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The neon lights of the crowded college bar in Boca Raton cast a vivid glow on the three friends as they sipped their drinks, their eyes glazed with the polished boredom that comes from being surrounded by the same predictable faces weekend after weekend. A couple of college frat boys started to hit on the three girls at the bar, they didn't bother to engage in the childish behavior.

Sara, a brunette with a penchant for teasing smiles and tight dresses that hugged her curves in all the right places, leaned against the sticky bar counter, her phone in hand as she snapped a selfie. Nicole, a blonde bombshell with a body that seemed to radiate sex appeal even in the most innocent of poses, pouted playfully for the camera, her eyes sparkling with the kind of mischief that could lead to either a wild night or an early morning apology. And there was Katia, the exotic beauty from across the ocean, her raven hair cascading down her back, her accent as thick and enticing as the dark chocolate she often spoke of from her homeland. She whispered something into Sara's ear, and the air around them crackled with a tantalizing secret.

The three of them had been the envy of every college boy at Florida Atlantic for the past year, their social media feeds a siren's call of beauty and adventure. Sara's lips were always painted a shade of red that seemed to drip with sin, and Nicole had a way of moving that could make the most stoic of men drop their jaws. But it was Katia who had the real story to tell, the kind that didn't fit into the neat little squares of Instagram or the fleeting moments of TikTok. Her tales of summers spent in the sultry embrace of Sunny Beach, the gem of the Bulgarian Black Sea, painted a picture that was anything but the typical college experience. The whispers of wealthy men and glamorous parties had Sara and Nicole's attention, their eyes wide and hungry for more as they listened to Katia's seductive promise of a summer that would change their lives forever.

The bar's music thumped in their chests, a bass-heavy heartbeat that seemed to echo the excitement pulsing through their veins. The scent of saltwater and sunscreen mingled with the faint smell of desperation that clung to the sweaty college boys trying to catch their eye. But Katia had a different plan for them, one that didn't involve cheap drinks and awkward small talk. She leaned in closer, her ample breasts pressing against the bar as she spoke of a job that would not only pay their bills but also grant them an all-access pass to the kind of experiences they'd only dreamed of. Their summer would be spent in the company of wealthy, powerful men from around the globe, all eager to shower them with attention and luxury. It was a chance to escape the confines of their college bubble and get away from these adolescent boys.

Sara and Nicole exchanged glances, their excitement palpable as they realized the implications of what Katia was suggesting. The thought of leaving behind the monotony of college life for a summer of unbridled indulgence was like a drug, and they were already addicted to the high of imagining it. They had seen the kind of men Katia had been with, the kind that didn't bother with fake IDs or cheap pick-up lines. These were men who could make their wildest dreams come true, and all they had to do was be themselves—beautiful, flirtatious, and open to new experiences.

The bar's lights played across their skin as they leaned closer to Katia, eager for the details. She spoke of the long, lazy days spent lounging by the pool, sipping cocktails and soaking up the sun, their bodies glistening with oil and promise. And the nights, oh the nights! The VIP parties in clubs where the air was thick with the scent of money and desire, where the music was so loud it was almost a physical presence, wrapping around them like a lover's embrace. They would dance, flirt, and tease until the early hours, their every move captured by the hungry gazes of men who would pay any price for their company. It was a world of excess, where the only limits were the ones they chose to set for themselves.

Katia's eyes grew darker as she described the perks of the job. Free luxury apartments in Sunny Beach, with balconies that overlooked the shimmering sea. Endless parties with the most exotic and decadent foods, the finest wines, and the company of men who knew exactly how to treat a woman. They would be pampered and adored, living the kind of fairy tale existence that most girls only read about in steamy romance novels. There was also a two-week trip to Sarande, Albania where a few exclusive parties took place in a home on the Ionian sea.  And the best part? They would be paid handsomely for their time, enough to fund their studies and still have plenty left over for shopping sprees and exotic vacations of their own.

Katia told them, "If there is a particular man that fancies you, you can get a "big" allowance, and who knows what else.  I knew a girl last summer who got over fifty thousand euros to be this rich Georgian businessman's girl for two weeks." Sara and Nicole's jaws dropped and they looked at one another in shock, "What the fuck?! Fifty thousand?!  What did she have to do?" asked Nicole. "Just be there for him, that's all," Katia replied with a knowing smile, "There was some negotiating going on with the boss though."

"Do you have to sleep with them?" Sara replied with some doubt in her voice. Katia's smile was mysterious, "Well, you don't have to do anything you don't want to do.  These men are used to getting what they want, but we have a boss who is in charge of us.  They want us to be "interested" in the men.  If you're smart, you'll use your charm to get what you want without giving too much away." The allure of the unknown and the promise of financial freedom was intoxicating, and Sara and Nicole found themselves nodding in agreement.

With a nod and a smile, Katia pulled out her phone and began to make a call. The air grew heavy with anticipation as they watched her, their hearts racing. This was it. The moment that would change everything. As she spoke in rapid-fire Bulgarian, they couldn't help but wonder what kind of summer lay ahead. Would they be able to handle the heat, not just of the sun but of the passion that awaited them? Only time would tell, but one thing was for certain: their summer break was about to get a whole lot hotter than they ever could have imagined.

A couple of weeks later the three girls were on a flight overseas, after a day of flights they landed in Varna where a private car picked them up from the airport and drove them to where they'd be staying in Sunny Beach. The car pulled up to a high end hotel and were escorted to a suite where they'd be staying for the next month with two other girls, a Serbian and another from Poland.

A huge Bulgarian man told them a car would be ready to pick them up at 7 PM for their first night out. The two Americans looked at each other, a mix of excitement and nervousness in their eyes.  The three girls introduced themselves to the other two and all of them started to get settled in their home for the summer and started to get dolled up.

Sara picked out a skin tight red skirt that barely covered her ass and had a slit up the side that would show off her long, tan legs. Nicole opted for a black number that left nothing to the imagination, the neckline plunging dangerously low, showcasing her ample cleavage. Katia chose a white dress that made her skin look like it had been kissed by the moon, the fabric so thin that it was clear she wasn't wearing any underwear. The other two girls, Lena and Anastasia, were equally stunning, their outfits screaming of the kind of confidence that comes from knowing you have an amazing body that every man wants to look at and enjoy.

As they all applied their makeup with the precision of surgeons and the finesse of artists, the tension in the room was palpable. The mirrors reflected their faces, each stroke of the brush or swipe of the gloss adding another layer of excitement to their already smoldering gazes. The clock ticked down the minutes, and the anticipation grew to a fever pitch.

They all left the room and took the elevator downstairs, their high heels clicking like a symphony of seduction against the marble floors. The hotel lobby was a whirlwind of opulence, with chandeliers casting a warm glow that made their already stunning figures appear ethereal. The doorman's eyes lingered a little too long on their bodies as they stepped into the sleek black sedan waiting outside.

They arrived at a popular club on the beach but were escorted to a private room away from the beachgoers and party boys, the room had a view of the sea and had its own entrance for the big whigs who would be arriving soon. The music outside was a pulse that vibrated through the walls, a siren's song calling them to the dance floor where their summer of sin was about to begin.

The girls were instructed by one of the Bulgarian men overseeing the event to, "Be very friendly and interested in what they say." As the night grew darker and the music grew louder, the private room began to fill with the promised international clientele. The same Bulgarian man, Rayko, said something to Katia and she walked over to relay the message to the four other girls who were all sharing the same room.  Since this was her third summer doing this she was sort of the leader of that "household".  She told the girls, "Remember, we're here to make connections, to entertain these men, we are not to leave with any of them.  If they ask, Rayko handles the negotiations."

Nicole whispered into Sara's ear, "This is
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