle nodded, rising to leave, but paused at the door. "Ms. Foster... thank you for the opportunity." 

Hilda's lips parted, as if to respond, but she only inclined her head. "Don't thank me yet. Earn it." 

The rest of the morning passed in a whirlwind. Merle gathered the transcripts, her mind buzzing. In the conference room, she arranged the files meticulously, adding notes in the margins to anticipate Hilda's questions. 

When the boss arrived, she carried two steaming mugs, setting one in front of Merle without a word. 

"Black, no sugar," Hilda said, as if it were fact, not a question. 

Merle blinked, surprised. How did she know? "Yes, that's right. Thank you." 

They dove into the prep, hours slipping by as they pored over dialogues and tactics. 

Hilda's presence was magnetic—leaning over the table to point out a clause, her arm brushing Merle's, sending sparks up her skin. Merle inhaled deeply, catching the warmth of Hilda's body heat, the faint salt of her skin beneath the perfume. 

"Here," Hilda said at one point, her hand covering Merle's on the page to emphasize a line. 

The touch was brief, professional, but electric—Hilda's palm warm and firm, fingers slightly callused from years of gripping pens and briefcases. 

Merle froze, pulse thundering in her ears, imagining those fingers elsewhere: parting her thighs, stroking her clit until she gasped. 

Hilda pulled away quickly, clearing her throat. "Focus. The counterparty will exploit any weakness." 

"Right," Merle murmured, her voice husky, thighs clenching under the table to ease the sudden throb between her legs. 

By noon, the room felt stifling, the air thick with unspoken tension. Hilda stood to stretch, rolling her shoulders, the blouse pulling tight across her chest. 

Merle watched, mesmerized by the outline of her nipples, faint but there, hardening slightly in the cool air from the vent. 

"Break for lunch?" Merle ventured, bold in her distraction. 

Hilda glanced at her, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. "Order in. We keep going." 

Merle complied, calling for salads from the deli downstairs. As they ate, conversation turned personal for the first time—Hilda mentioning a tough case from her early days, her voice softening with rare vulnerability. 

Merle listened, hanging on every syllable, sharing a snippet of her own law school struggles. 

"You remind me of myself at your age," Hilda said quietly, fork pausing midway to her mouth. "Ambitious. Relentless." 

The compliment warmed Merle from within, spreading like liquid heat. "Coming from you, that's high praise." 

Hilda's gaze held hers, intense, searching. For a moment, the professional barrier thinned, and Merle swore she saw desire flicker—raw, unspoken. Then Hilda looked away, resuming their work. 

The afternoon stretched, but as 5 PM neared, Hilda closed the last file. "That's enough for today. Solid progress." 

Merle gathered her things, reluctant to end the proximity. "I'll review the notes tonight, send updates by morning." 

Hilda nodded, standing close as they exited the room. The hallway was quiet, the office winding down. 

They reached the elevators together, stepping inside the empty car. The doors slid shut, sealing them in that familiar, charged space. 

Silence enveloped them, heavier now after the day's intimacy. Merle felt Hilda's eyes on her, a sidelong glance that traced her profile. The descent was slow, floors ticking by, and Merle dared to speak. 

"Today was... productive. I learned a lot." 

"You did well," Hilda replied, her tone softer than usual. She shifted, her shoulder grazing Merle's, the contact lingering a beat too long. 

Merle's breath hitched, body responding instinctively—nipples tightening against her bra, a slick warmth gathering in her pussy. She imagined turning, pushing Hilda against the wall, kissing her fiercely, tongues tangling as hands roamed freely. 

The elevator dinged at the lobby, doors opening to the real world. Hilda straightened, the moment shattering. "See you tomorrow, Merle." 

"Goodnight, Ms. Foster," Merle said, voice barely above a whisper. 

As she walked home, the city's lights blurring past, Merle replayed the day—the touches, the glances, the coffee. The spark was growing, undeniable. And she was ready to let it ignite. 


Chapter Four

The week intensified, the Peterson merger looming like a storm on the horizon. Merle arrived each morning with a mix of dread and thrill, her body attuned to Hilda's orbit. 

Tuesday brought a full team briefing, but Hilda pulled her aside before it started, assigning her to lead a subsection of the presentation. 

'Make it airtight,' Hilda instructed, her breath warm against Merle's ear as she leaned in close, the scent of her shampoo—clean, citrusy—lingering. 

Merle nodded, her skin tingling from the proximity. Throughout the meeting, she presented flawlessly, fielding questions with poise while stealing glances at Hilda. 

The boss sat at the head of the table, legs crossed, her foot occasionally tapping under the surface, drawing Merle's eye to the smooth expanse of her calf exposed by the slit in her skirt. 

Merle's mind wandered: imagining those legs wrapped around her waist, heels digging into her back as she thrust fingers deep into Hilda's wet heat, making her moan. 

After the briefing, Hilda lingered, dismissing the others with a wave. 

'Stay. We need to align on the visuals.' Alone in the boardroom, the large oak table between them felt like both barrier and invitation. 

Hilda unrolled a set of charts, spreading them out, her body bending forward, blouse gaping slightly to reveal the lace edge of her bra cupping full breasts. 

Merle stepped closer to review, their hips nearly brushing as they pointed out adjustments. 

'This timeline—tighten it here,' Hilda said, her hand sliding over Merle's on the paper, guiding it with deliberate pressure. The touch sent a jolt straight to Merle's core, her pussy clenching with need. 

She pictured Hilda pinning her down on that table, skirt hiked up, grinding against her thigh until slickness soaked through fabric. 

'Understood,' Merle replied, voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. 

They worked in sync, bodies inching nearer with each revision, the air humming with electricity. Hilda's arm pressed against Merle's side once, firm and unyielding, and she didn't pull away immediately. 

Merle held her breath, savoring the heat radiating from Hilda's body, the subtle rise and fall of her chest. 

By mid-afternoon, the charts were finalized. Hilda straightened, rolling her shoulders, a soft exhale escaping her lips. 

'You're quick. Efficient.' The praise was casual, but to Merle, it was fuel, stoking the fire low in her belly. 

'Only because I'm learning from the best,' Merle said, meeting Hilda's gaze. For a heartbeat, the room narrowed to just them—Hilda's dark eyes darkening further, pupils dilating as if mirroring Merle's arousal. 

Hilda broke the stare first, gathering the materials. 'Prep the slides by end of day. Email them to me.' She paused at the door, turning back. 

'And Merle... good work today.' The door clicked shut behind her, leaving Merle alone, heart pounding, nipples peaked against her blouse from the unresolved tension. 

Wednesday blurred into late nights. Merle stayed past seven, tweaking the presentation in her cubicle, the office emptying around her. 

A shadow fell over her screen—Hilda, coat draped over her arm, looking every inch the poised executive in a navy dress that hugged her curves like a second skin. 

'Still here?' Hilda asked, leaning against the partition, her hip cocked, drawing Merle's eyes to the way the fabric clung to her thighs. 

'Just finishing the slides. Want to review now?' Merle offered, pulse quickening at the thought of more time together. 

Hilda considered, then nodded. 'My office. Bring your laptop.' 

Up on the executive floor, the space felt intimate in the low evening light. Hilda dimmed the lamps, pouring two glasses of water from a pitcher on her side table. 

They sat on the leather couch—closer than desks would allow—knees almost touching as Merle projected the slides onto the wall. 

'Click through,' Hilda directed, her thigh brushing Merle's as she shifted. The contact was light, but it ignited Merle, her clit throbbing with each accidental graze. 

She narrated the flow, voice dropping lower when Hilda's hand rested on her knee for emphasis, fingers splaying warmly. 

'Perfect transition,' Hilda murmured, her touch lingering, thumb circling idly. Merle's breath caught, imagining those fingers slipping higher, parting her folds, dipping into her dripping entrance while Hilda watched her squirm. 

The review wrapped, but neither moved immediately. Hilda's hand withdrew slowly, her eyes tracing Merle's lips. 

'You're indispensable on this, Merle. I couldn't do it without you.' Vulnerability edged her tone, a rare glimpse behind the facade. 

Merle's chest tightened with affection and lust. 'I'd do anything for you, Ms. Foster. Anything.' The words hung heavy, double-edged. 

Hilda's gaze intensified, a flush tinting her cheeks. She leaned in fractionally, the space between them shrinking, breaths mingling. Merle parted her lips instinctively, heart slamming, ready to close the gap and taste her—tongues sliding, hands fisting in hair. 

But Hilda pulled back, standing abruptly. 'Get some rest. Big day tomorrow—the client call.' 

Disappointment crashed through Merle, but she nodded, packing up. As they left the office, the corridor silent, they fell into step toward the elevators. The wait was agonizing, anticipation coiling tight. 

Inside the car, alone again, the descent amplified every sensation. Hilda stood close, her arm against Merle's, the heat palpable. 

No words passed, but the silence thrummed. Merle's hand itched to reach out, to slide up Hilda's arm, pull her in for a devouring kiss, to feel her boss's body yield, breasts pressing soft and full against her own. 

At the lobby, Hilda turned, her fingers grazing Merle's elbow—a goodbye that felt like a promise. 'Tomorrow, then.' 

Merle watched her go, the sway of her hips hypnotic, desire pooling hot and insistent. The flame between them was no longer a spark; it was a blaze, waiting for the right moment to consume. 


Chapter Five

Thursday dawned with a frenetic energy in the office, the Peterson merger client call scheduled for noon. 

Merle arrived early, her nerves jangling like live wires. She smoothed her pencil skirt, the fabric whispering against her thighs, and reviewed the slides one last time. Every detail had to be perfect—not just for the deal, but for Hilda. 

The memory of last night's elevator ride replayed in her mind: that lingering graze on her elbow, the way Hilda's eyes had held hers, promising more. 

The conference room buzzed as the team assembled. 

Hilda entered last, commanding the space in a tailored black suit that accentuated her lithe frame, the jacket unbuttoned just enough to hint at the white silk blouse beneath. She nodded to Merle, a subtle curve to her lips that sent a shiver down Merle's spine. 

'Lead the opener,' Hilda said quietly, her voice low and directed only at her, fingers brushing Merle's wrist as she handed over the remote. 

Merle swallowed hard, the brief contact igniting her skin. She stood at the front, projecting confidence as she clicked through the initial slides, outlining the merger benefits. 

The clients—two stern-faced executives on the video screen—nodded along, but Merle's focus splintered whenever Hilda shifted in her seat, her knee bumping Merle's calf under the table. 

Each accidental press made Merle's pulse race, her inner thighs slick with building arousal. 

She imagined dropping to her knees right there, crawling under the table to nuzzle between Hilda's legs, tongue lapping at her swollen clit until she gasped and gripped the edge for support. 

Hilda took over seamlessly midway, her presentation sharp and unyielding, voice cutting through the air like a blade. 

Merle sat beside her, close enough to feel the warmth emanating from her body. 

When Hilda gestured emphatically, her arm swept across Merle's shoulders, palm flat against her back for a lingering second. 

The pressure was firm, possessive, and Merle bit her lip to stifle a soft exhale, her nipples hardening against the lace of her bra. 

The call wrapped successfully, the clients expressing enthusiasm for next steps. Applause rippled through the room as the screen went dark. 

Hilda turned to the team, her expression thawing into rare approval. 

'Excellent work, everyone. Merle, a word.' 

The others filed out, leaving them alone amid the scattered notepads and cooling coffee cups. Hilda closed the door with a soft click, the sound echoing in Merle's ears. 

She approached the table, hips swaying slightly, and leaned against it facing Merle, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up invitingly. 

'You were outstanding,' Hilda said, her tone softer than usual, eyes locking onto Merle's with an intensity that made the air thicken. 'That opener set the tone perfectly.' 

Merle's cheeks warmed under the praise. 'Thank you, Ms. Foster. I just followed your lead.' She stood, drawn forward by an invisible pull, stopping inches away. The scent of Hilda's perfume—spicy and intoxicating—filled her senses, making her head swim. 

Hilda uncrossed her arms, one hand reaching out to tuck a stray hair behind Merle's ear. 

The touch was gentle, fingers trailing down her jawline, thumb brushing her lower lip. Merle's breath hitched, her body leaning in without thought, lips parting as desire flooded her veins. 

She could almost taste Hilda already—salty skin, the tang of her arousal if Merle slid her hand up that skirt and found her soaked. 

For a suspended moment, they hovered there, breaths syncing, Hilda's gaze dropping to Merle's mouth. 

Then, Hilda's hand cupped her cheek, pulling her closer. Their lips met in a tentative brush, soft and exploratory, before Hilda deepened it, tongue slipping past Merle's teeth to stroke and claim. 

Merle moaned into the kiss, hands fisting in Hilda's jacket, yanking her flush against her body. 

Breasts crushed together, hips grinding instinctively, Merle felt the hard peak of Hilda's nipple through the thin blouse, her own pussy aching with wetness. 

Hilda's fingers tangled in Merle's hair, tilting her head for better access, tongue fucking her mouth with deliberate thrusts that mimicked what Merle craved lower down. 

Merle responded hungrily, sucking on Hilda's tongue, one hand sliding down to grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh and pulling her tighter. 

The friction of their bodies rubbing sent sparks through Merle, her clit pulsing against the seam of her panties. 

They broke apart gasping, foreheads pressed together. Hilda's eyes were dark with lust, cheeks flushed. 

'I've wanted this,' she whispered, voice husky, her hand sliding down Merle's neck to the collar of her blouse, fingers dipping inside to trace her collarbone. 

Merle trembled, emboldened. 

'Me too. Every day.' She captured Hilda's lips again, shorter this time, nipping at the bottom one before pulling back. Reality intruded—the office beyond the door, the risk—but it only heightened the thrill. 

Hilda straightened her jacket, composure returning like a mask, though her lips remained swollen and red. 'Not here. Not yet.' She smoothed Merle's hair, a possessive glint in her eye. 'Tonight. My place. After hours.' 

Merle's heart soared, a rush of heat flooding her core at the invitation. 'I'll be there.' 

The rest of the day dragged, every glance across the office loaded with promise. 

Merle buried herself in follow-up emails, but her mind wandered to the evening: stripping Hilda slowly, kissing down her neck, sucking on those full breasts until she arched and begged. 

By five, the office thinned, and Merle lingered at her desk, anticipation coiling tight. 

Hilda appeared at six, keys in hand, her coat over one arm. 

'Ready?' she asked, voice casual to any eavesdroppers, but her eyes burned. 

They took the elevator down together, the enclosed space charged like never before. 

No words, just heated stares and subtle shifts—Hilda's hand finding Merle's lower back, thumb pressing into the dimple above her ass. Merle leaned into it, savoring the claim. 

Outside, Hilda's driver waited. The car ride blurred in a haze of stolen touches: fingers interlacing on the seat, Hilda's thigh pressed against Merle's, the promise of release hanging heavy. 

As they pulled up to Hilda's upscale apartment building, Merle knew the slow burn had ignited. Tonight, boundaries would shatter, bodies entwining in unrestrained passion. 

The door to Hilda's penthouse closed behind them, and in the dim entryway, 

Hilda pinned Merle against the wall, mouth crashing down in a fierce kiss. Hands roamed freely now—Hilda's unbuttoning Merle's blouse with urgent tugs, exposing her bra, while Merle hiked up Hilda's skirt, fingers tracing the damp lace between her legs. 

Hilda gasped into her mouth, hips bucking forward as Merle rubbed her clit through the fabric, feeling it throb under her touch. 

'Take me to bed,' Hilda demanded, voice rough with need, nipping at Merle's earlobe. 

Merle obeyed, leading her down the hall, shedding clothes along the way. Blouses hit the floor, skirts pooled at ankles. 

In the bedroom, lit by city lights filtering through windows, they tumbled onto the king-sized bed, naked and eager. 

Hilda pushed Merle onto her back, straddling her hips, pussy grinding down onto Merle's thigh, leaving a slick trail. 

Merle arched up, hands cupping Hilda's breasts, thumbs flicking the stiff nipples. 

Hilda moaned, leaning down to capture Merle's mouth again while her hand snaked between them, fingers circling Merle's clit before plunging two inside her soaked entrance. 

Merle cried out, walls clenching around the intrusion, hips thrusting up to meet each pump. 

'Fuck me harder,' Merle begged, nails digging into Hilda's back. 

Hilda obliged, curling her fingers to hit that spot deep inside, thumb pressing Merle's clit in rhythm. 

Pleasure built fast, coiling tight, until Merle shattered, orgasm ripping through her with a shuddering gasp, cum coating Hilda's hand. 

Not done, Hilda shifted down, spreading Merle's legs wide. 

She dove in, tongue lapping at her folds, sucking the sensitive clit while fingers thrust anew. Merle writhed, hands fisting the sheets, another climax building swiftly. 

'Your turn,' Merle panted when Hilda lifted her head, face glistening. 

She flipped them, positioning Hilda on her back, kissing a path down her body—nipping collarbone, sucking breasts, tongue swirling nipples until they pebbled harder. 

At Hilda's core, Merle spread her thighs, inhaling her musky scent before burying her face. Tongue delved into wet heat, lapping folds, circling the clit with firm strokes. Hilda bucked, hands in Merle's hair, guiding her. 'Yes, right there—suck it.' 

Merle did, lips sealing around the nub, fingers sliding inside to fuck her steadily. Hilda's moans filled the room, body tensing, then exploding in waves, pussy spasming around Merle's digits, juices flooding her mouth. 

They collapsed together, limbs tangled, breaths ragged. Hilda pulled Merle close, kissing her forehead. 'Stay,' she murmured, vulnerability raw. 

Merle nodded, heart full. 'Always.' 

In the afterglow, the office world faded. What began as professional tension had bloomed into something deeper—love, fierce and consuming, ready to face whatever came next. 

Chapter Six

The morning light filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Hilda's penthouse, casting a golden glow over the rumpled sheets. Merle stirred first, her body sore in the best way, muscles aching from the night's exertions. 

Hilda lay beside her, arm draped possessively across Merle's waist, breath warm against her shoulder. 

Merle turned slowly, tracing the curve of Hilda's hip with her fingertips, marveling at the softness of her skin in repose. 

The woman who commanded boardrooms with an iron fist looked almost vulnerable like this, lips slightly parted, dark hair tousled. 

Merle leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Hilda's collarbone, then lower, to the swell of her breast. 

Hilda murmured in her sleep, shifting closer, one leg hooking over Merle's thigh. 

The contact stirred Merle's desire anew, her hand sliding down to cup Hilda's ass, squeezing gently. 

Hilda's eyes fluttered open, a lazy smile curving her mouth as she pulled Merle on top of her. 

'Good morning,' Hilda whispered, voice gravelly from sleep, her hands roaming up Merle's back to tangle in her hair. 

She captured Merle's lips in a deep kiss, tongues sliding together slowly, savoring the taste of each other mingled with the remnants of last night's passion. 

Merle ground her hips down, feeling Hilda's pussy already damp against her thigh. 

'Couldn't resist,' she admitted, breaking the kiss to nip at Hilda's jaw. 

Her fingers dipped between them, stroking the slick folds, circling the hardening clit with teasing pressure. 

Hilda arched, a low groan escaping her. 

'Then don't.' She spread her legs wider, inviting Merle deeper. Two fingers slid inside easily, pumping in a steady rhythm while Merle's thumb worked the clit. Hilda's walls clenched around her, hips bucking up to meet each thrust. 

'Faster,' she demanded, nails raking Merle's shoulders. 

Merle obeyed, curling her fingers to stroke that sensitive spot inside, feeling Hilda tense and shatter with a sharp cry, her pussy pulsing as she came, coating Merle's hand in warm release. 

Hilda's chest heaved, eyes locked on Merle's with raw affection. 

She flipped them effortlessly, pinning Merle beneath her, kissing down her neck to her breasts. Lips closed around one nipple, sucking hard while teeth grazed the peak, sending jolts straight to Merle's core. 

'Your turn,' Hilda murmured against her skin, hand trailing down to part Merle's thighs. 

She licked a path to Merle's pussy, tongue flat and broad over the entrance before delving in, lapping at the juices. Merle gasped, hands fisting Hilda's hair, guiding her closer. 

Hilda's fingers joined her tongue, three plunging deep, fucking her with firm strokes while her mouth sucked the clit relentlessly. 

Pleasure coiled tight in Merle's belly, building until she bowed off the bed, orgasm crashing over her in waves, thighs clamping around Hilda's head as she rode out the spasms. 

They lay spent afterward, bodies slick with sweat, Hilda's head pillowed on Merle's stomach. 

'We should get to the office,' Hilda said eventually, though her tone lacked conviction. 

She traced lazy patterns on Merle's thigh. 'The Reynolds deposition is today. Can't have rumors starting on day one.' 

Merle laughed softly, the reality of their situation settling in. 'One night, and you're already thinking logistics?' 

Hilda lifted her head, eyes serious. 'This isn't just one night. But we play it smart. No one can know yet.' She sat up, pulling Merle with her into a lingering kiss. 'For now.' 

They showered together, hands wandering under the spray, but kept it light—soap-slicked caresses that promised more later. 

Dressed in fresh clothes from Hilda's closet (a spare blouse and slacks that fit Merle surprisingly well), they descended to the garage. 

Hilda drove this time, her sleek sedan cutting through morning traffic, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on Merle's knee, thumb stroking idly. 

The office loomed as they arrived separately, Hilda parking in her reserved spot while Merle took the public lot. 

The elevator ride up was solitary for Merle, but her mind replayed the feel of Hilda's body against hers, a secret smile playing on her lips. 

The day unfolded in a whirlwind of preparation for the Reynolds case—a high-profile antitrust suit that demanded precision. 

Merle dove into reviewing witness statements, her focus sharper than ever, fueled by the glow of their new intimacy. 

Hilda led the morning briefing in the war room, her presence magnetic, voice slicing through discussions with authoritative clarity. 

Across the table, their eyes met briefly, a spark of heat passing between them. 

When Hilda assigned tasks, she paired Merle with senior partner Victor Lang for cross-examination prep, her tone neutral, but Merle caught the subtle tightening of her jaw. Victor was a silver fox in his fifties, charming and flirtatious, known for his wandering eyes. 

By midday, Merle and Victor huddled in a smaller conference room, poring over deposition transcripts. He leaned in close, his cologne overpowering, hand brushing her arm as he pointed to a key line. 

'You're a natural at this, Merle. Sharp mind, and easy on the eyes.' His smile was wolfish, lingering too long. 

Merle shifted away politely, keeping her responses professional. 'Just doing my job, Mr. Lang.' But inside, unease stirred—not from his advances, but from the thought of Hilda seeing them together. 

Hilda did see. From the glass-walled hallway, she paused, watching the interaction, her expression unreadable. 

A flicker of something dark crossed her features—jealousy? Possession? She entered the room moments later, documents in hand. 

'Progress?' she asked crisply, eyes flicking between them. 

Victor straightened, charm dialed back. 'Nearly there, Hilda. Merle's been invaluable.' 

Hilda nodded, stepping to Merle's side, her hand 'accidentally' grazing the small of her back as she reviewed the transcript over her shoulder. 

The touch was brief, electric, gone before Victor noticed. 'Good. Wrap it up by two. We reconvene then.' She left with a swish of her skirt, leaving Merle breathless. 

The afternoon dragged with mounting tension. Whispers about the Reynolds case dominated the floor, but Merle's thoughts strayed to Hilda's office, imagining locking the door and dropping to her knees, mouth enveloping Hilda's pussy until she moaned her name. 

During the full team debrief, Hilda sat at the head, legs crossed, foot tapping subtly against Merle's under the table—a hidden Morse code of desire. 

As the meeting ended, Hilda caught Merle's elbow in the corridor, voice low. 'My office. Five minutes.' 

Merle's pulse quickened. She busied herself at her desk, then slipped into Hilda's sanctum, the door clicking shut behind her. 

The space was all polished wood and leather, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves framing the city view. Hilda stood by the window, silhouetted against the skyline, turning as Merle entered. 

'Lang,' Hilda said simply, crossing to her, hands framing Merle's face. 'He touches you again, tell me.' 

Merle blinked, then smiled, pulling Hilda closer. 'Jealous?' 

Hilda's lips quirked. 

'Possessive.' She kissed her fiercely, backing Merle against the desk, hands sliding under her blouse to pinch her nipples through the bra. Merle gasped, arching into the touch, her own fingers fumbling with Hilda's belt. 

'We can't—' Merle started, even as she yanked the zipper down, hand diving into Hilda's panties to stroke her wet slit. 

'We can,' Hilda countered, hiking up Merle's skirt, fingers plunging into her pussy without preamble. 

They fucked each other standing there, breaths ragged, Hilda's thumb grinding Merle's clit while Merle curled her fingers inside Hilda, thumb pressing her nub. 

It was quick, desperate—bodies slamming together, stifled moans as they came almost simultaneously, juices dripping down thighs. 

They straightened clothes hastily, faces flushed, sharing a conspiratorial grin. 

'Dinner tonight,' Hilda said, straightening her hair. 'My place again.' 

Merle nodded, slipping out first. The rest of the day blurred, the deposition looming, but the secret thrill of their affair added an edge to every interaction. As evening fell, Merle packed her bag, anticipation building. 

Victor tried one last overture in the elevator—'Drinks after?'—but she declined smoothly, citing plans. 

Hilda waited in the lobby, casual in a trench coat, linking arms with Merle under the guise of colleagues walking out together. 

In the car, barriers dropped: Hilda's hand between Merle's legs, stroking lazily as she drove, bringing her to a shuddering peak just as they pulled into the garage. 

Back at the penthouse, they cooked together—pasta simmering while hands explored, Hilda bending Merle over the counter for a thorough fingering, tongue in her ass while fingers fucked her pussy until she screamed. 

Later, in bed, they made love slower, sixty-nining with mouths devouring clits and fingers probing depths, orgasms syncing in harmonious release. 

Curled together afterward, Hilda traced Merle's spine. 'This changes everything.' 

Merle kissed her shoulder. 'For the better.' 

But as sleep claimed them, Merle wondered about the risks—the office gossip, the power imbalance, the Reynolds case that could expose vulnerabilities. 

Their love was a flame, bright and consuming, but flames could burn if not tended carefully. Tomorrow would test them further.


Chapter Seven

The Reynolds deposition dawned under a sky heavy with rain, the city skyline blurred through the office windows. Merle arrived early, her nerves a tight coil despite the warmth of Hilda's touch lingering from their predawn goodbye kiss. 

The penthouse had become their sanctuary over the past weeks, nights blurring into days of stolen moments and unrestrained passion. 

But today, the stakes were sky-high: the antitrust case could make or break careers, including theirs. 

Hilda strode into the conference room like a storm contained, her tailored suit hugging her curves, exuding the control that had first drawn Merle in. 

She nodded curtly to the team, her gaze sweeping over Merle with a flicker of heat that no one else caught. Victor Lang lounged at the far end, his flirtations subdued since Hilda's pointed glare during prep. 

The air hummed with anticipation as the opposing counsel filed in, led by a smug shark named Elena Vargas. 

The deposition unfolded in a barrage of questions, documents slapped on the table, voices rising in controlled fury. 

Merle handled her cross-examination segment flawlessly, her voice steady as she dismantled a witness's inconsistencies, earning a subtle nod from Hilda. 

But tension simmered beneath the surface—whispers of office rumors had started circulating, fueled by their late exits together and the charged glances. 

Midway through, during a break, Victor cornered Merle in the hallway. 

'Impressive work in there,' he said, stepping too close, his hand grazing her elbow. 'We should celebrate after this wraps. Just you and me.' 

Merle's stomach twisted, but before she could respond, Hilda appeared, her presence slicing the air. 

'Lang, back to your station. Now.' Her tone was ice, eyes locked on his retreating form. Alone, she pulled Merle into a shadowed alcove, pressing her against the wall. 'He's persistent. I should fire him.' 

Merle laughed breathlessly, hands sliding up Hilda's sides. 

'Jealousy looks good on you.' She captured Hilda's mouth in a quick, fierce kiss, tongues tangling briefly before they broke apart, breaths mingling. 

'Focus,' Hilda murmured, adjusting her collar, but her fingers lingered on Merle's hip. 'We win this, then we talk about us.' 

The afternoon dragged into evening, the deposition stretching as Vargas pushed boundaries. 

Hilda took the lead for the final hour, her interrogation ruthless, pinning the witness with facts until he cracked, admitting key details that sealed their advantage. 

Cheers erupted as the opposing team conceded, packing up in defeat. The team celebrated with high-fives and relieved laughter, but Merle's eyes sought only Hilda's. 

In the emptying conference room, Hilda pulled her aside, door locking with a decisive click. 

'You were brilliant,' she said, backing Merle against the table, hands roaming under her blouse to cup her breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they peaked hard. 

Merle's breath hitched, legs parting as Hilda's knee nudged between them. 

'So were you.' She yanked Hilda's skirt up, fingers diving into her soaked panties, stroking the swollen clit with urgent circles. 

Hilda moaned low, grinding against her hand, two fingers slipping inside Merle's pussy in retaliation, pumping deep and fast. 

They came together in hushed gasps, bodies shuddering, juices slicking fingers as they kissed through the aftershocks. 

'My office,' Hilda whispered, straightening her clothes. 'Now.' 

The corner office was dim, city lights twinkling below. Hilda dimmed the lamps, pouring scotch from her decanter. 

They toasted silently, the burn of liquor mirroring the fire in their veins. 

'Rumors are spreading,' Hilda said, setting her glass down, pulling Merle onto the leather couch. 'People are talking about us.' 

Merle straddled her lap, grinding down against Hilda's thigh. 

'Let them. I'm done hiding.' She unbuttoned Hilda's blouse, mouth latching onto a breast, sucking the nipple while her hand kneaded the other. Hilda arched, fingers tangling in Merle's hair, guiding her lower. 

'Undress me,' Hilda commanded, voice husky. Merle complied, stripping them both bare, bodies pressing skin to skin. 

She knelt between Hilda's spread thighs, tongue tracing the inner seam before plunging into her pussy, lapping at the folds, sucking the clit with rhythmic pulls. Hilda's hips bucked, hands fisting Merle's hair as she fucked her face, cries muffled by bitten lips. 

'Inside me,' Hilda gasped, and Merle slid three fingers deep, curling to hit that spot, tongue flicking relentlessly. Hilda shattered, pussy clenching, flooding Merle's mouth with her release. 

She hauled Merle up, flipping her onto the couch, burying her face in Merle's ass, tongue probing the tight ring while fingers thrust into her dripping cunt. 

Merle keened, pushing back, the dual assault sending her spiraling. 

Hilda's free hand reached around to pinch her clit, and Merle came hard, walls spasming, squirting onto the leather as waves crashed over her. 

They collapsed together, limbs entwined, hearts pounding in sync. 

'I love you,' Merle whispered, the words slipping out unbidden. 

Hilda stilled, then cupped Merle's face, eyes soft in the low light. 

'I love you too. Have for longer than I admitted.' She kissed her tenderly, then deeper, hands exploring anew. 

They made love there on the couch, Hilda scissoring against Merle, clits grinding in slick friction, breasts pressing together as they rocked, moans building to shared climax. 

Later, dressed and composed, they faced the inevitable. HR summons arrived via email—discreet inquiries about their relationship, prompted by anonymous tips. Hilda's jaw set, but Merle squeezed her hand under the desk. 

'Together?' Merle asked. 

'Together,' Hilda affirmed. 

The meeting was formal, policies recited about fraternization and power dynamics. 

But Hilda, ever the strategist, laid it out: their affair was personal, post-case, and they requested discretion while committing to transparency. 

Merle backed her up, voice steady, detailing how their partnership strengthened the firm. 

To their surprise, the partners—impressed by the Reynolds win—acquiesced with caveats: no direct supervision conflicts, public professionalism. Victor, overhearing, slunk away, his advances silenced. 

Weeks blurred into a new rhythm. 

They moved Merle into the penthouse, mornings starting with lazy sixty-nines, mouths devouring pussies until orgasms woke them fully. 

Office days held secret thrills—Hilda's foot teasing Merle's under meetings, quick bathroom trysts with fingers buried deep, stifled cries echoing off tiles. 

Evenings were theirs: Hilda cooking while Merle knelt under the table, tongue working her clit; slow, sensual strap-on sessions where Hilda fucked Merle from behind, hand around her throat, whispering endearments; Merle riding Hilda's face, grinding until they both drowned in pleasure. 

The power imbalance faded into equality, Hilda's cold facade melting in private, revealing a woman who craved Merle's touch as fiercely as Merle worshipped hers. 

The elevator that sparked it all became their ritual—stolen kisses in the rising car, hands slipping under skirts, promising the night ahead. 

One year later, at the firm holiday gala, they danced under twinkling lights, hands linked openly. 

Whispers had turned to acceptance, their success undeniable. As the music swelled, Hilda pulled Merle close, lips brushing her ear. 'Marry me.' 

Merle's heart soared. 'Yes.' 

They sealed it later in a hotel suite, bodies entwined in a marathon of ecstasy: tongues tracing every inch, fingers and toys plunging deep, orgasms chaining one after another until exhaustion claimed them. 

Their love, born in tension and fire, burned eternal—unbreakable, unyielding, utterly theirs. 
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