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This story explores the nature of obsession from multiple ends of the spectrum. Exploring how the magnetic draw of one individual can corrupt oneself. The obsession with submission and proximity or a desire to tame that magnetism.
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Chapter 1: The first steps
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It was my first trip outside of the US, I was ecstatic to immerse myself in the culture and atmosphere of Gothic European towns and experience the melting pot of cultures and ideas—A well-deserved break from the monotony of College and work.

My first stop was Krakow in Poland, a medieval town, with radiant baroque buildings and friendly faces welcoming my exploration. The vibrant art markets, the stroll through history, and the tantalizing tastes of the town all captivated me. Yet amidst the admiration, I couldn't ignore the stares I attracted. Turning heads with my obvious touristic enthralment, my foreign, jet black hair and olive skin—an obvious foreigner, for better or for worse. The attention was flattering but beginning to morph into the uncomfortable.

I ignored it, solo travelling can be intimidating, perhaps I was over thinking it. By the end of the trip I’d be an expert in European customs and cultures after all, I joked with myself. 

As I turned the corner of the main square I felt a familiar vibration in my pocket, I yanked out my phone, quickly scrolling past the lock screen that featured my cat, Grimace. It was the family groupchat, checking in and making sure I was okay. 

I sat back on a wooden bench and showed them the pictures and told the stories of my first days on this new continent. My family has always been very supportive but they did worry, feeling that I was too naïve, I always brushed it off, I simply saw the best in people, It was a brighter world that way. 

Making my way out of the yoke of old town, I passed through a dense wooded park, people on bikes flashed past as I avoided the gaze of the shaved head teenagers on a nearby bench, I could smell the weed and alcohol from across the path, their buzzed heads tracked my movement as I passed, their voices loud and taunting, despite my inability to understand. My adrenaline surged but I made it past with my dignity intact and my head held high. I wasn’t going to let a bunch of dumb teens ruin this nice day. 

As dusk drew closer I decided to head for my hostel. navigating the shadowy alleys until I reached the sombre concrete building that would be my sanctuary for the night, hardly a light on in any of the windows. Unease spread through me as I pushed open the front door to find a cheery receptionist. 

I stood silently, letting the door slam behind me as I watched her form perched gracefully on an office chair, Illuminated by a light above, calling out to me like a sanctuary—almost angelic.

Her smile doused my worries, and as she handed me my keys, her soft Polish accent melted over me. I was awkward, unsure how to act, but I wanted to hear her voice again. I think she could sense my unease, her eyes challenging mine.

As I grabbed the keys quickly, but her last comment rekindled my coiled up apprehension. Her voice seemed apologetic and foreboding;

“Please be aware, our showers are unisex.” The tone seemed more like a warning. One I should heed.

“Is... Is that normal here?” I asked, trying not to sound like a clueless tourist. 

She smiled warmly and leaned onto the desk, “This is an old building from the communist era,” Her voice sounded like she was telling a ghost story, I leaned in too, feeling a tingle, like I was getting some sort of forbidden knowledge.

“It was used by the higher up party members for parties and holidays, they wouldn’t care about unisex showers if you were to believe what they were getting up to here...” She chuckled as a blush spread over her cheeks. I mirrored her reaction as I giggled and gently pushed her shoulder “oh god, stop!” I smiled again as I put the key in my pocket. 

“Oh, your room is very close to the showers anyway.... Lucia Martinez” She announced as she flipped up a page to see my name on her file.

“So if you don’t want to share it just wait till you can’t hear the hissing water, it’s very loud. Her body leaned over the antique desk and started rocking it back and forth in demonstration, creating loud echoing creaks of the aging wood, “Old building, right?, very loud.” She winked at me with a mischievous smile, making the tips of my fingers tingle a little. 

I smiled back at her and nodded before turning back. I barely made a step before I heard her voice again. I was glad to hear it, solo travel and barely exchanging words with another person made me slightly starved for attention. 

“There is bar in the basement, my shift finishes at 11, come for a drink if you want.” Her offer was punctuated by another wink, I blushed again and timidly accepted.

“S...sounds good, I’ll see you there...” I stammered a bit before she cut me off, “My name is Lenka... and I’ll see you at 11 then?” I repeated her name in my head so I wouldn’t forget it, I smiled again and disappeared around the corner with a giddy feeling—I think I made a friend. 

As I stepped into my room and turned the key, a wave of relief swept over me. Alone at last, I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. The day had been long, and Lenka—Lenka had been... unexpected. I didn’t want to think too hard about her, not yet, but her smile was seared into my mind, it lingered in a way that shouldn’t have mattered.

I caught my reflection in the mirror at the far end of the room. My hair was a mess, my skin slick with sweat, flushed from the coldness of the outside and the weight of too many thoughts. Stripping off my clothes felt like relief, the kind that makes your shoulders drop and your breath come easier. My tank top hit the floor, followed by my bra, then the shorts that clung stubbornly to my thighs.

When I stood there in just my panties, the stark light of the room reflected my body back to me in sharp detail. My fingers brushed absently over the curve of my hip, and I froze at the spark it sent rushing up my spine. I swallowed hard. It wasn’t exhaustion—it was something else, something that pooled low and deep, spreading like an ember catching fire. My hand moved without thought, grazing the dark triangle of hair between my legs, but the touch was too much. Too sharp. Too... consuming. I pulled back, shaking my head as if I could clear it.

This wasn’t me. This wasn’t anything I wanted to think about. Not now, not yet. I turned away from the mirror and headed for the door. A shower. That’s all I needed. Just to wash the night away

The cool air felt nice on my tired skin as I wrapped a towel around my torso and listened for the sound of the shower room. A gentle hiss could be heard, piercing through the silence of the bedroom, almost like white noise, I could feel it settle my mind. I wanted it all to myself so I sat, towel-clad, waiting until the hiss stopped.

I sprang to my feet, grabbing my shampoo and shower gel, I headed out the door and down the hall. I could feel the gentle heat of the shower room inviting me inside. The humid air enveloped my body as my eyes adjusted to the bright, white-tiled area. 

Empty. Relief cascaded like a shiver up my spine The water roared to life as I turned the knob, sending a torrent of heat over my tired body. I stood there for a moment, letting it pound against my shoulders, melting away the tension. My hands moved instinctively, reaching for the fragrant gel. I worked it into a lather, smoothing it over my arms, my stomach, my legs.

My mind wandered, unbidden, to Lenka—the receptionist. Her smile lingered in my mind, impossible to shake off, and I found myself replaying the way her fingers had brushed her hair, that brief, intimate contact. It had been nothing, really. Just a polite exchange. But somehow, I couldn’t shake the image of her.

As I moved my hands over my body, they weren’t just cleaning anymore. They lingered on my tired skin. My fingertips brushed against the sensitive dip of my collarbone, trailing lower as the water cascaded around me, each drop amplifying the warmth blooming in my chest.

The thought of Lenka filled my head—her lips curving into a sly smile, her voice a low murmur as she leaned closer. My breathing grew shallow, my hands sliding over my hips, my thighs. I gasped softly as my fingers brushed a place I hadn’t meant to touch, my knees trembling slightly as I leaned against the tile for support. I heard the wet flick of flesh as my fingers worked to relieve the tension built up in my stomach. I needed it, I  ached for it.

A quiet moan slipped out, breaking through the steady rhythm of the water. The sound startled me, pulling me back to the present. My heart raced as I realized what I’d been doing, my cheeks flushing as hot as the water pooling at my feet.

Embarrassed, I hurriedly rinsed off, the bubbles swirling away down the drain. I couldn’t help but laugh softly at myself as I caught my reflection in the fogged-up mirror above the sink. Maybe I was more naïve—or more starved for connection—than I wanted to admit.

Before I had a chance to fully dry off, I wrapped the towel loosely around myself and hurried back to my room, walking on my tip-toes to avoid making unnecessary noise.

The door clicked shut behind me with a muffled thud, and I let out a contented sigh. I hummed softly to myself. I absent-mindedly emptied my suitcase onto the chair next to the bed—an intimidating pile of clothes I’d need to tidy later but I was determined to find the perfect outfit. 

The anticipation of the rendezvous at the bar kept my chest fluttering about to sneak out to their first party. Perhaps it was the feeling the of freedom I felt being so far away from home and routine or maybe I just really needed to unwind, either way, I was giddy. 

I settled on a skirt that swished satisfyingly against my thighs and paired it with thigh-high socks and my favourite boots. After lacing up my top and fluffing out my hair, I paused in front of the mirror. Striking a few playful poses, I tried to picture myself as confident and carefree, brushing away the nerves still hovering at the edge of my thoughts.

I looked at my phone one last time before leaving the room, seven unread messages in the family groupchat. I rolled my eyes sarcastically and slipped the phone in my bag before heading down the stairs near reception. They can wait. 

The old wooden stairs creaked as I made my way down to the bar. The air grew cooler, and the light dimmer, as though I were descending into some secret underworld. At the bottom, a heavy wooden door loomed, illuminated by the flicker of a tired bulb above it. The weak light made the door seem almost alive, like a sentinel guarding whatever lay beyond in a void of darkness.

I composed my shaky breath and opened the door. The rich smell of beer and liquor hit me immediately—a wave of nostalgia for late nights and bad decisions. For someone my age, bars in Europe felt like a thrilling novelty. I was allowed to drink here after all unlike back home.  

Mouth open, I looked around the bar and the dated wooden interior, an intricate shiny bar stood at the far end, adorned with harsh lights which reflected sharply off the vanished details in of the massive wooden structure. It stood out, a stark contrast to the cozy gloom of the rest of the room.

Sitting on one of the stools I noticed a familiar silhouette Her blonde hair swung in loose waves, catching the light as she chatted animatedly with the bartender. Even from across the room, she had a presence that felt magnetic.

I weaved my way through the tables, my boots sticking faintly to the floor with every step, the muffled hum of conversation and laughter washing over me. My pulse quickened as I slid onto the stool beside her, trying to appear casual despite the butterflies in my stomach.

As I casually lowered myself onto the stool, I was greeted by her perfume, she smelled expensive and her movements were graceful, you wouldn’t believe she was a receptionist if it wasn’t for the cheap polo shirt she was wearing, adorned with the logo of hostel. 

As if sensing my arrival, she reached out, her fingers brushing against mine before entwining them. She spun toward me, a warm, knowing smile lighting up her face.

“Hello, Lucia. Nice of you to join me.” Her voice was smooth, almost teasing, as she slid a cold beer across the counter toward me.

“Yeah... I was really looking forward to it,” I admitted, my cheeks warming as I took the beer she’d offered. “Na zdrowie,” I added with a small smile before taking a long sip to steady my nerves the old-fashioned way.

“Wow, already learning the language, huh?” Lenka teased, leaning her elbow on the bar and tilting her head toward me. Our knees brushed, and I couldn’t tell if it was accidental or intentional, but I felt that feeling in my belly again.

“I’m trying,” I said with a grin, my confidence bolstered by the beer and her warmth.

“So, what brings you here?” she asked, stirring her drink with deliberate ease. “Most Americans don’t usually stay in places like this.”

“Well, I’m not exactly rich, but I still wanted to travel,” I replied. The small talk was comforting after days of surface-level exchanges with cashiers and waitstaff. “I don’t really mind where I sleep as long as there’s a bed and a shower.”

“Interesting...” She smirked, her lips curling in a way that made my pulse quicken. She leaned in, her voice dipping lower. “Trust me, there are much nicer beds in this place than the one in your room.”

Her breath brushed my ear, her words hung in the air, dripping with implication.

I swallowed hard and steadied my breath, determined to play it cool. “Is that so?”

“Oh, yes,” she said, pulling back just enough to wink. “But they’re reserved for special guests.”

My heart skipped a beat, but I tried to focus, curiosity getting the better of me. “So, tell me about yourself. You don’t really strike me as a receptionist.”

Her smirk widened, and she toyed with the slim straw in her drink, taking a slow sip before responding. “Detective, huh? You’ve got a good eye,” she teased. “My dad owns this place. I help out in the mornings and on weekends.”

“That’s cool,” I said, the puzzle pieces clicking into place. There was something magnetic about her—her poise, her jewellery, the casual elegance she carried herself with. “Must be fun running a hostel.”

“It has its moments,” she said with a shrug, crossing her legs and swinging her foot idly. “He owns a bunch of businesses around town.”

“Wow, sounds like a busy guy,” I said, trying to keep up with her energy.

She leaned in conspiratorially, her voice dropping. “He’s... a connected individual.”

“Oh,” I said, then realization struck. “Oh!” My voice lowered, and I glanced around instinctively. “Like that?”

“Kinda... I guess,” she said with a laugh, her giggle lightening the mood.

“I don’t see him much since moving out, so I guess that’s his business.” Her eyes sifted away from mine for a moment, pensive. She quickly composed herself, looking back at my sympathetic gaze. 

“You’re too cute,” she said suddenly, taking both my hands in hers. Her touch was warm, her grip firm yet gentle. Before I could process the moment, she stood, tugging me to my feet with an irresistible pull.

“Now, let’s dance a little,” she said, pointing to the modest dance floor where the crowd swayed to the rhythm of the music.

“S-sure!” I stammered, letting her lead me through the maze of tables and tipsy patrons.

We shared a laugh as I stumbled slightly, my nerves and the uneven floor conspiring against me. But when I fell into her embrace on the dance floor, it all melted away. 

My heart pounded like a drum, fuelled partly by the dancing and the glee of this evening. The music pulsed in my chest, drowning out the noise of my thoughts. Spilled drinks and cigarette breaks blurred together as we spun through the night, and I didn’t want it to stop.

Her hands found my hips, guiding me with an ease that felt both natural and electric. Her exaggerated closeness sent my pulse racing—It was just fun, right?

We stumbled back to the bar, two sickly blue shots waiting for us. Exchanging knowing smirks, we downed the liquid with a shared grimace.

Lenka pulled out a cigarette, fumbling slightly before it slipped from her grasp. Instinctively, I shot my hand out, catching it by the tip. Her wide-eyed amusement sent a flutter through my chest as she leaned down, her mouth plucking the cigarette from my fingers by the filter with drunken grace. I watched her, entranced, my heart pounding as her sanguine lips locked around it.

She leaned back, lighting it with a practiced flick of her lighter.

“Ummm, is that allowed?” I blurted, glancing at the glowing no-smoking sign illuminated in the corner. My gaze darted to the bartender, my chest tightening at the thought of being kicked out.

My worries evaporated as the bartender wordlessly pulled an ashtray onto the bar, sliding it over to Lenka with a small nod. She exhaled a stream of smoke, her expression utterly unbothered.

“You’re incredible,” I murmured, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. My cheeks burned, but her soft laugh melted the embarrassment away.

“You don’t know anything about me, sweet Lucia,” she said, her smile curling around the cigarette as she let the smoke dance in the warm lights of the antique bar.

“Then why don’t you tell me more?” I asked, dropping myself dreamily onto the stool next to her.

“What’s the fun in that?” she said, her words dancing on the smoke-laden air. It only deepened the mystery, making me crave her secrets even more. I had to know her.

Time blurred. The next thing I knew, I was stumbling back into my room, the door closing with a soft click behind me. I collapsed onto the bed, the starched duvet cool and grounding against my flushed skin.

I drifted off almost immediately, carefree and satisfied. 
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Chapter 2: A New Beginning
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Waking up the next day felt oddly freeing, though my head throbbed with a faint hangover. I shuffled to the dressing table and cracked open a Coke, the sugary fizz biting my tongue as I scrolled through my phone. But my focus refused to stay on the screen. Fragments of the previous night flooded my thoughts. I chuckled, remembering Lenka swiping a pack of cigarettes from some guy after promising him her number. Her laugh had echoed in my ears as we ran off, hand in hand.

My cheeks warmed, unsure if it was the memory or the lingering effects of the alcohol. I laughed softly but winced as the sound rattled my aching head. Glancing down, I noticed I was in nothing but my underwear. Did Lenka undress me? Or did I? My fingers traced over the curve of my hips, the soreness in my thighs from hours of dancing, a small, sweet ache. My hands begging to return to where we left off in the shower.

The idea of her hands brushing against my skin as she helped me undress lingered. I tried to shake it off but couldn’t ignore the buzz of excitement simmering beneath my thoughts. I dressed quickly, curiosity driving me downstairs, though the bright lights in the reception area made me squint.

My optimism was dashed by the stocky man lounging behind the desk, five o’clock shadow framing his grizzled face as he focused his attention on a crossword puzzle.

“Umm, sorry, is Lenka here?” I asked him, smoothing my skirt and fiddling with a stray thread.

“She no work Monday. Day off,” he said, barely glancing up from his puzzle book.

My heart sank. “Oh. Thanks,” I murmured, turning to leave.

“She...” He searched for the words, his eyes shifting directly to mine, “She no good.”

The words stopped me in my tracks. I turned back to see him watching me over his glasses, his expression unreadable but his voice low and cautious.

“That family... they no good,” he added, his gaze darting nervously around the room.

I managed a polite smile, brushing his warning off even as it left a strange chill in its wake. No good? Lenka? I couldn’t imagine it. Her presence was commanding, sure, but in an alluring way, not a threatening one. Though, If she asked me to jump, I’d ask how high, I thought, shaking my head at myself.

Outside, the crisp morning air hit my skin, clearing some of the haze from my mind. The day unfolded like any other, yet my thoughts kept circling back to the hostel, to Lenka, and to the strange allure of her life. The mystery of the “special rooms” tugged at me, my imagination painting vivid pictures of what might happen behind their closed doors—shady deals, whispered secrets, the air thick with cigar smoke and tension.

The fantasies spiralled, and I couldn’t help but place myself at the centre. Would I have the same quiet confidence Lenka seemed to radiate? Would I command attention with just a glance, or crumble under the weight of it all? My cheeks flushed at the thought, my body warm with the mix of danger and intrigue. Maybe, I’d be a good prize for one of these connected businessmen she eluded to? The idea took sharp hold as I delved deeper into the idea. Lenka coming home finding me in my lingerie, taking out the stresses of the day on me... Maybe she’d even bring a friend? God, what is wrong with me!?

The daydreaming and fantasies took over my day as I wandered around the castle in the city. I should have been focusing on the history and architecture, the fanfare of fantasy, yet I was just counting the hours till I was back at the Hostel—A chance to see her.

My breath hitched at the thought, a pang of arousal striking deep within me, though I quickly brushed it off, embarrassed at my own wandering mind. Where was all this coming from? I felt my teeth grit with desire every time I thought of that hostel, a heat radiating from my stomach, threatening to consume me. 

The older receptionist implied she was dangerous. All that did was make me more drawn to her. I’ve seen the news; the trafficking, the violence, extortion and blackmail. It’s cut-throat, but there was something attractive about a person who thrives in a world like that. But I was getting ahead of myself in this fantasy, she was just the daughter of a supposedly shady businessman after all.

She works weekends in a Hostel, I was being ridiculous, and yet the way she moved and spoke told me exactly how deep her own connection to that world was—as much as she tried to hide it. 

My feet ached as I looked at my phone, it was getting late and I was exhausted again. I could feel a shiver creeping down my neck as the hostel came into view. Now that I knew the truth about it, it seemed to loom amongst the other buildings like a malevolent structure with its red glowing doors, portals to the secrets inside. 

My pulse quickened as I pushed past the doors and into my room. The click of the door grounded me again. My emotions got the better of me, maybe I wasn’t cut out for the life of intrigue, or, perhaps, I need to start being braver, taking things head on. A smile crept up on my face, I was lost in the fantasy, perhaps the girl who returns home won’t be the same naïve girl that left.

I wanted to start tonight, I could feel the hiss of the shower, it was occupied. But, why should I care? I should suck it up and just do it. I stood up straight, looking in the mirror, I studied my reflection, my dark hair framing my face, smudged makeup making me look slightly wild. I stuck out my tongue and scrunched my nose in an attempt to appear intimidating, but ended up giggling at myself.

Still, I was resolute, I quickly shed my clothes and wrapped the towel around myself. I took a deep breath before heading out into the hall.

The air felt cooler against my skin as I stepped out. The path to the showers stretched before me, the dim lighting casting strange shadows, but I was drawn forward. Something about the tension, the anticipation, felt intoxicating.

As approached, I could feel the humid air punctuated by the hiss of the running showers. I turned the corner and saw the white, tiled room again, adorned with two steaming stalls, each with its curtain drawn. My mind was a torrent of ill thoughts, Who could be behind there? I was feeling vulnerable and alone again, all of that newfound confidence crumbling. Acutely aware of my situation as a single traveller in a foreign land, maybe I overestimated my bravery. 

My stream of thoughts was suddenly interrupted as the right-hand curtain was pulled aside revealing a towering figure whose presence felt overpowering. I watched his visage as a pit of rugged fear built in my stomach. His shoulders bulging as he gripped the curtain, his shadow dwarfing me as I stood before him. His face was gaunt and fierce with wet brown hair adorning it. 

“Oh, I’m sorry...” I tried to look away, hoping that he would put me at ease, but there was silence. Despite the uncomfortable fear gripping me, I felt my body respond, trying to get another look at this man. 

I looked up again with my mouth ajar.

His gaze met mine as I scanned him, A stream of water was dripping down his body, tracing a path from his chest and abs all the way down between his legs. My heart pounded like a drum as every second of this lingering moment made me realise that I didn’t want to turn away. All day thinking about Lenka, about the thrill of danger, I was finally face-to-face with it. My body was starved for touch, and I felt it grow hotter as I shifted my gaze downward again.

This time I was aware of how my eyes focused on the girth of his cock. It gleamed in the soft light, all the veins and contours highlighted, it was an intimidating sight. Yet, I couldn’t look away, enamoured by its size and potence, I continued to stare.

He stepped aside, dripping; “Please, I insist.” His deep voice ushered me in. I briefly snapped back, feeling the dryness of my mouth.

“T...Thanks.” My gratitude felt meek against his dominant presence. I kept my gaze down as I tried to pass him. My shaking hands holding my towel in place as I walked by, staring at his feet.

As I passed him my heart sank. I wanted to scream but I found myself muzzled by his fearsome grip around my mouth. I struggled to breath as he pushed me into the stall, drawing the curtain and tearing off the protection of my towel in one motion. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TEMP

Franz Kowal





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





