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Chapter 1: The Open Secret

Emily Carter’s phone buzzed at 2:17 a.m. on a Tuesday. She was already awake, legs spread on her silk sheets in her sleek Tribeca loft, two fingers buried deep in her soaked cunt while she replayed the voice note from her last client - a married female hedge-fund partner who had bent her over the marble island in her SoHo kitchen that afternoon and fucked her senseless with a thick strap-on while her husband watched from the doorway, stroking himself.

She answered on the third ring, voice perfectly composed even as her pussy clenched around her fingers. “Emily Carter. How can I make your night perfect?” The voice on the other end was deep, calm, and commanding. “Daniel Hayes. I’ve been told you’re the best in the city. I need a table for four at Le Bernardin in thirty minutes. Impossible reservation. Make it happen. And send me your direct number. No assistants.” Emily smiled in the dark, already pulling her fingers free with a wet pop and typing rapidly on her laptop. “Consider it done, Mr. Hayes. And you already have my direct line now.” She hung up, licked her own slick off her fingers with a soft moan, and got to work. Within eighteen minutes she had secured the impossible table by calling in three favors and promising the maître d’ a very personal thank-you later that week. 

She texted Daniel the details, along with a short note: Anything else your evening requires? I’m available. His reply came instantly: Good girl. That single text sent a hot pulse straight to her clit. By morning, the rumor mill among the ultra-rich had already updated: Daniel Hayes, the quiet tech billionaire who rarely left his sprawling penthouse overlooking Central Park, had just been assigned Emily Carter. The whispers were always the same: “You’ll get whatever you want from her. And I mean whatever.” Emily arrived at his building at 11 a.m. sharp the next day, dressed in a tailored black pencil skirt that hugged her toned ass, a crisp white silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the lace edge of her bra, and sky-high Louboutins. Her dark hair was pulled into a sleek ponytail, makeup flawless. She looked every inch the consummate professional.

The doorman nodded at her with a knowing smirk. Everyone in these circles knew. Daniel Hayes opened the door himself. Late 30s, tall, broad-shouldered but lean, with sharp gray eyes that seemed to see straight through her polished exterior. He was dressed casually in a charcoal sweater and slacks, barefoot on the heated marble floors of his massive penthouse. “Emily,” he said, voice low and smooth. No handshake. Just that intense stare. “Come in.” She stepped inside, heels clicking. The place smelled like expensive leather and money. Floor-to-ceiling windows showed the entire park glittering below. “I have your itinerary for the week,” she began, pulling out her tablet. “The Le Bernardin table last night went perfectly. Tonight I’ve arranged the private box at the Met for the gala, helicopter transfer to the Hamptons tomorrow if you want it, and-”He raised a hand, cutting her off. “Put the tablet down.” Emily obeyed without thinking, setting it on the sleek console table. Daniel stepped closer, invading her space but not quite touching her. “I’ve heard things about you, Miss Carter. That you don’t just arrange experiences. You provide them. Personally.” Her pulse quickened. She met his eyes, letting a small, professional smile curve her lips. “My clients receive the full VIP treatment, Mr. Hayes. Whatever they need to feel completely taken care of. Discretion guaranteed.” 

He studied her for a long moment, then reached out and slowly traced one finger along the edge of her jaw. “Good. Because I don’t like sharing my concierge with standard channels. From now on, you come directly to me. No middlemen. And when I call, you answer. Day or night.” Emily felt her nipples tighten against the silk of her bra. “Understood.” His finger dropped lower, brushing the hollow of her throat. “Strip. Slowly. I want to see what I’m paying for.” She didn’t hesitate. This was the part she lived for - the moment the mask of perfect professionalism slipped and the hungry slut underneath came out. 

She unbuttoned her blouse with deliberate, elegant movements, letting it slide off her shoulders to reveal a sheer black lace bra that barely contained her full tits. The skirt followed, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it wearing only the bra, matching thong, garter belt, stockings, and those red-bottom heels. Daniel’s eyes darkened with approval. “On your knees.” Emily sank gracefully to the cold marble, looking up at him through her lashes. Her voice stayed calm and polished even as her cunt throbbed. “How would you like to use me first, sir?” He unzipped his slacks and pulled out a thick, heavy cock that was already half-hard. It twitched as it met the cool air. “Open that pretty mouth. I want to see how sloppy you get when you’re working.”

She parted her lips obediently. He didn’t shove in - he fed it to her slowly, letting her tongue swirl around the head, tasting the faint salt of pre-cum. Then he gripped her ponytail and pushed deeper, stretching her throat until her eyes watered. Emily moaned around his cock, the sound wet and obscene. She loved this - the loss of control wrapped in luxury. Spit already began to drip from the corners of her mouth as he started fucking her face with measured, deep strokes. Gluck-gluck-gluck - the filthy sounds echoed off the marble walls of his penthouse. “Fuck, you really are as good as they say,” he growled, voice still calm but edged with heat. “Look at you. High-class whore on her knees before lunch.” She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, letting her throat convulse around him. Drool poured down her chin, splashing onto her lace-covered tits. Her hands stayed neatly behind her back - professional even when she was choking on dick. Daniel held her there until her face turned pink, then pulled out with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. “Stand up. Bend over the table.”

Emily rose, turned, and braced her hands on the console, arching her back so her ass presented perfectly. She reached back and pulled her thong aside, showing him her smooth, already dripping pussy and tight little asshole. He stepped behind her, rubbing the fat head of his cock up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her juices. “You’re soaked. Does fulfilling requests always make you this wet?” “Yes, sir,” she breathed, pushing back against him. “Especially when the client knows exactly what he wants.” He slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying himself balls-deep in her tight cunt. Emily cried out, the sound half-moan, half-gasp. He was thick - stretching her perfectly. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her hard and deep, one hand fisted in her ponytail, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her pussy made loud, obscene squelching sounds every time he bottomed out, creamy arousal coating his shaft and dripping down her thighs. “Harder,” she gasped, surprising herself with how needy she sounded. “Use me like you own me.”

Daniel chuckled darkly and obliged, pounding her so hard the heavy console table scraped across the floor. He reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in tight circles until her legs started shaking. When she came, it was violent - her cunt clamping down around him like a vice, squirting messily all over his cock and the marble floor. She screamed, body jerking, but he didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through it, chasing his own release. “Gonna fill this greedy little pussy,” he grunted. “Yes - please - cum inside me,” she begged, still trembling.

He buried himself to the hilt and unloaded, thick ropes of hot cum flooding her depths. He stayed there, grinding deep, making sure every drop stayed inside her. When he finally pulled out, a thick glob of his cum immediately leaked from her gaping hole and ran down her stocking-clad thigh. Emily stayed bent over, breathing hard, a satisfied smile on her face. She reached back, scooped some of the leaking cum onto her fingers, and brought it to her mouth, sucking it clean while looking over her shoulder at him. “Will that be all for now, Mr. Hayes?” she asked, voice once again perfectly professional. “Or would you like me to stay and handle anything else... personally?” Daniel zipped himself up, eyes gleaming with something darker than simple satisfaction. “Oh, Emily,” he said softly. “We’re just getting started.”

Chapter 2: Daily Devotion

One week later, Emily Carter’s schedule had become pure sexual chaos wrapped in flawless luxury service. It was 9:47 a.m. and she was on her knees in the back office of Daniel’s favorite Midtown steakhouse, throat bulging as the head waiter - a married, silver-fox Italian named Marco - fucked her face with short, greedy strokes. Spit poured down her chin onto her designer blouse, which was unbuttoned and hanging open so her tits could bounce freely. Marco’s wife had no idea her husband was currently using the city’s most exclusive concierge as his personal cock sleeve, but Emily had secured them a last-minute anniversary table at Eleven Madison Park the night before, so this was just fair trade.

“Fuck, Emily... your mouth is heaven,” Marco groaned, gripping her sleek ponytail like reins. He shoved deep until her nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair, holding her there while her throat convulsed. Thick ropes of saliva cascaded onto the floor. She moaned around his cock, eyes watering, loving the degradation. Her free hand was between her legs, rubbing her soaked pussy through her sheer thong. Marco came hard, flooding her mouth with thick, salty cum. Emily swallowed every drop like a professional, then licked his shaft clean with long, sloppy strokes before tucking him back into his pants. “Thank you, Marco,” she said sweetly, voice only slightly hoarse as she wiped a stray string of cum from her lower lip and sucked it off her finger. “Table will be ready at 8:30 sharp. Call me if you need anything else.”

She stood, buttoned her blouse, smoothed her skirt, and walked out of the office like nothing had happened - except for the fresh load of cum warming her belly. By 11:15 a.m. she was in the passenger seat of a blacked-out Maybach, legs spread wide while the wife of a billionaire real-estate developer ate her pussy like she was starving. The woman - Vanessa, mid-40s, Pilates-toned, dripping in diamonds - had her face buried between Emily’s thighs, tongue flicking rapidly over her swollen clit while two fingers pumped in and out of her creamy cunt. “You taste so fucking good,” Vanessa moaned into her pussy, sucking noisily. “My husband said you took his cock so well last night... I had to try you myself.” Emily gripped the leather seat, hips rolling as she ground against Vanessa’s hungry mouth. “Mmm... harder, baby. Suck my clit. Make me squirt all over your pretty face.” 

Vanessa obeyed, sucking hard until Emily arched and gushed, clear girl-cum spraying across the woman’s tongue and chin. Vanessa lapped it up greedily, moaning like she was the one getting paid. Emily came twice more before the car even reached Daniel’s building. She kissed Vanessa deeply, tasting herself on the older woman’s tongue, then stepped out with her usual composed smile, legs still trembling. Daniel had become her number one priority. He called constantly - sometimes three or four times a day - and she dropped everything for him. Other clients got her body when it was convenient. Daniel got her whenever he snapped his fingers. At 12:30 p.m. she was in his penthouse again, bent over the same console table from their first meeting, skirt hiked up around her waist, thong yanked aside. Daniel was behind her, pounding her dripping pussy with long, powerful strokes while he spoke on a business call, voice perfectly steady. “Yes, the Tokyo deal closes Friday,” he said calmly into his AirPods, one hand gripping Emily’s hip as he slammed into her. Wet, filthy slapping sounds filled the room. “No... I don’t want excuses.” Emily bit her lip to keep from moaning too loudly, but it was impossible. His thick cock stretched her perfectly every single time. Creamy arousal coated his shaft and dripped down her thighs in messy strings. She pushed back to meet every thrust, desperate for more. He reached around and rubbed her clit roughly. “Come for me,” he murmured, muting the call for two seconds. “Now.” She shattered instantly - pussy clamping down hard as she squirted all over his cock and the marble floor again. Her legs shook violently. Daniel didn’t even break stride, just kept fucking her through it while unmuting and continuing his conversation. 

When he finally hung up, he pulled out, spun her around, and shoved her to her knees.“Open.” Emily opened wide, tongue out like a good little whore. Daniel stroked his glistening cock twice and unloaded across her face
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