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While the girls packed for their second summer escape, Sara kept checking her phone to se if Viktor had messaged her.  Katia finally told her, "Just message him Sara, if you don't you never know what you're going to do in Sarande and then the same thing might happen, except maybe the next time he won't want you anymore."  Sara contemplated Katia's words but kept packing, she was so upset with Viktor.

Katia pulled all of her girls from the house and gave them an idea of what to expect, "Look, this is a different scene than what we have here.  The men who come aren't even close to being as wealthy, it's a younger scene, more of a party, scene.  Rayko expects you to draw in the throngs of party goers by looking hot and being fun.  Here we deal with powerful men and need to be elegant and act sophisticated in the open.  When we are in Sarande, you might get pulled into the party vibe but you won't be getting Rolex's or visits to a Yacht.  We draw them in, we don't have to go by them.  We'll be protected and will be behind an area so this can totally be a girls trip.  Just watch yourselves, because some of these younger guys are really hot, but they can only give you a thrill, not a lifestyle promise or shopping spree.

The girls nodded, understanding the shift in gears.  Sara was still upset that she didn't hear from Viktor, but she knew she had to keep her emotions in check.  Nicole was just happy to get away from the gentlemen's club for a couple of weeks and maybe returned more fresh and willing to get involved the way her best friend Sara had.  Lena was looking forward to the change of pace, she enjoyed the thrill of the chase and the younger men might just be what she needed to keep her skills sharp.

Katia had asked Anastasia how she was, how she felt about things so far, "I'm okay, just a little overwhelmed," Anastasia replied with a small smile, her eyes reflecting the twinkling lights of the sea. "You know I've never done anything like this before." Katia nodded understandingly, "It's a big step, but you're doing great. Rayko mentioned how he liked how you handled the men and kept some returning without really giving them any indication of more than flirty fun. That's exactly what they want, of course they don't mind if we do some freelancing as long as it benefits them as well.

Nicole asked Katia if there was anyone who she had an interest in or was happy to bounce around the men not committing or giving them too much of herself away.  Katia nodded, "I have my eye on someone but it's complicated."  She didn't elaborate and the other girls knew better than to press her.

On their way to the airport Sara got a message from Viktor, it just read "Call me" with no context.  She knew that he had been busy with his businesses, but she had hoped for some kind of emotional connection from him.  She called him, her nerves racing "Hi Viktor, I thought I might hear from you sooner?" she quizzed him, "I'm on my way to Sarande for two weeks and wanted to see you before I left." He replied, "Sweety, I can't just ignore my work.  Believe me I wanted you here so I could be inside of you again.  But my yacht will be in Sarande by the end of the week, I'll see you there.  Make sure you're ready for me."  Sara was so excited she said, "Oh my god, I can't wait, I've missed you," she blurted out before she could stop herself.

When she hung up Nicole and Anastasia looked at her shaking their heads, "What's going on with you two?" NIcole asked, "You are so into him" she said with a smirk.  Sara felt a bit embarrassed, "It's nothing like that," she said, but her voice betrayed her feelings.  Lena looked at her with knowing eyes, "You've fallen for him, haven't you?"  Sara's cheeks flushed a deep shade of red, "Maybe a little," she admitted.  The other girls laughed, it was clear she had fallen for the mysterious billionaire and was now his plaything.

When they landed in Tirana there were three luxury shuttle vans to take a total of 20 girls to the two villa's they'd be sharing.  One of the girls from one of the other housing groups, Melania, a Croatian stunner with dark hair and piercing blue eyes, whispered to Lena and Nicole, "You're going to love it here, the parties are wild!"

The drive to the villa was like a scene from a high-budget music video, the roads lined with palm trees, the sea a deep blue caressing the shore, and the sun setting like a fiery goddess descending into the ocean.  The villa was massive, a modern marble masterpiece with an infinity pool that seemed to meld into the horizon.

The girls all got out of the shuttles with their phones taking selfies and videos of the place.  Lena asked Katia, "Can we have a party here?"  Katia laughed, "Sure but just the girls.  Rayko doesn't want any of these party boys messing up the place.  That stuff stays in the club and if you want, wherever they're staying but don't advertise that."  Lena nodded, she knew the rules and was happy to have some fun without the pressure of impressing anyone.

They had one full day to settle in and tomorrow they would be taken to the club early, since the beaches were lined with drunk twenty somethings.  Germans, Brits, Danes and Dutch guys were aplenty as well as many guys with Albanian origins from across the world.  The girls unpacked, lounged by the pool, drank and swapped stories before calling it a night and getting ready for the next two weeks of fun in Sarande.

After getting a dolled up, one of Rayko's men repeated what Katia had told her group.  In his thick Bulgarian accent he said, "This is different from other clubs, you drink, have fun, look good and the young guys come in, pay cover, buy drinks, and piss away their money for a chance to talk to you."  He continued, "You will be protected, if you decide you like a guy you do not bring them here, you are on your own if you leave with them.  We will protect you at the club and here.  We don't have time for young boy games, this is a business.  Understand?"  The girls all nodded and the excitement grew.

They arrived at the club and the streets were wild, packed with the kind of young, carefree tourists that were the lifeblood of the summer season. The energy was electric, a heady mix of lust, booze, and the promise of endless possibilities. The bouncers, all hulking giants with stern faces, stepped aside as the girls made their way through the velvet ropes, the whispers of the crowd following them like a warm breeze.

Almost immediately a throng of young men started to head to the entrance to pay to get inside to try and talk to any of the girls.  The music was a mix of European dance hits and DJ's spinning the latest EDM mixes.  It was 20 Euros to walk in the door, and you didn't get any breaks on the drink prices either, but that didn't matter to the younger guys who saw the sexy girls who just entered the club.

The ladies all lined up behind the velvet ropes with 5 different VIP tables with buckets, bottles, and mixers.  They started to do what they were there for, drink, dance, and look hot.  It wasn't long before the first group of guys approached the table.  Nicole had never seen so much testosterone in one place, it was like a buffet of hungry men waiting to be served.  They all talked at once, trying to impress the girls with their stories and their muscles, but it was clear they hadn't had any of the sophistication of the men at the Sunny Beach club.

The night grew wild, the drinks flowed and the guys grew bolder.  Some of the girls joined in on the dancing with the guys, but most stood behind the VIP area, like Sara and Katia.  Lena pulled Anastasia onto the dance floor where they were immediately surrounded by a group of young men like wolves to prey.  NIcole watched in amazement and a little envy at her friend's ability to command the room.  The lights strobed and changed colors, casting a kaleidoscope of shadows and light across their bodies.

One of the guys bought a bottle of champagne and sprayed it over the group of them, the cold liquid ran down their bodies as they laughed and danced.  Lena felt a hand on her ass, she looked over her shoulder and it was a tall good looking built blonde guy, she thought either Dutch or German, she didn't know, but she liked what she saw.  She turned around and began dancing with him, his hands all over her.  Lena yelled to Anastasia, "You're missing out!"  Anastasia just winked and kept dancing.

The night grew hotter as the music got louder, the smell of the salty sea air mixed with the sweat of the grinding bodies around them.  Sara, feeling a little left out, took a sip from her drink and was approached by a young American guy, "You're so hot, where are you from?"  She leaned in and whispered, "America, just like you.  But I'm here for work, not for fun."  He looked confused, "You're a model or something?"  She smirked, "Something like that."  He didn't get the hint and kept trying to ask her for her number.  She wasn't interested in these guys, hot or not, she had come to this part of the world for men like Viktor.

The guy Lena was dancing with turned out to be Dutch, a 26 year old named Rik. His hands never left her body, and she felt a thrill with each touch, even though she knew this wasn't the kind of wealth and power she was supposed to be after. But the way he moved, the confidence in his grip, it was hard to resist. She thought he was hot and this was the kind of guy she wanted to fuck, the men at Sunny Beach were the kind of men she wanted to spend time with and taken care of.  She grabbed his hand, "where are you staying?  Let's go."

Rik looked surprised but nodded, the two of them leaving the dance floor and the club's bouncers watched.  The girls were told after a certain time they could do what they wanted, the club needed to get a certain amount before that.  The girls were also told once out of the club they wouldn't be protected. Rik took Lena's hand and walked down the street towards the apartment he and his friends had rented for the week.

The air was thick with the scent of the sea and the sweet aroma of the blooming flowers that lined the streets. The moon cast a soft glow over their bodies as they stumbled through the cobblestone streets, the sound of their laughter echoing through the quiet night. Rik's apartment was a typical tourist rental, filled with the chaos of a week-long party. Clothes were strewn everywhere, the smell of beer and sex lingering in the air like a musky perfume.

Rik opened one of the bedroom doors and slammed it shut once they were inside of it. The walls were shaking with the bass from the music in the clubs nearby. He didn't bother with the lights, the moon's silver glow was more than enough. He pushed Lena onto the bed, his hands already unbuckling his belt as he stepped out of his shorts. Lena's heart raced as she watched him, the thrill of the forbidden mixing with the raw desire that had been building inside her all night.

He slid her back to the edge of the bed and slid down her panties, lifting up the super short mini skirt. His mouth found her wetness, and she threw her head back, gasping as his tongue explored her folds. The taste of her arousal was like sweet nectar to him, and he lapped at her greedily, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her open for his eager mouth. Lena's fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as she felt the pressure building inside of her.

"ahhh...damn....yes," Lena moaned as Rik's tongue danced around her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body. Her legs wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer as she felt the first tremors of an orgasm building deep within her. Her body was alive with sensation, each flick of his tongue sending sparks flying through her veins. She hadn't been with a younger guy like this in nearly a year.

Rik looked up at her, his eyes glazed with booze and lust.  His tongue and fingers didn't stop their relentless dance, pushing her closer to the edge of climax.  Lena felt the tension coil tightly in her belly, her breath coming in ragged gasps.  The room was spinning and all she could focus on was the feeling of his mouth on her.  It had been a long time since she had been with someone strictly for looks and sex.

"Oh fuck." she was squirming, "Shit..it's..it's so good." Rik's tongue was a masterful artist, painting strokes of ecstasy across her swollen clit. Lena's body tensed, her legs tightening around him like a vice as the orgasm crashed over her. She screamed out his name, the sound muffled by the pillow she'd buried her face in, her hips bucking wildly against his mouth. He didn't stop, not even for a moment, continuing to lick and suck, drawing out the pleasure until she was writhing in sweet agony.

He stood up and flung his shirt off, and took his briefs off.  She hurriedly took off her top, her fake tits staring at him. He lifted her legs, resting them on his chest, his cock was rock hard and he didn't even bother with a condom.  He slammed into her, the force making her scream, but it was a scream of pleasure, not pain.  Her pussy was so wet that she was already ready for him.  He didn't hold back, he was young and full of energy.  His cock pummeled her, sliding in and out, his balls slapping against her ass.

His youthful vigor was something she had missed in her recent sexual encounters with the older, more refined men who preferred slow seduction over passionate abandon. Rik's unbridled lust was like a breath of fresh air, and Lena reveled in the feeling of being wanted so badly that he couldn't even bother with the pretense of gentle foreplay. The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies colliding, the wet slap of skin on skin, the squeak of the bed, and their mingled grunts and gasps.

He slapped at her breasts with his hand, the sound echoing through the room as her nipples grew taut with arousal. His other hand held her hip, guiding her movements to match the rhythm of his thrusts. She was moaning loudly while he pistoned in and out with brute force, "Fuck me harder," she begged, her voice hoarse with passion.

He pulled out, flipping her over so that her ass was in the air, her legs spread wide, giving him the perfect view of her tight, wet pussy. He didn't even bother to ask if she was okay with it, the desperation in her eyes told him all he needed to know. Rik slammed into her from behind, his hands digging into her hips, leaving red marks that she'd wear proudly as badges of desire. Her screams grew louder, the sound of his cock plunging into her depths a symphony of passion.

The liquid from her climax still glistening on his chin, Rik's eyes gleamed with a primal hunger as he claimed her again, his cock sliding into her from behind. The sound of his hips slapping against her ass filled the room, a tempo that seemed to synchronize with the thumping bass from the nearby club. Lena's breasts bounced with every thrust, the friction of her nipples against the bedsheets sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She felt like she was melting into the mattress, her body a puddle of wanton need.

He smacked her ass with his hand, "Yes..you like that shit" and then he said something in Dutch she didn't understand.  She nodded her head, "Yes, yes," she moaned, the sting adding a new level of sensation to the mix.  The room was spinning with passion, the scent of their arousal heavy in the air.  He reached around, squeezing her big tits, his thumb playing with her now sensitive nipples, as he continued to fuck her from behind.

Lena's moans grew louder, Rik's pounding was more intense, the feeling of his cock filling her up was intoxicating.  She felt another orgasm building, this one stronger than the first.  She reached between her legs and played with her clit as he fucked her, the sensation making her body spasm.  She was going to cum again.  "I'm gonna cum," she screamed out, "Don't stop!"

Rik didn't need any more encouragement, his thrusts grew more erratic, his breathing heavy and labored.  He could feel her pussy tightening around him, her muscles contracting, and he knew she was close.  He was relentless making sure he got her again, "Hurry..cum now!" he demanded, feeling that it was a matter of seconds before he would explode himself.  His grip on her hips tightened and he slammed into her harder, her moans turning into cries of ecstasy as the orgasm took hold of her body.

Once he heard and felt her orgasm come he slammed harder into her making sure she felt every inch of his manhood. He was going to cum too, she could feel it, his cock swelled up even more and she knew he was about to go too, "Pull out" she yelled.  He was too far gone to understand why she was asking, but he did it.  He pulled out and shot his load all over her back and ass.  She felt the sticky warmth of his cum on her skin and she liked it.  He collapsed on the bed beside her, his chest heaving.

"Holy fuck.." Rik panted beside her, his body covered in a sheen of sweat that made him glisten in the moonlight. Lena couldn't help but smile at his satisfaction, feeling a twinge of power knowing she could bring a man to such a primal state. They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, the only sound the distant throb of the club music and the crash of waves outside.

She started to sit up, "I need to go" she told Rik, "Can I call you?" he asked her.  She just smiled at him, "This was fun, I'll be at the club the next two weeks if you're around" she told him while she dressed herself.  She put on her heels and walked out and headed back to the club hoping to catch the last of the girls there so she could ride back to her Villa.

At the end of the night when all the girls were back at the Villa, Nicole asked Lena about how she just left with Rik and how she could just navigate these scenes so well.  Lena smiled at her, "There are two types Nicole," she said in her Serbian accent, "A man who wants to fuck you because you're beautiful, and a man who wants to fuck you because you're a challenge.  Tonight was the former, and those are the easy ones.  The ones who want a challenge, those are the ones you can get your holidays, clothes, treatments, and expensive dinners paid for."  The girls all laughed and started to get ready for bed.

The next couple of days were more heavy drinking, partying, and younger guys packing into the club to try and get with any of the girls.  Lena had settled down more, staying behind the ropes of the VIP area and partying with the other girls.  Nicole had begun to put her experience with the Arab guys behind her and started to act more like her usual self.  Sara was happy to see her friend like that, dancing and laughing, "I love to see you this happy!!  You should play with one of these boys here, there are some really good looking ones," she whispered to Nicole in her ear.

Now that she was feeling a little better about herself and had that big chunk of change in her possession, she said to Sara "Why not?"  Since they were there she could just have fun and not worry about the pressure she felt from the older wealthy men.  She could focus on them once they returned from this little get away.

She slipped past the VIP rope and into the sea of testosterone and hormones and let loose a little.  The boys Sara pointed out were a couple of English boys on holiday, not rich or anything but definitely good looking and young.  Nicode looked around, taking in the scene, the lights flashing, the music pumping and the heat from the bodies dancing around her.  She felt alive again, free from the shackles of what she had endured at that apartment with the Arab men.

Sara looked on as her friend grabbed onto one of the Brits around his shoulder, pulling him closer. The two of them were grinding against each other, Nicole's ass up in the lad's crotch as they danced. She was lost in the music, her hair flying in the air as she moved to the beat.  

A few other girls bounced back from the VIP area to the dance floor, but none of the girls from the original five except Nicole had ventured away from the VIP area.  Katia and Sara had no intention of mixing with these boys.  Lena had her fun the other night and didn't want to make it a habit even though she spotted Rik in the crowd and politely waved to him.  Anastasia was fine doing exactly what Rayko and the club owners wanted, drawing the boys and cash into the club with her looks and moves.

Sara knew Nicole needed a night like this to gain her confidence back and put that awful experience she had in the past. She watched her friend's body move in time with the music, her hands running over the English boy's chest as if it was a fine piece of art. His eyes were glued to Nico's breasts, bouncing in sync with their dance, and Sara couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy. It had been a while since she had let herself go like that, but she had her sights set on a different kind of prize.

The English guy tried to tell Nicole her name and she stopped him, "I don't care what your name is, you have ten seconds to convince me to leave with you.  Go!" He was a little shocked, she said "Better hurry and be witty."  He had no time to think, "You're like a Ferrari in a sea of Fiats.  Let me take you for a ride you'll never forget."  Nicole said, "Emm, nah." and grabbed his friend who she hadn't been dancing with, "Like I told your friend, I don't care what your name is.  You have ten seconds to convince me to leave with you.  Go!"  He took a deep breath, "Uhh...Are you a bank loan? Because you've got my interest and I'd like to know your rate?" Nicode laughed, "Ok, you're funny, I'll give you a shot."

The first guy looked in shock as his friend walked out with Nicole, and he gave him a 'I don't know what just happened' look and shrugged his shoulders.  They got outside and she asked, "Where are you staying?"  He told her "just down the street at one of the hotels."  She pulled him, "Don't say anything, don't ruin it.  Just tell me what room number when we get there."  She wanted to take control, she wanted to feel empowered like she was used to and not how she felt that night when she was used like a sex doll.

The English guy said to her as they stepped into the hotel, "308", and Nicole took the lead, guiding him to the elevator. Her heart was racing with a mix of excitement and the thrill of the unknown. She knew what she was doing was risky, but the taste of power was too sweet to resist. The elevator ride was a silent dance of anticipation, their eyes locked, the air thick with the promise of what was to come.

They got to his room, and she shoved him inside once the door cracked open.  "Take your fucking clothes off," she ordered him, her voice firm and commanding. He stumbled a bit, trying to keep up with her urgency, but she didn't give him any slack.  She had decided she was going to take what she wanted, and she wanted it now.

He flew off his shirt and began to undo his pants.  She latched the door jam so it couldn't be open from outside if the other guy decided to return.  He tried to say something to her, "You're so fucking sexy," but she put her finger to his mouth, "Remember, I'm the one in charge here."  He nodded, his cock growing in his pants as he watched her take the lead.

"Finish taking your clothes off" she told him, her voice demanding.  He complied and she began to slip out of hers.  She shimmied out of her skirt and quickly took off her panties, she crawled on the bed and squeezed the shaft of his cock eliciting an involuntary groan from him.  She took him into her mouth, sucking him hard, her tongue dancing around the head of his cock.  He watched her, his eyes wide with amazement.  Nicole knew what she was doing was a complete 180 from the last few nights but she liked the power she had.  The English boy had no idea what she'd been through but she liked that he was just in university looking to get laid and she was going to use that.

She took it out of her mouth and lifted herself, holding a hard squeeze on his dick.  His facial expression showed he was in a bit of discomfort from her grip.  She slapped his face with her free hand and then let go, "You don't get to cum until I say so."  He nodded eagerly, "Yea..ok..whatever  you say." 

She squeezed it again and his mouth opened and eyes squinched in a little pain.  She rubbed the head of his cock around her clit and then slid it in her.  He was surprised at first but he liked it.  He was hard as a rock and she could feel it as he slammed into her.  She set the pace, riding him like a cowgirl, her big tits bouncing in his face, slapping him slightly as she went up and down.  He tried to grab onto them but she slapped his hands away, "Keep them where I can see them," she told him, enjoying her newfound control.

He was just a cock to her, someone she could fuck and boss around. She solely focused on her movements to get herself off, "Mmmmm, don't fucking touch me," she said when she felt his hands reach for her waist.  He moved them back to his side and just watched as she swirled her waist around grinding on him. She closed her eyes, slightly leaning forward feeling her own tits.  She had an image in her mind of something other than this, but this guy's cock was the conduit to her impending orgasm.

Her movements grew faster, she was close to the edge, her pussy tightening around him, she felt his cock pulsing, "You want to cum don't you?" she said to him, her voice still firm, "Don't you dare."  He nodded, his hands in a tight grip on the bed sheets.  She leaned back and began to bounce harder, the moans getting louder.  She felt it about to hit her, "I'm going to cum!" she screamed out, and then she did, her body convulsing around his cock.  She didn't stop, she kept going, riding it out until she was sure she couldn't take anymore.  Then she slowed down and slid off of him, sitting on the edge of the bed, breathing heavy, "You can cum now."

He looked at her, "What the fuck?!  Why'd you get off me?" he yelled.  She started putting her clothes back on, "Finish yourself" and walked out while she saw him jerking off so he could take care of his hard on.  Nicole got what she went there for and left with a smile on her face.  She had just gained some control back of her life, her body, and she liked the feeling.

She got back to the club and hugged Sara when she walked back in, "I love you.  You were right, I needed that in so many ways."  Sara hugged her back smiling, "My girl, now when we get back to Sunny Beach we can focus on us and get the lifestyle we deserve.  Let's just have fun while we're here in Sarande." 

That might be a little harder for Sara, by the end of the week Viktor was going to be arriving and she still didn't quite know where she stood with him.  She needed to get him to really commit to her, but she couldn't fully figure him out.

The night ended with a couple of the girls really trashed, they returned back to the Villa to all relax and go to sleep.  Sara planned to sit with Katia tomorrow and try to get her take on things and what she thought Sara should do, if Katia had any insights on who the girls who were always on his yacht were.  She needed advice, this wasn't like any situation she ever dealt with before and he wasn't like anyone she had ever met before.

The next day, some of the girls went to one of the beach clubs owned by Rayko's business associate while Sara, Nicole, and Katia stayed back at the Villa.  They were hanging out in the living area when Sara asked Katia about Viktor, the girls on the yacht and her opinion.  Katia told her what she thought "Those girls are professional escorts. They don't have to work in the clubs. They are paid well by men like him to keep them company.  If he hasn't offered that to you, then you're still playing the game right.  He's interested but you need to play hard to get."

"I thought I was, I mean we've had sex whenever I've been around him, but when he found out I slept with Marcus he was very jealous.  He's coming to Sarande, how should I act?" Sara asked, her heart racing at the thought of seeing him again.

Katia sipped her tea, "With men like Viktor, yes you've slept with him, but it's all about the chase. You need to make him feel like he has to work for it. You're not just any girl he can have, you're the prize at the end of the hunt."  She paused, taking a deep breath, "But remember, these men are like sharks. They can smell fear or desperation from a mile away. You need to be confident and in control."

Katia turned to Nicole, "And what about you?  How are you doing with everything now?"  Nicole smiled slightly, "I'm okay, I guess.  I'm just happy to be out of that place with those men for a little while."  She took a deep breath, "I think I'm going to take a break from guys for a bit and just focus on us."  Katia nodded in agreement, "Sounds good to me, we can just enjoy our time here in Sarande."

The rest of the week was just that, the girls partied at the club at night, did their jobs luring packs of guys into the club.  During the day, relaxed at the beach club, chilled at the Villa, or went and had lunch at the local cafes in town.  When it came to guys, all of them just teased and made them spend their money but only that.

The weekend came and went and Sara hadn't heard from Viktor.  She was talking to Katia and said, "He said he was going to be here this weekend, nothing!  I haven't heard from him, what the fuck?!  Where is he?!"  Katia reminded her about what they talked about.  Sara asked, "So what, do I just forget about it?  What if he calls me tonight?  I don't go see him?"  Katia took a sip of her drink, "You don't go see him.  You play it cool, you're the one in control here, remember that.  If he hasn't called you to tell you where he is then he's playing games with you."  Sara nodded, she knew it was the right advice, but she couldn't help feeling a little sad.  She had really developed feelings for him and was hoping to see him.

"I thought these types of men didn't play games?" Sara replied, a hint of disappointment in her voice.  Katia tried to reassure her, "They all play games, but some are just better at hiding it.  If he's playing, you play better.  Trust me, he'll come around."

Two more days passed and that night the girls were all at the club and Sara checked her phone, there was a message from Viktor "I'm coming to the club tonight, I have a surprise for you."  She felt a thrill run through her body, she had been waiting for this moment.  She looked over at Nicode and Katia who were both dancing with a group of guys, she decided not to tell them.  She wanted to see what he had in store for her.

Later on Viktor arrived, this wasn't his type of place, too rowdy and too many young adolescent guys.  He walked over to the bouncers who were told earlier he'd be arriving.  They directed him to a booth in the corner and one of the bouncers tapped Sara on her shoulder and told her that the man in the booth wanted to see her.  She knew immediately it was Viktor.

She walked over and slid into the booth, "Hello," she said coolly, her voice a seductive whisper that had the power to make any man's blood boil. Viktor's eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. He had missed her.

"You seem mad?" Viktor asked, his voice rich, and smooth.  Sara's eyes narrowed slightly, "Shouldn't I be? You've been ignoring me all week."  He took a sip of his drink looking at her, his gaze never leaving hers, "You know how business is, sometimes things don't go as planned."  She leaned in closer to him, "Well maybe I found another man who's more reliable than you."

He smirked, "Sara, don't test me. We both know what I told you about that." His voice had a hint of warning, but the excitement in his eyes was unmistakable. Sara felt a thrill at the challenge, her heart racing as she played the game. "But what if I enjoyed the attention?" she teased, her hand lightly brushing against his thigh.

Viktor leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear, "Then maybe I need to remind you why you should only crave mine." He took her hand and placed it firmly on his growing erection, his gaze never leaving hers. She felt a jolt of desire shoot through her, her pussy growing wet at the thought of what the night might hold.

Katia caught sight off them out of the corner of her eye and nudged Nicole.  Nicole whispered to her, "Why don't you go over there and say something to her, she doesn't have the will power, trust me!  I haven't seen her like this before."  Katia nodded and began walking towards the booth they were at.

As Katia approached she said hello to Viktor and, "Can I borrow Sara for a minute?"  He nodded, a look of curiosity on his face and she pulled Sara aside into the bathroom.  "What the fuck are you doing?!" Katia whispered, trying to keep her voice down.  "What?!" Sara replied, her eyes wide with excitement.  "Remember what we talked about, you want him to chase you.  Don't give in." Katia urgently said to her friend. "But I want him to fuck me so bad, he's already hard, I felt it."  Katia shook her head, "If he knows he can just walk in and fuck you anytime he wants then you'll never get what you want."  Sara exhaled in frustration, "Maybe we can have sex but I'll leave after?"  Katia looked at her in disbelief, "Sara, no! That's exactly what you shouldn't do.  If you leave after he cums you're going to be just another notch on his bedpost.  You want more, play the game!"

Sara walked back out and sat across from him. instead of next to him and Viktor said, "Everything ok with your friend? She looked pretty concerned."  "Oh yeah, she's just worried about me."  He nodded and said, "Why should she be worried?"  Sara took a sip of her drink and smirked, "Well, she thinks you're going to use me and throw me away like an old pair of shoes"  He chuckled, "Sara, you're not that easy to get rid of.  I've told you before, I want you to be my girl."  Sara took a deep breath, playing hard to get, "Well, you've been pretty absent lately, I had to start looking elsewhere."

Viktor stood up, "'You can look elsewhere or you can stay the night with me on my yacht?  I've cleared it with Rayko."  Sara's eyes lit up at the mention of the yacht, the ultimate symbol of his wealth and power.  Stay the night too, that hadn't happened before.  This was a step she hadn't expected so soon.  She looked over at Nicode and Katia, who were both curious what would happen with the two of them.  "Remember, I hardly ever ask twice," he added.  Sara looked up at him and took a deep breath, she knew what she had to do, she had to play this right.  "Okay, but if I go with you, it's just to talk, I'm not promising anything else," she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

He took her hand and led her out of the club.  As she walked out she looked over to Katia and Nicole and mouthed to them, "I'll be okay," trying to hide the nervousness she felt.  They got into his car and drove away down to the marina, she saw the familiar yacht as they pulled up.  He took her hand and helped her on where his crew greeted her with a glass of champagne.  "Please, to my room, the surprise is there." he said, guiding her to his bedroom.

They stepped in and there were several boxes in designer bags, "These are all for you.  If you're going to be spending more time here on the yacht you're going to need your own clothes here."  Her mouth opened, she was thrilled and was about to explode in excitement when she caught herself thinking of what Katia had told her, "More time?  Did we discuss that?" she said, playing it cool.  He shrugged, "Well, I hope so.  You know I want you here with me."  He leaned in and kissed her, his hands moving to her waist, pulling her closer to him.

"If you want me here more then why do you go days and weeks without so much as a single text or call?" Sara asked, playing the coy card to perfection. Viktor's eyes darkened, a hint of irritation flashing across his features, but his desire for her was too strong to resist. He stepped closer, his thumb brushing over her plump bottom lip, "Perhaps I enjoy the thrill of the chase," in his Russian accent.  

He stepped back "We have a saying in Russia, Волко́в боя́ться — в лес не ходи́ть. Translated to English it is; "If you are afraid of Wolves don't go into the forest" Sara looked at him puzzled "What does that mean?" He smirked, "It means that if you are afraid of the difficulties and risks associated with a task, then you should not even attempt it in the first place."  Sara took a deep breath and knew he was referring to their arrangement.  She stepped closer to him, her heart racing, "I'm not afraid of you, I just want to know where I stand."

"Stay here tonight, make love to me, and you'll be one step closer to finding out." His voice was a dark promise that sent shivers down Sara's spine. She stepped back, and began unzipping her skimpy tight dress, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle of fabric. Viktor's eyes devoured her, his desire growing more apparent as she revealed her lacy black lingerie. Sara couldn't resist him.

She moved to him, wrapping her arms around his neck and began kissing his mouth, "Take me."  Their mouths explored one another, he lifted her by her ass cheeks, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh.  Laying her down on the bed while she pulled him with her.  The kisses were passionate, her hands hurriedly fumbling with his shirt and pants, the kisses only breaking so he could put his mouth on other parts of her body.

Her skin was hot to the touch, her breasts heaving as he kissed down her neck and to her chest. He pulled the cups from her bra down, her fake tits exposed and he began to suck while she fidgeted with his pants trying to get them off.  She was soaking wet and needed to feel his cock inside of her soon. "Yes...I want to feel you" she moaned as the pants came down far enough for him to pull his cock out.  He flung his shirt off, slid her panties to the side and shoved his cock in her. Sara gasped, "Oh my God!" she moaned, she missed the feeling of his big dick inside of her.  She knew that she was playing with fire but she couldn't help herself.  She was addicted to this feeling of power and wealth.

The room spun with each thrust, the opulent surroundings a stark contrast to the raw, animalistic passion that consumed them. The soft hum of the air conditioner melded with their heavy breathing and the slap of their bodies coming together. Sara's eyes closed, and she gave in to the sensations, her back arching as she met each of Viktor's deep strokes with eager hips. She knew that this was what she wanted, this feeling of being desired, of being the most important thing in his world.

She clawed his chest as he drove in deep with a steady pace making her squirm underneath his body, "Fuck..it feels..so..ohhh...yes!" she gasped.  His cock was thick and filled her completely, stretching her pussy in the most delicious way.  He kissed her neck, biting it softly as he pumped away, her moans grew louder and she knew she was going to cum.  Her pussy tightened around him and she bucked her hips up, her nails digging into his back, "Viktor, I'm cumming!"  He groaned and picked up the pace, pushing her over the edge until she was screaming his name into the plush pillows.

He slowly pulled his dick out, covered in her cum "You liked that, you want more?" he said teasingly. Her eyes half closed she nodded barely able to get the words "Yes, more" out of her mouth. He stood up, and slipped out of his pants that were still down at his ankles, he pulled her panties off and made her get on her hands and knees.  "Good girl," he whispered, stroking her ass as he positioned himself behind her.  He rubbed the head of his cock against her wet pussy and she pushed back against him, eager for more.

With one hard thrust he was back inside her, filling her completely.  She let out a moan that was half pleasure and half pain.  He began to pound into her, the sound of his hips slapping against her ass echoing through the room.  The smell of sex filled the air, mingling with the faint scent of the sea that seeped in through the open windows.  Each stroke was like a declaration of his ownership of her body, his possession of her soul.

Sara felt a thrill at the thought of being this powerful man's girl.  It was a heady feeling, one that made her pussy drip with need.  She pushed back against him, urging him to go harder, faster.  "Is this what you want?" he growled, his breath hot against her ear.  "Yes," she moaned, her voice a desperate whine.  "You want me to fuck you like a whore?"  She nodded, unable to form words.  He reached around and pinched her clit, making her squeal, her body trembling as he fucked her like a man possessed.

Her orgasm was like a tidal wave, crashing over her with such intensity that she thought she might drown.  She came so hard she could feel it in her toes, her whole body shaking with the force of it.  When she finally came down from her high, she looked over her shoulder at him, panting.  "Viktor, I need...I need..." she couldn't even finish her sentence, the words lost in the throes of passion.

Viktor didn't need any further encouragement.  He grabbed her hips and flipped her back onto her back, spreading her legs wide, standing beside the bed while her ass was hanging slightly off of it.  His cock slammed into her with renewed vigor, his eyes trained on her facial expressions as his cock rapidly disappeared and reappeared with every thrust.  Her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth open in a silent scream, her body trembling with every pound.

He leaned over her, his strong hands holding her in place, his muscular chest glistening with sweat. "Look at me," he demanded, and she obeyed, her gaze locking onto his, a silent conversation of lust passing between them.  His thumb found her clit again, and she began to pant, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement.  "You're going to cum for me again," he whispered, his voice thick with desire.  "Yes," she breathed, her body responding to his command.

He increased the tempo, his thumb circling her clit as his cock plunged in and out of her like a piston.  She could feel the pressure building, her pussy tightening around him like a vice.  "That's it, Sara," he encouraged, his eyes never leaving hers, "Cum for me, my little American angel."  The words were like a trigger, and she erupted into another orgasm, her body convulsing around his cock as she screamed his name.

Viktor could sense his own climax approaching, his breaths growing ragged as he watched Sara's body respond to his every touch. He began pumping faster, knowing he was about to burst. Sara knew he was about to and told him, "I want to taste you, cum on my face."  He pulled out and she leaned up, eagerly waiting.  With one final grunt, he shot his hot, sticky load all over her face, her eyes squeezed shut as she felt the warmth cover her. She opened her mouth to catch the last few drops, savoring the taste of him on her tongue then grabbed his dick to suck him clean, her cheeks painted with the proof of his pleasure.

She laughed a little, and said "I should shower now."  She stood up to walk in the shower and he said, "Grab the box by the chair, it's a sexy nightie for you to sleep in." She picked it up and went to the bathroom.  As the hot water cascaded over her sticky body she felt a sense of euphoria.  The night had been everything she had hoped and more.  She stepped out of the shower and slipped on the silk garment.

She climbed into bed and wrapped her arms around him, rubbing his chest, this is what she wanted.  They fell asleep and she was as content as she's ever been.

The next morning they had sex again before breakfast.  They spent part of the day lounging by the deck and pool, had lunch and then another session of passionate sex.  Viktor told her needed to get her back to her Villa so she could get ready for her night at the club with the other girls.  "Can I stay here again tonight?" she asked him.  She got another surprise, this one unwanted..  "I'm sorry, Sara, but I need to leave Sarande.  I only came here to see you.  I am going over to the Turkish coast for a couple of weeks."  She felt a twinge of sadness, "But what about last night, what you said, about me being here more?"  He kissed her and said, "You know the rules, your job, you can't stay with me when you're back in Sunny Beach."

Sara felt a bit disappointed but she had enjoyed her night. She knew what the deal was but she had hoped he'd stay for the last few days they were going to be in Sarande.  "Will you call me though?" she asked hopefully.  He nodded, "If I'm able to, I'll be in touch.  Now go, you don't want to get them mad and be late."

As she left she thought to herself he had the upper hand, she couldn't play the game with him and why couldn't he just pay Rayko and she could just be with him.  As good as she felt last night with him, the thoughts and doubts were back and she walked in the Villa and immediately went and found Katia and laid on her lap telling her everything.

The two weeks in Sarande were about to wrap up on Sunday.  Nicole had gotten a renewed sense of power and self esteem back, Lena had gotten her partying phase out of her for a while, Katia and Anastasia still just being the model club girls pleasing Rayko and the club owners.  Sara, well Sara was back where she was when she arrived.  There was the self doubt, the frustration about her and Viktor, the feelings she had for him were only getting stronger which could wreck her.  Still more of the summer to come, twists and turns were sure to follow.  How would the girls navigate the murky waters that were awaiting their return back at Sunny Beach?
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