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One: The Meeting
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Bianca fidgeted in her chair. She was nervous, and it was getting harder to conceal. She crossed her legs and tugged at the edge of her skirt. For todays meeting, she’d chosen her most expensive cream colored suit. It had a fitted blazer with dainty gold buttons and a smooth skirt that hit just above the knee. Bianca wanted to look smart and professional while still being stylish and attractive. Her boss, Valentina Delgado, was an icon in the publishing industry. She was beautiful, fierce, and incredibly cunning. As the publisher, Valentina ran the business side of Spark Magazine. She controlled all the important, behind the scenes elements that kept Spark flying off the shelves. Most magazines had gone fully digital, but with Valentina at the helm, Spark was soaring. She oversees all the budgets, contracts, and partnerships with a keen eye, working tirelessly alongside Harrison Bradshaw, the swanky editor-in-chief.  

Bianca was beyond surprised when Valentina had sent her a meeting request last week. Truthfully, Bianca wasn’t even sure Valentina knew who she was. Bianca was an advertising director, a new hire from the now defunct Glossy magazine. She was twenty-six, single, and incredibly devoted to her work. She dreamed of sitting behind Valentina’s desk one day, managing the operations of a sophisticated magazine all on her own. 

Climbing the ladder in this industry hadn’t been easy for Bianca, but she never quit, and she never slowed down. Her intense focus, and eagerness to get ahead, had been the demise of every single one of her relationships. She could barely hold on to her dwindling group of friends. 

Bianca flicked her wrist, nervously looking down at the slender gold watch clasped to it. She was two minutes early. She forced herself to breathe as she wracked her brain with possibilities. 

Last week, Bianca worked directly with Valentina for the first time since her arrival at Spark. A team was put together to analyze a new and upcoming luxury goods brand, Sheen by Sierra. It was founded by a social media superstar, Sierra Goldberg. The team met for three days, and it was intense. They spent hours analyzing data, reviewing budgets, and preparing brand partnership proposals. During these three days, Bianca was in awe of Valentina. Every word out of her mouth seemed perfectly curated and thoughtful. When she walked into a room, the energy she brought with her was remarkable. Not to mention, she was the most beautiful woman Bianca had ever seen. 

Valentina was in her late forties, but she didn’t have a visible wrinkle in sight. She had smooth bronze skin, and long black hair. Her eyes were a deep shade of chestnut, and her lips were full, and somehow always glossy. Bianca was filled with admiration, attraction, and a bit of envy. Valentina looked like she spent every waking hour at the gym. She stood at around five foot seven, with toned arms and legs, and perfect, perky breasts. Staring at her everyday started to make Bianca feel indescribably self conscience. 

“Miss. Elliot. I’m so sorry to keep you waiting,” Valentina said sweetly as she brushed through the door. 

Bianca felt her breath catch in her throat. 

Valentina breezed past her, leaving the sweet smell of lavender and jasmine in her wake. 

“I haven’t been waiting long,” Bianca replied quietly. “You are right on time Mrs. Delgado.” She quickly studied Valentina as she made her way around the desk and pulled out her office chair. She was wearing a form-fitting black dress with a gold zipper down the back. Her long dark hair was in a thick, loose braid that rested over her shoulder. A pair of patent black heels adorned her feet, showing off her shapely calves as she walked. 

Bianca felt her cheeks flush as she swept her gaze back up to Valentina’s face. 

Valentina was looking at her intently, an amused smile painted across her beautiful face. She settled into her chair. 

“Do you know why I called you in here, Miss. Elliot?” Valentina asked. 

Bianca’s fingers twitched nervously in her lap. “No, ma’am. I don’t.” And she was being truthful. She had replayed the past few weeks, searching for a mistake or a misstep that she could have made. But after careful consideration, Bianca could find nothing wrong with her performance. In fact, she thought her efforts with Sheen by Sierra were outstanding, possibly some of the best of her career. 

“Well,” Valentina said sharply, leaning forward. “I will be quick then. You’ve impressed me, Miss. Elliot. May I call you Bianca?” 

Bianca scoffed. She was surprised, and flattered. “Of course you can. And thank you so much.” 

Valentina’s smile widened. “I see something in you, Bianca. Something that reminds me of myself. You have a fire burning inside of you, a raw passion. I can sense it, because I have it too.” 

Bianca didn’t know how to respond. She felt her skin prickle at the compliment and she was honored with the comparison.  

“I want to change your position within the company, but I don’t know what that looks like yet,” Valentina said coolly. “I need to spend more time with you to figure out where you’d fit best.” 

“I.. I would love that Mrs. Delgado,” Bianca stammered. 

“Excellent!” Valentina laughed. “Now please stop calling me Mrs. Delgado. Valentina will do just fine. Do you have dinner plans tonight, Bianca?” 

Bianca shook her head no, unable to form words. 

“It’s settled then,” Valentina purred. “Come to my house for dinner around seven. I’ll send a car to pick you up.  Your address is correct on your personnel file?” 

Bianca nodded silently. She felt like she was living some sort of dream. She wanted to wrap her arms around Valentina and mutter a thousand thank-yous, but instead she remained still, soaking in every word that fell from Valentina’s lips.

And just as quickly as she swept in, Valentina stood up from her office chair. She walked slowly over towards Bianca. 

Bianca tried not stare at her hips as they swayed, pulling at the fabric of her dress. 

“See you tonight,” Valentina said softly. She made her way past Bianca, toward the office door. As she did, she extended her hand, letting her fingertips delicately graze Bianca’s shoulder. 

When their skin made contact, it was electric. 

Bianca could only sit in stunned silence. Her heart was pounding, her fingers were shaking, and the wetness between her thighs was undeniable. 
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Two: The Dinner 
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Bianca could barely keep her legs from shaking as she stood before Valentina’s massive front door. She scanned the hulking, ornately carved wood for a knocker or a doorbell, but found nothing. The town car that had dropped her off was now leaving, and she could hear the tires rolling down the long, winding driveway. 

Suddenly, the door opened. A rush of warm air hit Bianca, sending strands of blonde hair sweeping across her face. 

Valentina stood in the doorway, and Bianca could barely breathe. “Good evening, Bianca.”

She looked like she’d just stepped off the set of a glamours photoshoot. Her long black hair hung in loose waves around her rosy cheeks. She was wearing a tight red dress and red satin heels. Somehow the shade of her lipstick seemed to match her dress and shoes perfectly. 

“Hi, Valentina,” Bianca stammered. She felt her heart pounding in her chest. Not only did she admire the woman before her professionally, but she was completely enamored with her personally. Bianca had never wanted to touch a woman so badly. She felt a growing ache in her fingertips every time she locked eyes with Valentina. 

“Come on in,” Valentina said, stepping aside. 

With shaky knees, Bianca entered the home. The foyer was beautiful, larger than Bianca’s entire apartment, and decorated like a fine art museum. Sleek oil canvases hung on the walls while large ceramic sculptures adorned the center of the space. Bianca felt completely out of her element as her heels clicked across the smooth marble flooring. 

“You have a beautiful home,” Bianca said, smiling politely.  

Valentina pressed the heavy door shut. “Thank you.” She began walking, her hips swaying in her tight dress. “Follow me.” 

Bianca nodded, and like a lost puppy, began following Valentina through the sprawling home. 

“Was your ride here, alright?” Valentina asked as she walked. “Jasper has a tendency to be late.” 

“It was fine, very generous too. Thank you for arranging that.” Bianca’s voice cracked, she felt the nerves in building in her body. Valentina must have sensed them too. She stopped walking and turned to face Bianca. They were at the end of a long hallway. 

“Don’t be so nervous, Bianca.” Valentina said softly. “You have an incredible talent. If you can learn to pair that with confidence, you’ll be unstoppable.” 

Valentina reached her arm out, tenderly grabbing Bianca’s forearm. She gave it an encouraging squeeze. 

Bianca knew that the gesture was meant to be compassionate and friendly, but feeling Valentina’s skin on hers was electric. Bianca felt every inch of her grow hot. Her skin prickled, her muscles clenched, and her belly burned with passionate desire. 

Valentina dropped her arm and turned on her heel. “The dining room is this way. I hope you’re hungry!” 

Bianca was hungry. Starving actually, but her appetite wasn’t for food. She was trying to clear her mind and calm her breathing, reminding herself to be professional. But
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