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  Chapter one
The Invitation's Edge


The fluorescent lights in the office buzzed like a nest of hornets, their sickly glow making the place look even more like a morgue for ambition than usual. Cubicles sprawled in endless, soul-sucking rows, each one a little gray prison cell decorated with the kind of motivational posters that only make you want to hang yourself, and the occasional family photo, as if anyone here actually had a life outside of spreadsheets and passive-aggressive emails. The air was a cocktail of burnt coffee, printer toner, and the ripe, unwashed stink of a hundred bodies marinating in their own failure. Gabriel, after five years of clawing his way up the corporate food chain by grinding his heel into the faces of the weak, was finally making his grand exit. He stood at the front, broad shoulders bulging against a shirt that cost more than most of his coworkers' rent, hair artfully messy, eyes cold and predatory, that shit-eating smirk on his face daring anyone to challenge his reign, even as he was about to walk out the door for good. 
Gabriel cleared his throat, the kind of sound that made the interns shit themselves and the middle managers remember their place. "Alright, you miserable fucks, listen up. This is my last day in this corporate graveyard, and I’m not sneaking out like some loser. Party’s at five, right here. Booze, snacks, maybe even a little dignity if you can find it. Bring your spouses—hell, bring your side pieces if you’ve got them." His eyes locked on Jason, who was hunched over his desk pretending to care about a spreadsheet, glasses sliding down his nose, the very picture of mediocrity. Jason was the sort of guy who probably ironed his underwear and thought missionary was adventurous. Gabriel had spent years breaking him down with jokes about his reports being more boring than a nun’s diary, or how he was the office’s gold medalist in playing it safe.
Esperanza showed up early, dragging Jason along like the loyal lapdog he was, clutching a plastic bag of store-bought chips and dip, as if that was going to make this shithole any less depressing. In a sea of gray and khaki, she was a fucking goddess—curves poured into a red dress that clung to her hips and made every man in the room forget what he was doing, hair like a waterfall of black silk, skin glowing like she’d never even heard of fluorescent lighting. She bent over the table to arrange the snacks, and Gabriel felt his cock twitch, the same way it always did when she was around. He’d watched her at every company event, every sad little party, her quiet confidence making her stand out more than any loudmouth ever could. There was a fire in her eyes, something wild and hungry, and Gabriel knew Jason had never even come close to lighting it. He remembered the times he’d caught her scent—jasmine and vanilla, pure sex—and the way her lips curled into a smile that promised a hell of a lot more than polite conversation.
She straightened up, and their eyes locked across the room. Esperanza’s cheeks flushed, and she tried to blame it on the air conditioning, but she knew damn well it was Gabriel’s stare—hungry, predatory, the kind of look that made you feel naked even in a crowd. She looked away, focusing on Jason, who was babbling about some project nobody cared about. "Help me with the streamers?" she asked, her voice steady, but her hands shook as she handed him the tape. Jason fumbled, as useless as ever, while Gabriel swaggered over, his presence swallowing the space. "Need a hand, Esperanza?" he said, voice dripping with that asshole charm, reaching past her so his arm brushed hers, rough fabric scraping her skin. The touch sent a jolt straight to her pussy. His cologne—wood, sweat, pure testosterone—cut through the office stink and made her knees weak.
Gabriel soaked it in, the power, the heat, the way Esperanza’s body tensed when he got close. No more pretending, no more playing nice for the HR drones. This place had been a cage, and tonight he was going to fuck his way out of it, consequences be damned. Sure, he was terrified that without the job he’d be just another nobody, but if he could have Esperanza—just once, just to prove he could—maybe it would all be worth it. Esperanza’s brain screamed loyalty, but her cunt was already betraying her, a slow, needy ache building as Gabriel’s fingers lingered on the tape, just a second too long, just enough to make her want to spread her legs right there on the folding table.
More colleagues trickled in as the clock hit five, the office transforming into a makeshift party zone. Bottles of cheap wine and beer appeared, plastic cups clinked, and laughter echoed off the walls. The hum of the air conditioning seemed louder now, a constant white noise underscoring the forced cheer. Gabriel played host like a king, directing people to the food table with sweeping gestures, his laughter booming over the chatter. He poured drinks with flair, handing one to Esperanza with a wink. "To new beginnings," he toasted, his eyes locking on hers. She sipped, the cool liquid sliding down her throat, but it did nothing to quench the growing heat. Jason hovered nearby, nursing his own beer, his resentment simmering under the surface. Years of Gabriel's taunts—calling him "the yes-man" in meetings, overriding his ideas with a dismissive wave—had left scars. But tonight, he forced a smile, clinking glasses with the man he secretly despised.
As the party gained momentum, tensions bubbled up like foam on a shaken soda. Gabriel cornered Esperanza by the refreshment table, the crowd providing cover. "You look stunning tonight," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, close enough that she felt his breath on her ear. "That dress... it's criminal how it clings to you." Her heart pounded, a flush creeping up her neck. This is wrong, she thought, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she whispered, "Gabriel, please. Jason's right there." He chuckled, a deep rumble that vibrated through her. "Jason? He's too busy being the perfect employee to notice." His hand brushed her knee under the tablecloth, fingers tracing a light circle that sent jolts straight to her core. She gasped softly, her thighs pressing together instinctively, a warmth pooling between them.
The cool condensation on her glass mirrored the sweat beading on her skin, the muffled laughter from the party heightening the secrecy. Guilt twisted in her gut—Jason was a good man, steady, loving in his quiet way. But Gabriel's touch was fire, awakening cravings she'd buried under routine and responsibility. Jason glanced over, noticing their proximity, and wandered closer. "Everything okay?" he asked, his voice tinged with uncertainty. Esperanza pulled away, nodding too quickly. "Just chatting about old times." Gabriel smirked, raising his glass. "To the safe life, Jason. May it keep you warm at night." The jab landed, Jason's jaw tightening, but he laughed it off, the office politics demanding it.
The conflict escalated as drinks flowed freer. Gabriel's toasts turned pointed, needling Jason about his "bland" existence. "Here's to Jason, the guy who plays it safe—safe job, safe car, safe... everything." Laughter rippled through the crowd, but Esperanza saw the hurt in her husband's eyes. Inside, she raged—part at Gabriel's cruelty, part at the thrill it sparked in her. Why does his dominance pull at me like this? she wondered, her breath quickening. Gabriel seized the moment, suggesting a "quick chat" away from the noise. "Help me grab more ice from the break room?" he asked, his tone innocent but his eyes promising sin.
Esperanza hesitated, her body humming with anticipation and dread. The party noise faded as she followed him down the dim hallway, the rarely used break room door looming ahead. Jason called out, "Esperanza? Where are you going?" But the words dissolved in the air, unanswered, as the door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in dim seclusion.
The break room was a forgotten corner of the office, lit only by the faint glow of a vending machine humming in the corner. Scattered chairs and a Formica table cluttered the space, the air cooler here, carrying the faint odor of old coffee grounds and microwave popcorn. Gabriel turned to her, his presence overwhelming in the tight quarters. "Finally alone," he said, stepping closer, his hand cupping her chin to tilt her face up. Esperanza's pulse thundered, her skin tingling where he touched. This is madness, she thought, but her body leaned in, drawn to his heat.
He pressed her against the counter, his body firm against hers, the bulge in his pants evident as he ground lightly. "I've wanted this for so long," he growled, his lips brushing her neck, sending shivers cascading down her spine. She moaned softly, her hands clutching his shirt, the fabric rough under her fingers. His scent enveloped her—sweat mixed with cologne, intoxicating. Guilt surged again, but desire drowned it, her nipples hardening against the lace of her bra, aching for his touch.
Gabriel's hands roamed, sliding up her thighs under the dress, fingers teasing the edge of her panties. "Tell me you want this," he demanded, his voice commanding, echoing his workplace dominance. Esperanza's breath hitched, her core throbbing. "I... I shouldn't," she whispered, but her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more. He chuckled darkly, slipping a finger inside, finding her slick and ready. The sensation was electric, her walls clenching around him as he stroked slowly, building the fire.
The party's distant laughter reminded her of the risk, heightening the arousal. Jason could walk in any moment. That thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her, her mind spinning with betrayal and bliss. Gabriel's free hand cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple through the fabric, pinching just enough to elicit a gasp. "You're mine tonight," he murmured, his own arousal pressing insistently against her thigh.
But then, a knock at the door froze them. "Esperanza? You in there?" Jason's voice, muffled but clear. Panic surged, mixing with the unfinished desire, leaving her breathless and conflicted.
Gabriel pulled back slightly, a wicked grin on his face. "To be continued," he whispered, straightening her dress as if nothing had happened. Esperanza nodded, her body screaming for release, as she composed herself to face the world outside.
Back in the bullpen, the party raged on, but Esperanza's mind was elsewhere, the taste of forbidden fruit lingering on her lips. Gabriel mingled seamlessly, his eyes flicking to her with promise. Jason pulled her aside. "You were gone a while. Everything okay?" She forced a smile, the lie bitter on her tongue. "Just helping with supplies." But inside, the pull toward Gabriel grew stronger, the night's tensions far from resolved.
As the evening wore on, more drinks were poured, stories exaggerated, and old grudges aired in jest. Gabriel's charisma held court, but his focus remained on Esperanza. He found moments to brush against her, his touch like sparks on dry tinder. Each contact built the ache, her panties damp from the earlier tease. She caught herself watching him, admiring the way his muscles flexed under his shirt, the confidence in his stride.
Jason, sensing something off, stuck closer, his arm around her waist possessively. But it felt constricting now, compared to Gabriel's bold grasp. What's happening to me? Esperanza wondered, sipping her wine to steady her nerves. The alcohol warmed her, loosening inhibitions, making the forbidden seem inevitable.
Gabriel raised another toast, his voice cutting through the din. "To all the what-ifs we never chased." His eyes bored into hers, the message clear. The crowd cheered, but for Esperanza, it was a challenge. The party noise swelled, bodies pressing in the crowded space, sweat and laughter mingling.
In a quiet moment, Gabriel pulled her into a shadowed alcove near the copy machine. "I can't stop thinking about how you felt," he whispered, his hand slipping to her ass, squeezing firmly. She stifled a moan, her body responding eagerly. "Gabriel, we can't..." But her protest was weak, her hand trailing down his chest.
The conflict raged inside her—loyalty clawing at one side of her mind while raw lust burned through the other. The steady hum of the copier, the distant clink of glasses, his breath hot against her throat—all of it pressed in, amplifying the frantic pulse between her legs and the sick twist of guilt every time she pictured Jason’s uncertain face.
Just as his lips neared hers, a colleague stumbled by, forcing them apart. Gabriel's promise hung in the air: "Break room, later." Esperanza returned to Jason, her mind a whirlwind, the invitation's edge cutting deeper, the taste of what might still happen burning hotter than ever.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
OITICE BULLY'S
Al
CONQUEST






