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Chapter 1: The Perfect Assistant
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Victoria Blackwood was a force of nature.

At thirty-six, she had built Blackwood Capital from a two-person startup into one of the most aggressive and successful hedge funds in London. Ruthless, brilliant, and stunningly beautiful, she ruled her glass-walled empire from the top floor of a sleek Mayfair building.

Victoria Blackwood was a self-made predator in a world of inherited wealth. Born to a single mother in a rough part of Manchester, she had clawed her way into Oxford on a full scholarship, graduating top of her class in Finance and Economics. She started Blackwood Capital with nothing but a laptop, a £5,000 loan, and an iron will. Ten years later, she managed over £4 billion in assets and was known in the City as “The Black Widow” — a woman who destroyed competitors, seduced investors, and never took no for an answer.

Tall at five-foot-nine, with long raven-black hair that fell in perfect waves down her back, piercing emerald-green eyes that could freeze a man in place or make him beg, and a body that turned heads in power suits — full, firm breasts, a narrow waist, and long, toned legs that seemed to go on forever — Victoria always got what she wanted.

She dressed to dominate. Tailored designer suits that hugged her curves, sky-high heels that made her legs look endless, and subtle but expensive jewellery that screamed quiet power. Men wanted to fuck her. Women wanted to be her. And Victoria used both to her advantage. She had slept with rival CEOs to steal clients, blackmailed board members with secret recordings, and ruined careers with a single phone call.

In the office, she was ice cold and merciless. In private, she was a sexual hurricane. Victoria had a well-known appetite for young, attractive talent — both male and female. She kept a discreet list of “special assistants” over the years, each one more broken and addicted than the last. She loved turning ambitious, innocent professionals into desperate, cum-hungry sluts who lived for her approval and cock.

She was also openly bisexual, with a particular fondness for corrupting straight women and turning proud alpha males into whimpering submissives. Rumours circulated in The City about what really happened during her legendary “late-night strategy sessions.” Very few people ever dared to say no to Victoria Blackwood.

And right now, she wanted the perfect personal assistant.

She had fired three in the last month. None could handle the “special requirements” of the role.

The job description she posted on elite recruitment sites was deceptively simple:

“Personal Assistant to CEO. Must be highly organised, discreet, and willing to go above and beyond. Nymphomaniac preferred. Exceptional stamina required. Immediate start.”

Only one candidate had the audacity — and the qualifications — to apply.

Her name was Lila Voss.

Twenty-four years old. Former high-end cam girl and escort. Certified nymphomaniac with a medical diagnosis that explained her near-constant state of arousal. A body built for pure sin — long legs, full natural D-cup breasts, a tiny waist, and a round, heart-shaped ass that made men forget their own names. Strawberry-blonde hair, innocent-looking blue eyes, and a smile that could disarm anyone while hiding the depraved slut underneath.

Lila walked into Victoria’s corner office for the interview wearing a tight white blouse that strained against her chest, a short black pencil skirt that barely covered the tops of her sheer stockings, and black Louboutin heels that clicked authoritatively on the marble floor.

Victoria didn’t waste time with pleasantries.

“Close the door. Strip,” she said, leaning back in her leather chair, legs crossed.

Lila didn’t hesitate. She unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy white bra that barely contained her full breasts. The skirt dropped next. No panties. Her smooth, pink pussy was already visibly wet, glistening under the office lights.

Victoria’s green eyes darkened with approval as she stood up and circled the naked young woman like a predator.

“Turn around. Bend over the desk.”

Lila obeyed instantly, spreading her legs wide and arching her back, presenting her perfect, round ass and already dripping pink pussy. Victoria stepped behind her, running two fingers slowly along her slick slit before pushing them deep inside without warning. Lila gasped sharply, then let out a long, needy moan as Victoria began finger-fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes, expertly curling against her G-spot.

“You understand the role?” Victoria asked calmly, her voice smooth and commanding as she added a third finger, stretching Lila’s tight cunt further.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Lila moaned, pushing back against the invading fingers. “I’m here to serve. Clients. You. Anyone you tell me to. Anytime. Anywhere.”

Victoria smiled darkly. She pulled her fingers out briefly, coated them with more of Lila’s juices, and then pressed two fingers against the younger woman’s tight asshole. Lila whimpered as Victoria pushed them inside her ass at the same time she slid three fingers back into her pussy.

“Double-stuffed already and you’re still so eager,” Victoria purred, pumping both holes rhythmically. “Good. That’s exactly what I need.”

Lila’s legs trembled as Victoria worked her fingers deeper, scissoring them inside both her pussy and ass. The dual penetration made wet, obscene sounds echo through the luxurious office. Lila was moaning shamelessly now, pushing back like a bitch in heat.

Victoria suddenly pulled her fingers out, grabbed Lila by the hair, and dragged her over to the large leather sofa in the corner of the office.

“On your back. Legs wide open.”

Lila lay back obediently, spreading her thighs as far as they would go. Victoria stripped slowly, revealing her own stunning body underneath the power suit. She wore a sheer black lace bodysuit that framed her full breasts, with a crotchless design that left her smooth, glistening pussy and tight ass completely exposed. The outfit was completed with a garter belt and sheer black stockings.

From a locked cupboard beside the sofa, Victoria retrieved a collection of huge dildos — thick realistic ones, monstrous veiny monsters, and a massive double-headed silicone cock.

She set them on the coffee table, then climbed onto the sofa. Straddling Lila’s face, she lowered her dripping pussy onto the younger woman’s mouth.

“Eat me while I open you up.”

Lila licked eagerly, sucking on Victoria’s clit and tongue-fucking her boss. Victoria moaned softly, then reached back and worked four fingers into Lila’s soaked pussy. Moments later, she added her other hand to Lila’s ass. Double fisting. Both of Victoria’s hands disappeared inside the young nymphomaniac — one stretching her cunt, the other her asshole.

Lila screamed into Victoria’s pussy, the sound muffled as she licked frantically. The intense double fisting made her small body shake violently. Victoria twisted and pumped both fists deeper, opening Lila up in the most obscene way possible.

“You’re going to be so useful,” Victoria groaned, grinding harder on Lila’s face. “My perfect little office whore.”

She suddenly pulled both fists out, leaving Lila’s holes gaping and drooling. Victoria grabbed the massive double-headed dildo, sliding one thick end into her own dripping pussy with a moan. She then pushed the other end deep into Lila’s stretched cunt.

Both women were connected by the huge toy. Victoria started fucking her hard, slamming the dildo in and out of both their pussies in long, powerful strokes. The wet slapping sounds and their combined moans filled the office.

Lila was in ecstasy. She reached up and shoved four fingers into Victoria’s ass while getting fucked by the double-headed monster. Victoria’s eyes widened in pleasure.

“Deeper,” she commanded.

Lila pushed her whole hand into Victoria’s tight ass. Now both women were fisting and fucking each other at the same time. Victoria rode the double dildo and Lila’s fist like a woman possessed, her perfect breasts bouncing, her raven hair wild.

She came first — hard.

Victoria threw her head back and squirted violently, a powerful jet of girl-cum spraying straight into Lila’s open, eager mouth. Lila swallowed greedily, drinking her boss’s squirt while still fisting her ass.

Victoria wasn’t finished.

She pulled the dildo out, stood over Lila’s face, and aimed her pussy downward.

“Open wide.”

A hot, powerful stream of piss erupted from Victoria, filling Lila’s mouth. The young secretary swallowed desperately, gulping down her boss’s warm piss while some overflowed down her chin and onto her tits. Victoria moaned in satisfaction, emptying her bladder completely into Lila’s willing mouth.

When she finished, she looked down at the cum-and-piss-covered girl beneath her and smiled.

“You’ll do perfectly.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Lila moaned, pushing back against the fingers. “I’m here to serve. Clients. You. Anyone you tell me to. Anytime. Anywhere.”

Victoria smiled and added a fourth finger, stretching the younger woman open.

“Clients can fuck you anytime, anywhere in this building. In meetings. In the elevator. On my desk during conference calls. You will never say no. You will thank them. You will swallow every load. You will let them cum inside you. And when I want you, you drop everything — even if you’re already full of another man’s cum.”

Lila was close to cumming already, her thighs trembling.

“Yes... fuck yes, Ma’am. I live to be used. My body is company property.”

Victoria pulled her fingers out and shoved them into Lila’s mouth.

“Clean them.”

Lila sucked eagerly, tasting her own sweet juices, her eyes locked on Victoria’s.

Victoria sat back down behind her desk.

“You’re hired. Start Monday. Your husband — if you have one — can watch sometimes. But he doesn’t touch unless I allow it.”

Lila stood up, still dripping down her thighs, and smiled like she had just won the lottery.

“I don’t have a husband. But I have three regular bulls who love watching me get destroyed. Should I bring them to the office?”

Victoria’s smile turned predatory.

“Bring them. I want to see how well you perform under pressure. And Lila?”

“Yes, Ma’am?”

“From Monday onwards, you belong to this company. Your holes belong to this company. Your orgasms belong to this company. Understood?”

Lila’s eyes sparkled with pure lust.

“Understood, Ma’am.”

Victoria stood up and straightened her designer skirt.

“Welcome to Blackwood Capital, Miss Voss. Try not to get pregnant too quickly. We have a lot of important clients who want to breed you on the conference table.”

Lila left the office with
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