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As the two college friends from the US stepped back out into the room filled with young gorgeous girls from mostly Eastern European countries and wealthy men from around the globe, they had made their decisions.  Katia walked over to them and told Sara, "Viktor asked me who you were talking to."  Sara's eyes showed a glimpse of excitement but she said "If he cared if I was getting friendly with someone else he should have called me after the day on his yacht or come back here sooner, he's going to show me he is interested."  Katia smiled and offered a bit of advice to her, "Sara, you're playing with fire here, these are not the college boys you're used to, these guys don't chase, they take what they want, and they expect us to be ready."

Nicole had decided to get things over with and take the plunge, taking into account what Katia had told her about what to expect from these Arab men.  She figured that the money she earned would be worth it and she could mentally block it out afterwards.  She had the added comfort of knowing she wouldn't physically be harmed with one of Rayko's men helping to escort her to and from their private location.

Nicole walked over to the two men, named Mohammed and Khalid, and said, "Ok, I'll do it, let's go."  They smiled at her and nodded towards Rayko who told one of his men to go with the three of them.

Meanwhile, Sara walked back in and glanced at Viktor, she decided she was going to do things her way.  She walked over near Viktor and said, "Hello, I'm surprised to see you here."  He took a moment before responding, "I've been busy with business matters, but I couldn't stay away for too long."  In a sassy way she said, "Well you could have messaged me, I've been busy too and I have a gentleman over there who is really sweet."  She gestured over to Marcus who was still sitting at the bar, his eyes on her, hoping she would come back.  Sara was playing poker, she wondered if Viktor would fold or call her bluff.

She turned slowly to walk away from him and towards Marcus, her heart racing with anticipation. The tension in the air was palpable, a silent battle of wills playing out in the throbbing heart of the nightclub. But before she could reach her mark, a firm hand gripped her elbow, spinning her back around. Viktor's eyes were dark with desire, his gaze searing into hers. "I think you're making a mistake," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Well, Marcus wants to spend time with me." she hissed back.  Viktor calmly replied, "I can have my driver pick you up tomorrow morning at 10 am for another day on my yacht.  You will message me a yes or no in 5 minutes.  Have a good night, Marcus doesn't deserve to have you." he said and then left.

Sara watched him leave then slowly walked back towards Marcus, contemplating the offer Viktor made.  She had wanted him to do that last week, she hated that she had to play this little game in her mind.  As she sat down next to Marcus he said, "Everything ok?"  She nodded with a smile, "Yes, I just had to say hello to an old friend."  She knew he didn't believe her but she didn't care.  She had to play it cool, she had to show that she was still in demand.

Marcus suggested they go into the private room in the back.  She got up and he took her hand, she only had a couple of minutes to send her answer to Viktor.  As she walked she typed out a simple "Yes" and hit send.  Marcus noticed she was taking a moment to text someone and he asked if she was okay.  She replied with a nod, "Just telling my friend to message me when she's on her way back"  Inside the room, Marcus began kissing her, his hands roaming over her body like a man who hadn't felt a woman in years.  She pushed him back gently, "I don't...I thought we were getting to know one another more?"  Marcus nodded, "We are, I just want to make sure we're both on the same page."  He slid his hand down her body to the hem of her skirt, and she didn't resist as he slid it up to her hips.  She didn't know what she should do, at that moment she was angry that Viktor hadn't "claimed" her as his own after she had spent the day on his yacht.

She was hesitant but Marcus was demanding, his hands pulling her dress strap down her arm, revealing her supple skin.  Sara felt reluctant but slightly obligated, Marcus had spoken about taking her on a trip to Monaco, after her time at the club ended.

Her dress strap came down enough to expose one of her nipples on her fake tits, and Marcus pounced on it like a starved animal.  She felt his teeth graze the sensitive skin around it and she gasped.  His hand slid up the mini skirt glancing over her panties, "Marcus, I...I...am interested.." she was trying to say but his mouth engulfed her nipple while he pulled down the other dress strap down her arm to reveal her perfect fake breasts.  She felt the heat from his breath on her exposed flesh, his other hand sliding into her panties, his thumb finding her clit and giving it a firm press.  She was wet, moaning slightly "Marcus...oh...maybe we should..ahh".  

She was so pissed at Viktor about this, he could have had her to himself, but now she was in a situation where this older German was about to put in his own claim for her.  Marcus started to take his shirt off, his body was fit and his skin was kissed with a hint of gray hair on his chest, not the type of guy she would normally go for but the wealth he had made him so much more attractive to her.  He pushed her down on the velvet couch, his hands unbuckling his pants.  She felt a twinge of excitement as she saw his erect cock spring free, she had to admit, it was quite large.  He didn't bother taking off his pants, just pulled it out and she knew what was expected.

She was going to use this experience to her advantage to make Viktor make a decision about her so this wouldn't happen again and if not Marcus would surely take care of her.  She lifted her legs and pushed her panties down, Marcus assisting her to get them off her legs.  She spread her legs, her pussy exposed to him and his eyes grew wide, "That's my young American girl" he murmured to himself as guided his cock to her wet entrance.  She felt his hot, thick cock push into her and she couldn't help but let out a gasp.  She felt his full weight on top of her and she knew this wasn't going to be a gentle experience.  He was rough, his hands grabbing her hips and slamming into her with a force that was both shocking and exhilarating.

"Ohhh...owww...baby please..." Sara's pleas grew louder as Marcus's thick, experienced cock plunged into her, each stroke claiming her further. His hands roamed her body with a possessiveness that was both thrilling and terrifying.  In broken pants and grunts she asked him "I want...a diamond...ohh...necklace....will you buy...ohhh god..."  He was pumping hard and he didn't care about the money, "Yes, yes, anything you want, my sweet, just keep taking it."  The promise of the necklace had her pushing her body back into his, taking his full length with a mix of pleasure and pain that had her eyes rolling back in her head.

His body was a machine, relentless in its pursuit of pleasure, and Sara's body responded in kind, her moans echoing off the walls of the opulent private room. The velvet couch beneath her creaked with powerful thrusts Marcus was raining down on her. She could feel her orgasm building, she hoped the choice to let Marcus take her like this paid off. Her nails dug into his back, scraping it as her grip slipped during his movements, her body a canvas for his lust. The thought of the diamond necklace he had promised her danced in her mind's eye.

"Oohhhh...ahhhhh...yeesss..." her release started, Marcus had waited for her release before he allowed himself to let go.  He felt her tension begin to subside and took the opportunity to push in one last powerful thrust and release his hot sticky seed deep inside of her.  She felt a gush of his semen fill her up and she was surprised by the sudden wetness of her insides.  He laid on top of her for a moment, their hearts racing together in time with the bass of the club's music.

"American girls love to fuck..I've learned that.  Also, like any woman they love jewelry, what sort of diamond necklace?" Marcus whispered into Sara's ear as they laid there in the aftermath of their encounter.  She was still panting, trying to catch her breath, her chest heaving from his weight.  She didn't answer right away, she was still trying to process the reality of what had just happened.  She had never slept with a man for something material, even with Viktor it was the promise of a lifestyle and his charm.  She had always been the one to make guys chase her, not the other way around.

Sara meekly said, "Just something simple, not too flashy, but with lots of them."  She was trying to rationalize what she just did and the price she paid for it in her own head. Marcus kissed her cheek and whispered, "I will get it for you, my sweet."  He stood up, adjusting his pants and leaving a wet spot on the couch from his excitement.  Sara took a deep breath, her mind racing, and watched as he walked out of the room.  She stood up, smoothing her skirt and dress and took a moment to look at herself in the mirror.  She didn't feel cheap, she felt...used.  It was a feeling she wasn't quite familiar with and it left a bitter taste in her mouth.  She had to push it aside, she was going to be with Viktor tomorrow, and she wanted to be his, wanted him to claim her so she could enjoy the summer knowing she didn't have to do this anymore, she could just be friendly with these men knowing he was the one who would take care of her in every way.

During her encounter with Marcus, Nicole had ended up at the private lavish apartment that the Arab men had rented from a wealthy Chinese developer.  They walked inside and there were two other Middle Eastern looking men, Qadir and Malik, sitting in the living room.  They stood up when Nicole walked in with Mohammed and Khalid.  They asked her if she wanted anything before they escorted her upstairs to the master bedroom.  She was surprised by the opulence, everything was gold or had gold trim.

Mohammed spoke up, "You will be here until tomorrow morning, we have some friends that would like to get to know you better."  NIcole felt a shiver of fear run down her spine, but she had made her choice and she was going to stick to it.  She nodded and took a deep breath.  They walked into the room and she saw that the bed was as big as a small pool, covered in velvet sheets and had a large mirror on the ceiling.

"How...how..much am I going to get?" NIcole stuttered, trying to maintain her composure as she took in the grandeur of the room. The Arab men looked at each other with knowing smiles.

Qadir then told her what would happen and what they were going to give her, "You will get fifty thousand dollars, NIcole. That's what you're worth to us for one night. But, remember, you are not just ours, we are going to share you with our friends. They are important men, very wealthy, and they expect certain...favors."  He said with a smug smile.

"You are going to be our entertainment for the night, NIcole," Mohammed announced with a predatory smile that sent a shiver down her spine. "You will serve us, and our friends, in any way we wish. Do you understand?"

Nicole nodded, 'fifty grand, holy shit. It's just one night' she thought to herself and then it began.  The Arab men didn't waste any time, they were like hungry wolves that hadn't eaten in weeks. They tore at her clothes, her body bared to them, every inch exposed to their greedy gazes. She was pushed onto the bed, the velvet sheets cool against her fevered skin, as the four of them began their feast.

Mohammed was the first to claim her mouth, his tongue probing and exploring as if he was mapping out a new country, while Khalid took a firm grip on one of her breasts, squeezing and mauling it like a piece of fruit.  Qadir and Malik were busy exploring the rest of her body, their hands roaming everywhere, touching, pinching, and caressing.  NIcole felt like a rag doll being passed around, her body being used in ways she had never even imagined.  She tried to fight the moans that wanted to escape her throat but the pleasure was too intense.

Then she felt one of the men's cocks penetrate her, it was the first time she had sex in many months and it was not what she had imagined would happen, especially not with a group of strangers.  The initial shock of it all washed over her as she felt herself being filled, her eyes wide with disbelief.  Then a cock was thrust into her mouth, the taste of minty toothpaste and precum mixing with her own saliva.  She gagged but took it, not knowing how else to react.  It was thick and she couldn't get it all in, her eyes watered and she could feel her throat stretching.

She was being pounded in her pussy while gagging on a cock, there were hands on her tits too.  She was doing her best to focus on the sensation and not the fact that she was a whore tonight, but the reality was hard to ignore.  Khalid's cock was thick and unyielding, stretching her pussy to the limit with each powerful thrust.  Meanwhile, Qadir's cock filled her mouth, his grip on the back of her head ensuring she took every inch, the taste of him overwhelming her senses.  Malik was playing with her nipples, rolling them in his fingers until they were hard, pinching them until she thought they would pop.  NIcole's body was a battleground of pleasure and pain, each sensation fighting for dominance.

Qadir began to buck, feeling his impending orgasm about to happen.  She hoped like hell he pulled out.  He didn't, instead he came inside her mouth and she had no choice but to swallow his thick, salty load.  He pulled out and she coughed and gagged, her throat feeling raw from the intrusion.  Mohammed then shoved his dick into her mouth, he wasn't as big as Qadir but was still a challenge for her to handle, especially as Khalid's thrust grew more intense.  NIcole felt her body being used, she felt like nothing more than a toy for these rich men to play with.  Malik was now fingering her ass, she felt his spit coated finger slide into her tight hole.  She winced from the sudden intrusion and the sting of it but she had to remember she was getting paid for this.

The Arab men loved using an American girl like this. She hovered over Khalid as he thrusted into her from below, Mohammed was standing in front of her with his cock buried in her mouth while Malik was getting her asshole lubed up for what was about to come.  Malik was a sadist, she could feel it, his hands were firm, almost painful, as he spread her ass cheeks and applied a generous amount of lubricant.  Nicole knew what was coming and she was already starting to get nervous, she had never done anal before and she didn't know how it was going to feel.

Her mind was thrashing around in turmoil but it was hard to think because of the reflexes her body was having.  Mohammed's cock was like a piston in her mouth, and she could feel the familiar throb of his approaching climax.  She tried to keep her teeth back, not wanting to bite down, knowing the consequences.  Her eyes watered as she struggled not to gag.  Meanwhile, Khalid had reached his peak and pulled out of her pussy, holding his dick so he could quickly roll out from under her and spray it on her face.  Just when that was happening she felt her asshole being penetrated by Malik's cock.

She moaned in agony, but Mohammed's cock was making her gag, preventing any coherent protest from escaping her lips. The feeling of Malik's cock invading her ass was like nothing she had ever experienced. The initial pain was so intense she thought she would pass out, but as her body began to adjust, it transformed into a strange mix of discomfort and a deep, animalistic need she didn't recognize.

The Arabs watched her with hungry eyes, savoring every whimper and gasp she made. They knew they had a rare prize in NIcole, a young, tight American body to use and abuse for their own pleasures. Khalid, his cock still hard and glistening from her pussy juices, climbed back onto the bed, positioning himself at her mouth. He slapped his cock against her cheek, demanding her attention, while Malik began to fuck her ass with a fervor that was both terrifying and thrilling. Her eyes widened as Khalid forced himself into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to keep up with his demanding pace.

Her throat was raw from Qadir's cum and her ass was on fire from Malik's relentless pounding, but NIcole's body was a marvel of resilience. Her moans grew louder, echoing off the gold-trimmed walls, as she found a strange rhythm in the chaos. The men took turns with her, using her mouth, her pussy, her ass, switching back and forth in a symphony of degradation. She felt like a toy, a living, breathing plaything for their amusement.

After a few hours, with short intermittent breaks they left her and she collapsed.  Her body was devoid of any strength, a ragdoll thrown aside after a rough play. The Arabs had taken everything she had to give and more. She laid there on the bed, cum sticking to her skin, her face a mask of sweat and semen, her pussy and ass raw from the relentless use.

She lay there passed out for a couple of hours when Mohammed came in to wake her up and tell her to go and shower.  She spent nearly an hour scrubbing herself, trying to wash away the smell and the stickiness, but she knew it was more than just physical.  She felt dirty, used, and cheap.  As she stepped out of the shower, her clothes were laid out on the bed and an envelope.  She picked it up and inside was fifty thousand dollars in cash.  She didn't even bother to count it, she knew it was all there, and she felt a twinge of excitement at the sight of so much money.  It was more than she had ever seen in one place before.

She walked out the door and a servant was there to escort her outside where Rayko's man was waiting to give her a ride back to the girls hotel room.  When she stepped into the room, Anastasia and Sara were up waiting for her, "How was it?" asked Sara with a worried look.  NIcole just collapsed onto the sofa and took a deep breath, "It was... intense." She replied, not knowing how else to describe it.  Her body felt like it had been put through a wringer, every muscle sore and every nerve ending on fire.  "I can't believe I just did that."  She whispered to herself.

Anastasia walked over to her with some pain meds and some hot tea and handed it to her, "What did they give you?" she whispered with a hint of curiosity and empathy for her current state. NIcole took the pills with a grateful smile, "Fifty thousand dollars.  And a night I never want to remember." She took a sip of the tea and winced, the hot liquid burning her throat but she needed it, her mouth was dry and tasted like a dirty locker room.

Sara and Anastasia comforted her until she fell asleep.  Once she did, Anastasia asked Sara, "Would you have done that?"  Sara was quiet for a moment before she replied, "No, not with all of those men.  Viktor is enough for me, unless he doesn't want me then I know I could get Marcus, but tomorrow I plan to make sure Viktor knows what he's missing."  Anastasia nodded, she knew Sara had it bad for the Russian, but she also knew that the money was a big factor.

Sara said, "She's going to regret it," as she patted her best friend's head softly, " but at least now she can focus on finding one who can pamper her now that she got a big payday out of the way."  Anastasia nodded, thinking about how she hadn't gone all in like Sara or Nicole had.

The next morning while the other girls slept, Sara was up early to wait for Viktor's driver to pick her up to take her to the yacht.  She left a note for Nicole that read, "I'm with Viktor. See if Katia can see if you can have the night off.  We can talk when I get back." She was concerned about her friend but had her sights set on getting this man to claim her so she wouldn't have to play games anymore.

When she arrived at the yacht Viktor, once again had a table set up for breakfast but one of his servants told her Viktor wanted to see her and to follow him.  She was led to his bedroom and she walked in.  He asked her, "The man you were talking to last night when I saw you, what happened with him?"  She didn't want to tell him, but she wasn't sure if he knew something.  She nervously replied, "Nothing, he just talked to me."  Viktor cooly fired back, "A man like him doesn't seem like he'd just want to talk?"  Sara's eyes slipped to the floor and back at him, "He..uh..why do you care?  I haven't heard from you for almost two weeks."  Trying to turn things back on him so he wouldn't press her more about her night with Marcus.  She didn't want to tell him that they had sex.

Viktor looked at her, she was more forceful than the other younger women he was involved with now and in the past.  "You're right, Sara. I shouldn't have ignored you like that.  So tell me what you want?"  Sara looked up at him with a seductive smile, "I want what every girl wants," she sailed closer to him, her breasts brushing against his chest, "to feel desired, cherished, and to have all my needs taken care of."  She looked into his eyes, "And I know you can do that."

"You're right I can....if I choose to." was his response, he was a wealthy powerful man and wasn't used to ultimatums, he got what he wanted.  "Tell me what happened with that man from last night?" he repeated with a hint of steel in his voice.  Sara knew she had to be careful, she didn't want to lose this opportunity with Viktor.

"It's nothing," she whispered, her breath hitching as she tried to keep her emotions in check. "He just wanted to get to know me better, that's all." She took a step closer, her hand trailing up his chest, her eyes locked on his.  She could see the doubt in his eyes and knew she had to act fast.  "But I'm here now, with you," she added, her voice dropping to a sultry purr.

"You know I can ask around and get some answers." he said with a hint of a threat in his voice. Sara felt a chill run down her spine, but she was desperate to keep him interested. "Viktor, please," she murmured, her hand sliding down to cup his growing erection through his slacks. "Let's just focus on us." She leaned in and kissed him, her tongue tracing the contours of his mouth as she began to undo his belt. His arms tightened around her, his grip firm and possessive. He didn't respond, but she could feel his resistance melting away, his cock growing harder in her hand. She knew she had him.

The kiss grew more passionate, their bodies pressed tightly together as they stumbled towards the bed. Sara felt a thrill of power as climbed on the bed on all fours and lifted her skirt up to her hips, her thong showing her perfect, plump ass.  "Take it off," she instructed, her voice dripping with desire.  Viktor obeyed, tearing the flimsy fabric away with a hungry growl.  He didn't bother with her top, instead he grabbed her by the hips and plunged his cock deep inside her wet pussy.

Sara gasped, "Oh, fuck," as Viktor's thick cock filled her up, his grip on her hips unyielding as he began to pound into her with a ferocity that made the bed shake beneath them. He was plunging in with a force that showed he missed this but also that he was a little upset she had toyed with him by flirting with another man.  She arched her back, pushing herself into him, urging him deeper, the sound of his hand smacking her ass resonating through the luxurious cabin of the yacht. The salty scent of the sea breeze mingled with the sweet musk of their passion, filling the room like an aphrodisiac.

He grabbed her hair pulling it back as his pace was steady and forceful.  Sara moaned, "Yes, yes," with each thrust.  He was not gentle and she liked it, she felt like she had earned this roughness.  Her eyes watered with pleasure, her body responding to his dominance.  She felt his hand slap her ass again and she bit her lip to keep from crying out too loudly.  She knew this was what she wanted, to be his, to let him have her like this, his dick felt perfect inside of her, she wanted to make this her life.

"Viktor..yes...make me cum baby..." Sara's voice was a mix of desperation and pleasure, her body moving in sync with the powerful strokes of his cock. Her ass bounced back and forth with each deep penetration, her pussy walls tightening around him. He could feel her orgasm approaching and he quickened his pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin growing louder, the tension in the room thick with desire.

Viktor's grip on her hair tightened and he pulled her back until she was lying on her back, his cock never leaving her. His thrusts were relentlessly deep and hard.  She felt her orgasm building, like a tidal wave ready to crash. "Oh, Viktor, yes, harder," she begged, her voice a breathless whisper. He complied, his strokes becoming more aggressive, each one driving her closer to the edge.

Sara's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt the first tremors of climax, her body shuddering beneath his. Her hands reached to grab anything as he drove into her from above her ass. She screamed as her orgasm hit her, "Oh baby...yes..yes," her nails digging the sheets as she felt her pussy contract around his thick cock.

He pulled out to flip her over and looked at his cock, it was covered with her cum, "Jesus you came so much" he said to her as he lifted her leg and slid back in.  She moaned out a response to him, "It feels so good," she said, her voice shaky from the intensity of the pleasure she had just experienced.

He pinned her arms down and began to ram down into her with long deep motions, his cock feeling like it was reaching her soul.  The feeling of fullness was so intense she could feel it in her throat.  Each time he hit bottom she'd moan, her pussy feeling like it was being stretched to its limits.  He leaned in and whispered, "You're mine now," into her ear.  She nodded, she knew she was his, and she liked it.  The feeling of his weight on top of her, his strength and power, it was a high she hadn't felt before.

"What did you do with that guy?" he demanded an answer as he was pounding into her.  Sara looked up at him with a mix of fear and excitement, "I told you, it was nothing," she panted, her eyes glazed over with pleasure as she felt the intensity of his thrusts.  "Don't lie to me" he said as forceful as the strokes he was slamming into her with.  

Sara's mouth was agape with a silent scream and she whispered back, "Viktor, please, it was just a kiss.  Nothing more."  She felt his cock swell even more inside of her, she knew he was close.  He leaned down and whispered, "I don't like to share," and he bit her neck.  Sara's body shivered with pleasure and she knew she was close too.  "I'm not sharing you," she whispered back, her voice trembling with lust.

Her second orgasm was close to hitting and he said one last time, "What did you do?!" slamming into her with vigor, ready to explode himself. She exploded in ecstasy and fear, "Oh my god...Viktor...he fucked me...but it's over," she confessed. His rhythm didn't falter, "You let him fuck you?!" he roared, his voice echoing through the cabin. She nodded, tears welling up in her eyes, "Yes," she sobbed, "but it's over, I'm yours now."

His rage and pace produced a massive load of cum that he shot deep inside of her, filling her up like she had never been before. She felt his warmth flood her, his grip on her wrists tightening until she thought she would break. "You're mine," he repeated, his breath hot against her ear, his cock pulsing inside her. She nodded, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her own orgasm, the reality of her confession sinking in.

He stood up, "go have breakfast, I don't want to look at you right now."  He put on his shorts and deck robe and walked out the door.  Sara didn't know what to do, had she made a fatal mistake by trying to play these games that worked so well on the immature college boys.  Katia warned her these meds didn't respond to threats or games.  Now she wasn't sure if she would be his girl or just one of the girls who stayed on his yacht and did god knows what with whoever.  

She walked up to the deck to have breakfast and she drank her coffee and called Katia and explained what happened, "What should I do?" she asked, "How should I act?"  Katia took a drag of her cigarette, "You just have to wait it out, sweetie.  He's a man, he'll cool down and realize that things like that happen in these types of clubs.  He understands what these Gentlemen clubs are for.  He paused and someone else swooped in." she told Sara.  "But I had a chance, he gave me a chance and I tried to be cool and make him think I wasn't into him and had other men who were," Sara replied.  "Well, see what happened, he was jealous and someone else was interested.  Now he needs to see if he wants you or not.  If not, you can let Marcus shower you with gifts." was Katia's response.  "Yes, but Viktor has something about him, plus he really really knows how to fuck me."  Sara said with a giggle.

Just then a servant came down and told Sara she needed to go to the sun deck, Viktor was waiting for her.  She took a deep breath, fixed her make up and walked upstairs.  She was nervous, her heart racing.  She didn't know if she was going to be thrown overboard or pampered like the queen she felt like when he was inside of her.

As she reached the sun deck she saw a few younger women sunbathing near the pool.  She looked over and saw Viktor sitting on a chair, sipping champagne, his shirtless chest gleaming in the sun, his sunglasses hiding his eyes from her.  The sight of him made her pussy throb and she hoped he was in a better mood.  He looked up at her and gestured for her to come closer.  She approached with caution, her heart racing.

"Viktor, I'm sorry about last night," she began, but he cut her off with a wave of his hand. "No more apologies," he said gruffly, "I want your full attention from now on." Sara's eyes widened at his command but she nodded eagerly, "Yes, Viktor."

He stood up, his toned physique a stark contrast to the softness of the plush chair he'd been lounging in. He took her hand and led her to the edge of the yacht, the sea breeze playing with the strings of her bikini top. "I understand how things work at the club, you need to entertain the other men and make them enjoy themselves while they are there.  If I ever find out you even kiss another man, you will never be back here and I will make sure Rayko sends you back to that college of yours.  Do you understand?"  His grip tightened, his eyes boring into hers, the intensity of his stare making her knees wobble.

He led her over to the hot tub, he took his swim shorts off, his cock hard and looked at her as if implying "you know what to do" and she did.  Sara stepped into the hot tub, the warm water caressing her skin like a lover's touch. She felt the heat of his gaze on her as she slid into the water, her bikini top untying itself in the process. She knew he liked it when she was bare for him. She looked up at him with a seductive smile, her eyes speaking volumes of her desire to please him.

She straddled him and reached down to take his cock in her hand, stroking him gently at first, feeling him grow harder and more insistent under her touch. The water sloshed around them, a gentle counterpoint to the building tension. His hands slid up her sides, tracing the curves of her body until he cupped her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her hardened nipples. Sara lifted slightly and led his now hard cock to her wet pussy, she slammed herself down on him, taking him all in one go, the water splashing up around them.

She began bouncing on him, not even realizing there were others yards away and servants walking by to tend to the sunbathing beauties.  The way she took him in was like she was trying to apologize with every stroke of her pussy.  His cock was thick and long, filling her completely, making her moan out with each bob up and down.  She leaned in to kiss him, her breasts smacking into his chest, and she could feel the tension between them start to ease.

Her moans loud, "Oh fuck," she exclaimed as she felt him fill her up.  The other women around the pool looked over, but she didn't care, she was lost in his embrace, in his power.  He began to thrust up into her, their movements in sync, the water of the hot tub sloshing around them, creating a wet symphony of passion.  Sara's eyes rolled back into her head as he hit her G-spot with precision.

Her hands clung to his broad shoulders as she rode him, their bodies moving together like they had done this a hundred times before.  The sun glinted off the water, making their skin sparkle like they were covered in a fine layer of gold dust.  She looked out at the sea and mountains behind them, it was all surreal, like a scene out of a movie.  Sara's pussy was tightening around him, her juices mixing with the water of the hot tub, creating a wet, slippery friction that only enhanced the feeling of him inside of her.

The sounds of their fucking grew louder, mixing with the waves of the sea and laughter of the others nearby on his yacht, but they were in their own world. Sara felt his cock swell even more inside her, his hands gripping her waist as he thrust up into her. She knew he was close, and she wanted to come with him. She leaned back, her tits bouncing in the water, her nipples erect and begging to be sucked on. He leaned in and took one into his mouth, his tongue flicking it as she rode him faster.

Sara's moans grew more intense, her body tightening around him as she felt her orgasm building. "I'm going to cum," she panted, her voice a desperate plea. He responded by gripping her hips harder and pounding into her even faster, his cock swelling and pulsing with the promise of his own release. The heat of the water and the sun on her back only added to the eroticism of the moment, her body feeling like it was on fire.

As they climaxed together, their cries echoing off the yacht's walls, Sara felt a sense of triumph and belonging. This was what she had been searching for, the kind of passion that made her feel alive, desired, and powerful. She collapsed against him, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her heart racing like a wild stallion. For a moment, she allowed herself to bask in the afterglow, her body still quivering with the intensity of her release.

In between heavy pants she said, "I want..more of..this" and she kissed him with a passion that was more than just a summer fling.  They stayed in the hot tub a little longer, then swimming and sunning before a late lunch and another fuck.  Then as she was about to leave and taken back to get ready for another night at the club he told her, "Remember, just be friendly and interest them.  Nothing more."  She nodded sheepishly and took the private car back to the hotel.

Nicole was given the night off after Katia had begged Rayko.  So it was just the four of them from that house that went to the club, of course there were other groups of girls from other apartments there.  Lena had cultivated quite the fashion ensemble over the past few weeks with her teasing and flirtatious ways, never having to do what Nicole had done, or even Sara for that matter.  There were a couple of encounters ending in oral but she hadn't had sex with anyone.

A shipping magnet from Croatia, Ivan, had been speaking with her.  They shared the same language despite being from different countries and felt more at ease speaking in their native tongue.  He was definitely interested in seeing what she had on under that skimpy top and short tight skirt.

Lena had seen a Gold Rolex watch she desired in one of her earlier sprees so she was ready to see if the Croatian had any interest in her beyond conversation. She knew the power of her beauty and the promise of her body. As they sat down, she took his arm and placed it around her shoulders, "How do you show a girl you're interested in her?" she asked with a seductive smile. Ivan leaned in and told her, "I like to treat them like princesses and see how they return the favor." Lena's heart skipped a beat, this was going to be an easy sell.

He suggested they go the private room in the back.  She did what she always did and asked what she was going to get out of their "private" conversation.  He said, if she was a good girl she would get a treat of her choosing.  She had her heart set on that watch, it was upwards of fifty thousand euros.  She knew flirting wouldn't be enough, and oral might not be enough either.  As she sat down she softly said, "What sort of treat can I get?"  He took a sip of his drink, "The better the experience, the better the treat."

She began undoing his belt, her eyes looking at his wondering if this would be enough for a fifty thousand euro watch.  His eyes grew wide with anticipation, watching her every move like a hawk.  As she pulled down his zipper, his cock sprang free, it was hard and ready.  She took it in her hand and began to stroke it, her thumb circling the head.  He leaned back and let her take control, his breathing becoming heavier.

Her tongue glazed over the tip of his cock, tasting the salt and pre-cum that glistened on the surface.  She knew how to work her magic, and she had no intention of letting this golden opportunity slip away.  Lena took Ivan's cock into her mouth, her teeth lightly grazing the sensitive skin as she took him deeper.  He groaned in pleasure, his hand moving to the back of her head to guide her movements.  She swirled her tongue around the head, feeling his cock twitch in her mouth, and she knew she had him hooked.

Her lips enclosed the head slightly, stilling as she stared into his eyes. He was getting lost in her gaze and she knew she had him. With a wicked smile she began to move her mouth up and down, taking him deeper with each stroke. His hand tightened in her hair, guiding her, urging her to take him all in. She could feel his excitement build, his breathing becoming more erratic. She took him all the way in, until her nose was against his stomach, her throat tightening around his thick shaft. She swallowed around him, the sensation making him growl.

She let his shaft slide out of her mouth, "I had my eye on a certain treat, but I don't know if you'll let me have it?" she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "If it's within my power," Ivan rasped, his voice strained with arousal, "you can have it." Lena reached into her clutch and pulled out her phone where she had a picture of it. "This," she whispered, "would make me very happy." He took the photo and studied it before nodding, "If you make me cum, it's yours.  Twice, make me cum twice."

The challenge was laid out, and Lena knew she had him here for the first.  She took the head of his dick and just slowly licked and kissed it with her lips, teasing him. She felt him squirm in his seat.  With a sly smile she began to take him deep into her throat, his eyes rolled into the back of his head.  Her hands began to fondle his balls, rolling them gently in her hand as she sucked him off like he was the sweetest lollipop she'd ever had.  Ivan's grip grew tighter in her hair as she took him all the way down, her throat muscles contracting around his shaft.

His body began to convulse, and Lena felt the familiar pulse of his cock as he came, filling her mouth with his warmth. She pulled away, swallowed with a satisfied smile, and took a sip of her drink, watching him regain his composure. "Now, about my treat," she purred, her voice a soft caress that sounded so innocent.

He was panting, "I said twice.  That was amazing, and now I want to see what your sweet little pussy feels like."  Lena hadn't gone that far with any of the men, she wasn't attracted to this older, heavyset Croatian, but after sucking him off she didn't want that to be for nothing.  She reluctantly nodded but said, "First, I want the down payment given to Rayko now and then you'll get this sweet pussy. Deal?"  He nodded eagerly, and she knew he'd do anything for the pleasure she just gave him.  He called his man to give Rayko $60,000 to Rayko until she got the Rolex tomorrow.

"It's done" he said and then she slowly began disrobing, getting him eager with the slowness she exhibited in taking her clothes off.  Her body was incredible, long legs, curvy hips, and huge fake tits that bounced with every step she took closer to him.  He watched her like a hawks gaze on its prey.

He pulled her over to him, holding her hand while she lifted herself onto the couch and straddled him, her pussy hovering just over his still hard cock. "God, your body..Jesus Christ!" He groaned as he reached around to cup her ass, his thumbs grazing the cleft of her ass cheeks. She smirked and slammed herself down onto him, feeling his cock rise inside of her.  She closed her eyes, taking in the sensation.

Ivan grabbed her huge tits and began to suck and squeeze them while she grinded on him.  She was going to do everything in her power to get him to cum quickly so she could clean up and focus on the Rolex she was going to be getting.  Her hips swiveled around his cock, her ass bouncing up and down.  The sounds of skin slapping filled the room as she moaned and groaned for his pleasure.  She could feel the head of his cock hitting her cervix with each downward motion she made.  It was intense and she was surprised she was actually starting to enjoy herself.

She felt him tense up under her, and she knew he was close.  Lena leaned back, her tits bouncing with every bounce, she pulled his cock out and with both hands began to stroke him, her eyes never leaving his.  She leaned down and whispered, "Cum for me," in his ear.  The sound of her voice, the feeling of her hot breath on his skin was all it took.  He shot his load, the warmth of his semen coating her stomach.  She leaned back and laughed a little, "Wow, you really liked that." He was breathing heavily, "You have no idea."

She got off the couch and grabbed one of the towels near the back bar and cleaned up.  "Was that worth it Ivan?" she asked with a smug smile. He nodded, still trying to catch his breath, "Yes, it was worth it." He said, "I'll have the Rolex delivered here tomorrow and I'll get my deposit back."  She kissed him on his cheek, "I can't wait.  Thank you!  See you around." and put her clothes back on and walked out.  She was feeling quite proud of herself and her ability to manipulate this man for what she wanted.

The night ended without any more enticing encounters, the girls played their parts but only Lena exhibited the manipulative personality that night. The girls all got into the private car and went back to the hotel to exchange stories and check on Nicole.

A few more days passed and Viktor hadn't reached back out to Sara since that last time they fucked after she told him about Marcus and she was getting aggravated about it again.  She didn't know what she should do, but she had stayed true to her word to him and only feigned interest at the club and laughed around the other men but never got close to one of them.

They'd be leaving for Albania soon, would the haze surrounding the house become any clearer prior to the two weeks in Sarande? Would Nicole fully recover from the trauma she endured and could she put it in the past and focus on one of these men who sought her attention?  Would Sara finally keep her clutches long enough in Viktor to become a mainstay on his yacht and in his life?  How much more could Lena siphon from these wealthy men and would Katia and Anastasia's more modest approach for the summer turn more "interesting" in Albania?  The girls still had a lot more of the summer to find out.  
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