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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
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