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Florin, the suave, tanned hostel manager with a sly smile, leaned in close to his confidant, Alexandre, as they huddled over the reception desk. Their whispers filled the empty lobby of the once grand, now slightly shabby, hostel in the heart of Craiova. The soft hum of the ancient computer was the only other sound in the dimly lit room, casting eerie shadows that danced on their eager faces. They had devised a plan that was both ingenious and diabolical, one that would give them the power to indulge in their most primal desires. With a clandestine glance over his shoulder, Florin revealed the secret button hidden beneath the countertop, the digital seduction tool that could potentially grant them an evening of unbridled passion with any unsuspecting female traveler who dared to check-in.

Alexandre, a man whose eyes twinkled with mischief, listened intently as Florin explained the intricate details of their scheme. The button, when pressed, would cause the credit card reader to beep in protest, claiming the card had been declined. Then, the magnet, cleverly concealed in Florin's palm, would be brought into play, ensuring that the strip on the back of the card remained unreadable. Panic would set in, and the girl, desperate for a place to stay, would be at their mercy.

They had used their power before to have sex with a handful of guests, but this contraption gave them more control over things, being able to pick and choose which girl or girls they could try and apply this scheme on.

Their plan was to charm or scare the girls into a night of the unknown on the streets of an Eastern European town or a complimentary night, possibly nights in the hostel on one condition. They would offer her a deal: in exchange for a little "company." It was a risk they were willing to take, a gamble that could lead to a night of unforgettable pleasure or, if they played their cards wrong, a disaster that could bring their house of cards tumbling down around them.  They did have an in with the local police so they had that as an out or even more leverage if needed.

But tonight, fate had a surprise in store for them. Two fresh-faced American girls, Lillian and Maggie, had just arrived at the hostel. Their laughter was infectious, their smiles radiant as they stepped into the lobby, their eyes sparkling with excitement for the adventure that lay ahead. Little did they know that their detour to Romania would lead them into a web of temptation and desire.

Lillian, a brunette with a wild streak, had always been the more adventurous of the two. Her eyes danced with excitement at the thought of exploring the Balkan nightlife, while Maggie, a blonde with a heart of gold, was more interested in the historical sites and cultural experiences. Both were equally stunning, their youthful beauty a stark contrast to the faded grandeur of the hostel. 

Florin and Alexandre checked the upcoming stays on the computer, their eyes fell upon the two new bookings. A shared look passed between them, one that spoke of unspoken desires and the tantalizing possibility of their scheme coming to fruition.

They did a search for any social media accounts with the girls names and low and behold they were able to pull up Lillian's Instagram page. It was a goldmine of information and pictures of her and Maggie on their travels, showing off their youthful bodies and carefree spirits. The pictures fueled their imagination, making their hearts race as they plotted their next move.

The two men couldn't resist the urge to delve deeper into the lives of these two unsuspecting beauties. They studied every picture, every caption, learning about their likes and dislikes, their fears and their desires. It was all part of the thrill, the anticipation of the hunt. They knew that Lillian was the more adventurous type, often posting pictures of her in risky or seductive poses, while Maggie's posts were more about the culture and food they experienced.

They decided to target Lillian first. She was the one that looked like she would be more open to their "offer." They had seen this play out before with other girls. The more adventurous one would often bring the more cautious one along for the ride, especially when they had been drinking and the thrill of the unknown took over.

They checked the booking details and found out that the girls were booked in for three nights. This was perfect. He told Alexandre how he was going to work the plan when the girls arrived.  He told Alex to let Bogdan know in case he was on the desk when they arrived, he wanted them to call in case he was in the back office.

As they perused the guest list, their eyes widened when they saw that Lillian and Maggie had indeed just booked their stay. Two Americans, young, beautiful, and ripe for the picking. The adrenaline surged through their veins as they thought about the endless possibilities the night could hold.

The girls arrived in the evening, they had met some people in Slovakia who were headed this way and adjusted their trip to come to Craiova.  They dropped their backpacks on the floor when they walked up to the desk. Florin knew who they were based on their Instagram pictures but couldn't let on, "Welcome to Craiova!" he said with a smile.

"Hi, we have a reservation for two under the name Lillian Ferguson." Lillian told him.  "I see, can I have your passports?" Florin asked with a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. As Lillian handed them over, he took a moment to appreciate the way her shirt clung to her ample breasts.  He checked them and put their information in the system.  "Now, to pay.  Cash or card?" he asked in his broken English accent.

"Card," Maggie spoke up, handing over her credit card. Florin's heart raced. This was it. The moment of truth. He told her to tap the card, his hand hovering over the reader. The machine beeped, and the screen displayed the dreaded "Declined" message. Lillian's eyebrows furrowed with confusion, while Maggie's eyes widened in alarm. He played the part perfectly, feigning surprise and concern.

He asked them to try it again, his pulse quickening as he watched Lillian's slender fingers tap the card against the reader. Again, the same infuriating message. "I'm so sorry," Florin said, his voice a silky purr of fake regret, "but it seems like your card isn't working. It's not uncommon here, the banks are funny with foreign transactions." He leaned closer, "Maybe to try and swipe?"

He had the magnet at the ready, his palm sweating with anticipation. Maggie's hand trembled slightly as she handed over her card again, hope flickering in her eyes. Florin took it and swiped it through, watching the machine's display with a practiced calmness. The "Declined" message glared back at them, and he couldn't help but feel a thrill of victory. He passed the card back with a sympathetic look. "It's no problem," he assured her, "But we do require payment for the first night upfront."

Lillian said, "Just a moment" and her and Maggie reached down to their bags, "How much cash do you have?"  Maggie said, "Romania doesn't use the Euro, I don't have any Romanian Leu.  Besides, I only have like fifty Euros anyway."  

They stood up, "How much in Leu? You don't accept Euro, do you?" Lillian asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice. Florin quickly did the conversion in his head and gave them a figure that was slightly inflated, "It's 220 Leu for the first night. You can pay in Euros, we'll convert it for you," he said smoothly, his eyes never leaving Lillian's. The tension in the air thickened as the girls exchanged glances, the gravity of the situation slowly sinking in.

"Give us a minute please." they told him and walked away from the desk, "That's nearly all the cash I have, that's like 44 Euro."  Maggie said frantically.  Lillian said, "What if we try to go to an ATM?"  Florin watched them retreat into the corner, whispering to each other, and couldn't help but wonder what they were going to do.

Maggie told Lillian, "Let's try and go to an ATM first to see if we can get money before we spend all our cash.  Besides, we are going to need money to eat, the train, and we're supposed to be here another two nights."  Lillian nodded and asked Florin, "Do you know where the nearest ATM is?

Florin knew that if they went to an ATM they'd probably get the cash needed for their stay at his hostel so he had to act fast. He called over his shoulder to the back office where Bogdan was playing on his phone, "Hey, can you come out here for a second?" He knew Bogdan was eager to help with their little scheme. Bogdan emerged, a look of excitement on his face.

"The girls have a problem with their card, so they need to go to the ATM," Florin explained to him, "But it's late and the ATM is a bit of a walk, maybe you could go with them so they don't get lost or bothered by any strangers in the street?  Ladies, how is that?"

Bogdan's eyes lit up, eager to be part of the plan. "Of course, I can help girls." saying in his broken accent.  Lillian and Maggie looked at each other nervously.  They had heard about ATM scams in foreign countries, but they also knew they had to pay for their stay somehow. They decided it was worth the risk. "Okay, we'll go," Lillian said with a sigh of relief.

Florin told Bogdan in Romanian, "Remember, make sure the card doesn't work, take the magnet and wipe it on the strip when you help them with the machine." Bogdan nodded with a wink.  Florin told them they could keep their bags at the hostel while they went to get money.

The girls handed their backpacks to Florin and then followed Bogdan out into the crisp, moonlit night. The streets of Craiova were relatively quiet, but the distant murmur of the city's nocturnal life provided a tantalizing backdrop to their growing sense of unease. Bogdan led them saying, "Nearest ATM about one kilometer away" which was a lie, the actual distance was
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