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“So, I’m thinking Cancun! Whitney went there last year, and she said it was literally the best experience of her life!” Laurie announced while reaching for a French fry, hesitating for a moment, and then grabbing two.

“Which one is Whitney again?” asked Kimmy.

“Isn’t she the one whose dad owns like... everything?” Lulu put her tray down on the canteen table and squeezed in where there clearly wasn't enough room. “It’s so busy in here today.”

Kira moved up to accommodate her friend. Lulu was right, the college canteen was packed, probably due to the cold, snow-laced wind that had driven everyone away from the quad and forced them inside, “Cancun does sound nice right now,” she added to the conversation. 

“I heard Whitney’s dad owns a superyacht or something,” said Kimmy. 

“No, she just got daddy to rent one for her to party on,” Laurie corrected, her hand edging closer to the bowl of fries again, “But Cancun, girls! Fucking yeah, or what?”

“It would be good to do something special for Spring Break this time... especially after last year. Sure, I’m in,” Kimmy nodded.

Kira smiled and nodded, “Count me in, too,” she knew it wasn’t going to happen. None of Laurie’s plans ever did. Last year was a good example. And that was fine by her – she was flat broke. The other girls weren’t exactly rolling in it, but their parents normally had enough to treat them. For her, it was a different story. Unless this Whitney’s dad, whoever she was, paid for her, there was no way she could afford to go to Mexico. No, this spring would be spent working tables or behind a bar to try to scrape together enough cash to get her car fixed.

“Me too! Sun, sea and hot boys!” grinned Lulu, “Can’t wait!”

Kira allowed herself to imagine what the vacation might actually be like – basking on the sand, cocktails, dancing... and yes maybe a fling with a cute guy. Oh, well, maybe one day. Perhaps when she was like forty or something, she could have herself a trip to Cancun and hang out with all the young college kids on Spring Break... that wouldn’t be weird at all!

“I knew you girls were cool!” Laurie managed to whip her hand away from the fries and pull out her phone, “They are running this crazy offer, like thirty percent off, but it is expiring today. So, if we are all in, I’ll get that sorted right now!”

Kira’s heart sped up as she saw her friend’s finger hover over a button.

“Sure, I do love a deal,” said Lulu.

“Yep, otherwise we know it will never happen... like last year,” teased Kimmy.

“That wasn’t my fault!” snorted Laurie. She then turned to Kira, “Ok, babe? You ready to party? Well.... Party in a few weeks time anyway...”

Kira swallowed. She had just said she was in, how could she change her mind now? They were all so excited... she couldn’t let them down. “Ok...” she squeaked.

“Awesome,” Laurie’s fingers became a blur, “I’ll put it on my card, you girls just send me over the money, ok?”

“Uh ah...” swallowed Kira as she watched Kimmy and Lulu start tapping away on their phones, “How much?”

“Sixteen hundred for a week of pure paradise!” 

“Not too bad, I guess,” said Kimmy.

“There, sent it,” said Lulu.

“Erm... you okay if I send it next week?” asked Kira.

“Hmm... yeah, sure babe,” then Laurie looked up and her eyes narrowed, “But don’t be late or I’ll send round the boys,” she even put on an over-the-top Italian accent.

“No probs,” she forced the best nonchalant smile she could manage. How the Hell was she going to get that kinda money? If Laurie really was Marlon Brando, then this time next week, Kira knew she would be waking up with a horse's head in her bed.

*****

Fuck it was cold! Kira rubbed her arms as she wandered through the streets. There must be a restaurant where she could get some casual evening work for a week or two? She had experience, she was cute, she could flirt for tips. She could do this! She checked herself out in the reflection of a shop window. She had a great, slender figure, an adorable ‘girl next door,’ face with dirty blonde hair. She adjusted her bra beneath her top. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they were pert and shapely and could do plenty of damage when flirting. “Let’s do this!” she said to her reflection.  

Five restaurants later, her optimism was as cold as her nose. She stepped back onto the sidewalk and gave a sigh. So far she’d had no luck. It hadn’t helped that most of the managers turned out to be women – it was much easier to convince a man she would be perfect for the job. A killer smile, a flick of the hair... maybe push her chest out a little... simple. But women... they were more threatened than impressed. She just had to keep going.

“Hey,” came a voice from behind.

She jumped slightly as she turned and saw a pretty, dark-haired, Latina girl, carrying a coffee, coming out of the restaurant where she had just tried her luck and failed miserably. The girl was super-hot and even beneath the winter coat, Kira could tell the girl was hiding some outrageous curves.

“Hey?”

“I heard you at the bar, that you are after some work?” the girl asked.

“Aha... yeah... not having much luck.”

“Heard you say you were studying Sports Medicine and Physiotherapy?”

“That’s right... that’s what I want to do after I finish – at the moment I just want something that pays right now. Apparently, sports medicine doesn’t help get you bar work – go figure!”

The girl giggled and then looked thoughtful for a moment, appearing to check her out. Was this some pick-up? If so, she was flattered. The girl was gorgeous with that silky long hair, deep brown eyes that were simultaneously far too big and yet were perfect! But still, it wasn’t for her.

“You know anything about massages?” the girl asked.

Kira shrugged, “Sure, I’ve done them as part of my course, sports massages, tissue rehabilitation after injuries... why?”

“Because I think there might be a job for you that could get you that quick payday... and much more than just cleaning tables.”  

“You do? Are you serious?”

The girl beamed, “I’m Rosa,” she held out her hand.

“Kira.”

“The place I work at is just around the corner. I just popped out for my three o’clock caffeine hit and was heading back. I can take you there now if you like, you can have a word with the boss... see if it's for you?”

Kira wasn’t one to follow random strangers anywhere – she knew the city was full of weirdos. And had it been some guy, even a hot one, she probably would have declined – but this cute Latina girl didn’t scream serial killer, “Erm... I don’t know...” there were plenty more restaurants, bars and cafes for her to try – an infinite number of them in fact. But she was cold and fed up... and running out of time, “And it is just nearby?”

“It is literally just there!” Rosa pointed to the entrance of a side street.

There was no harm in having a look, and if it paid better than serving tables... and was actually kinda connected to her course she was studying... “Ok, I’ll check it out.”

Rosa smiled, it was a really adorable smile and it made Kira feel better. She followed the girl.

As side streets went, this one wasn’t too bad. She had half expected to see homeless guys crawling into dumpsters, but instead she came to a neat row of artisan shops, a restaurant, a classy-looking boutique hotel and  ‘Xenia’s Health Retreat.’ Her spirits lifted.

“See, I wasn’t lying to you or trying to lure you off the main street to have my wicked way with you,” Rosa grinned, her eyes twinkling.

It almost felt like a flirty tease. Kira liked this girl, she seemed to have that mischievous energy about her. “I didn’t think you were lying... I just thought... you might be a crazy person.”

Rosa laughed warmly, “Oh, your instincts are right! I am also a crazy person! But in a good way... I promise.”

They went inside and Kira was instantly hit by the fresh smell of jasmine. It was very swanky inside, plenty of plants and décor to give that health vibe and soft music being piped in to a calming effect. A woman in a business suit was sitting in a waiting area. She looked up and smiled. This reassured Kira even more, a classy place with classy clientele.

“Hey Vikky,” said Rosa to a doll-like girl behind a counter, “We have someone who might be interested in joining us.”

The girl was wearing a soft pink tunic, the front of which was a little more open than Kira thought was appropriate – but this was meant to be a chilled-out spa – not a stuffy office, she guessed.

“Cool! Nice to meet you! Xenia is just in her office,” Vikky replied with a beaming smile, flashing perfect white teeth.

Kira followed Rosa through a curtain of beads and into the back. The décor remained the same, chilled with a hint of Eastern flavor thrown in. There was a row of doors, a few were open allowing Kira to see the massage tables inside.

“Just this way,” Rosa beckoned and kept going.

One of the doors opened and another very well-dressed woman in a designer suit came out – she looked refreshed and had a very happy smile on her flushed face. Behind came what must have been the masseuse. Kira now saw just how short the tunic was, barely covering the girl’s crotch. The girl was also very pretty and her beauty was shown off even more by the display of cleavage and long, toned legs.

“Thank you, Sandy, that was... most enjoyable,” the businesswoman said, “See you again next week.”

“Thank you, Miss Delany, looking forward to it.” 

“So... erm.. are all the masseuses girls?” whispered Kira.

“Aha,” Rosa replied.

“And the clients?”

“Yep, Xenia wanted to target that niche. A little escape for women of the city to come and chill out and relax.”

“OK,” it was weird that all the girls were wearing such ‘revealing’ uniforms if they were only catering for women. It made sense if they wanted to entice men... But she was no businesswoman and clearly this was a successful-looking venture, so who was she to argue?

Rosa knocked on a half-open door, “Hello, Xenia?”

“Come in,” came a firm Eastern European accent.

Xenia was a gorgeous brunette in her early forties, smartly dressed with a very womanly figure. Her breasts were barely contained within her tight blouse.

“This is Kira, she is looking for a job. I thought she would be a great fit.”

“Hi...” Kira found herself swallowing nervously as Xenia took out a pair of thick-rimmed glasses and put them on to appraise her.

“Nice to meet you, Kira. So, you have experience as a masseuse?”

“Er... kinda...” she started.

“She’s a student,” interrupted Rosa, “Studying... what was it? Sports Medicine and Physiotherapy?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I see,” Xenia stood up. She was tall with a perfect hour-glass figure, which was hugged by her tight dress. The woman continued to look Kira up and down, “Do you mind if you take off your coat?”

“Erm... sure...” it was an odd request, thought Kira, but she did as she was told, “I have done quite a lot of training on deep tissue injuries and some reflexology. But I haven’t had that much actual hands-on experience....”

“You can gain experience on the job,” Xenia answered dismissively as she took in Kira’s slender figure, “Very nice.”

“I’m not really sure if I am ready to do massages... but I can help in the office... admin and stuff....”

“Admin?”

“Yeah... perhaps learn on the job...”

“Where I am from, we have a saying, if you want a teach a girl to swim, you don’t teach her in a bath – you throw her into the sea.”

“If you did that to me,” said Rosa, “I would drown... I can’t swim.”

“No, you would be fine, your big tits would let you float,” Xenia answered matter-of-factly. 

Kira laughed nervously as Xenia’s eyes appeared to bore into her. 

Rosa just chuckled as she cupped her breasts, “I suppose they might.”

“We are short-staffed,” continued Xenia, “one of our girls has chesty cough. American girls are not so strong. If you like, you can start now – see if you can swim or not.”

“Right now?” gasped Kira, “You mean... right, right now.”

“Does right now mean something different in English? Yes, right now.”

“Don’t we have to discuss pay? Sign contracts?”

Xenia shrugged, “Twenty dollars an hour, if you want to come back tomorrow, we sign contracts, otherwise it is just waste of time. Happy?”

“Er... can I just think...”

“Rosa will look after you. Job is simple. Make customers happy. You do that, everyone is happy. I might even smile. A little. Go now, I’m busy,” with that, Xenia sat back down and returned to her computer screen.

Rosa just smiled and led her back out into the corridor, “I think she likes you.”

“You do?”

“Sure! Now, let’s get you changed.”

“Listen... I’m not completely sure about this... I think...”

Rosa put a hand on her arm, “You’re here now so you might as well give it a go. Worst case – you leave in a couple of hours and never come back. Ok? You are going to look so cute in our uniform!”

Kira found herself just following the pretty Latina, still unsure what she had gotten herself into. The changing room was nice, the Eastern blend of decor had followed through creating a calming ambience. The girl she had seen come out of one of the massage rooms was there, sitting on a bench and flicking through several large dollar notes.

“Hey, Sandy, we have a new girl!”

Kira gave a meek little wave, her nerves starting to churn her stomach. 

“Thank God! I have been rushed off my feet all afternoon,” smiled Sandy.

“But I see you’ve made some good tips.”

“Aha,” Sandy grinned before putting the wad of cash into her handbag and locking it away in a locker.

“Those are your tips?” asked Kira with a gasp.

“Yep.”

“For like the month?”

Sandy laughed, “No, just today. As I said, it has been busy,” there was a faint ringing sound from the reception room and the girl sighed, “That must be my four o’clock. Catch you both later.”

Kira noticed Sandy unbutton the top of her tunic as she left, which already had a plunging neckline to reveal even more cleavage – the girl was clearly not wearing a bra! “Seriously, you can make that much through tips? She must have had a couple of hundred dollars there!”
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