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"It's just a cock, don't be scared of it!" Bianca shouted.

"Fuck!" I yelled. "Well, that fucking cock is going in my fucking ass!"

"You can give up anytime you want." Bianca sat at her desk and filled out paperwork.

While I was being fucked by three men. "She doesn't want to give up, she's wet as fuck and clamping on my cock," the guy underneath me said.

Before today, these three were just dancers at the club.

Bianca was their boss. So far, she had taken me under her wing. I had danced naked on a pole, had two guys fuck me in public, and sucked a stranger's cock on a whim. And today, she wanted me to be fucked by these three.

"Daniel, why can I still hear her?" Bianca asked, looking up from her reports.

"Yes, ma'am," Daniel said.

'Here we go,' I thought, taking a deep breath as Daniel grabbed my head and shoved his cock into my mouth.

"Much better," Bianca said.

They weren't kidding that it was a good and bad feeling. The cock in my ass was stretching my hole, the man underneath me kept pulling on my hips and fucking up into me, and Daniel was using my mouth like a fuck toy.

"When you guys' finish, make sure you switch places," Bianca said as she turned to look at her monitor. "No one leaves this room until the three of you have filled all her holes, at least once."

"Holy fuck!" I screamed as the guy in my ass slammed his cock deep into me with one shove.

"You heard the lady!" he smiled at me.

Daniel grabbed my head again.

The guys traded places after they shot cum deep into me, then they switched again. When one couldn't get hard again, Bianca called another dancer.

I felt exhausted and used. I never knew I could take such a pounding. I was sore and didn't think I could sit down for a week.

"Well," Bianca said as I lay on the floor.

I was sure I looked like something out of a porn comic. Laying on the floor with cum leaking out of me. Even when I burped, it tasted like cum. When I moved, I heard a sloshing sound coming from my stomach.

"I am never swallowing again," I turned on my side, feeling like I was going to puke.

Bianca rolled me back with her foot as she stared at me.

"Didn't think you would make it," she said as she offered to pick me up.

"I told you; I don't ever want to feel that way again," I said, feeling my legs trying to give way.

"Now, we can start," Bianca said as she helped me into the bathroom.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Bianca took me under her wing, showing me the ropes of her many businesses. She even let me take charge of the finances of one of her many rentals. It felt good to be on my own; she didn't offer any help.

It was almost a year before I met Bianca again. We had gone our separate ways after a few months. I got on a roll being my own boss and not taking crap from anyone.

It wasn't until one of the female workers told me Bianca was diagnosed with the big C word that I came rushing back home.

Bianca was Bianca; she didn't want any help, no one to worry about or treat her. She stated she was the one who smoked cigarettes and drank too much, and this was the consequence. 

She wasn't going to have the doctors, or anyone try to save her because of what she did to herself.

I did talk her into home care. The nurses taught me how to give her the medication for the pain and handed me the numbers I needed.

I didn't take no for an answer, no matter how much Bianca told me to go away. Ultimately, it was just the two of us. I was glad I was there for her final goodbye.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

[image: ]


"What now?" Heather asked.

I kept reading the papers the lawyers gave me. Bianca left me everything in her will: the clubs, the businesses, the houses, everything.

"I guess I am your new boss," I said.

"Nice," Daniel said.

He still worked here. There were a few new faces, but for the most part, most of them had stayed, probably because they owed it to Bianca. She had turned everyone's life around through tough love.

I knew nothing about running a strip club, so I sold it. I helped everyone who wanted to come with me out west, where I had set up a lucrative escort company.

It was easy to hide my behind-the-books dealings in the state laws. On paper, we were just a standard escort company.

Our clients were business people who wanted company while they were in town, or if they wanted more time with their company for out-of-town trips, that was also an option.

Behind closed doors, we were a brothel, a house of ill dispute. Sometimes, a cop or two would come by and ask to see the backrooms, and with a quick press of a button, all the rooms got a flashing red light, so they stopped and acted normally.
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