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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
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