
The door at what Carmen was beginning to think of as the “back side” of the room 
scraped open once again with it’s rust-fueled scream of agony. A new face attached to a sweet 
looking young lady stood on the other side, looking appropriately confused and concerned at 
what was expected of her.  

Carmen felt a swell of pride as the girl stumbled hastily into the room, no doubt 
compelled by just the slightest  tingle at the back of her neck. The new girl was about three 
inches shorter than her, with a petite frame and pearly-white skin with matching straw-blonde 
hair. Someone’s dream girl, certainly. Carmen preferred her own, fuller, more womanly figure. 
Her Master did, too. Also unlike Carmen, this girl was fully, if modestly, clothed.  

Perhaps some light conversation would ease the girl’s nerves. “Hola-AA!” The collar 
attempted to dissuade her from speaking. Instead she attempted her to keep her voice down. 
“What’s your na-AM!” That subterfuge only lasted a moment before the collar made it known 
that even whispering was off the table. As if to make this crystal clear, another warning flicked 
to life next to the one about the sitting that plainly told her “No Talking” in the same cycle of 
languages. 

If anything, Carmen’s attempt to ease the girl’s worries only exacerbated them. Her 
posture of tense apprehension turned into something nearer to proper fear as she backed away 
from the chastised chica. Carmen regained herself quickly, though, and shot the girl a smile and 
a wink, which did seem to bolster her confidence some. The shocks were painful, but she’d 
encountered worse. If this is what this place thought of as “punishment”, then it would make for 
a very enjoyable few months.  

Carmen began to pace again, keeping an eye on the new girl, who made a few of the 
same explorations that she already had, though she never ventured quite as brazenly. Another 
point of pride. Her nose itched again, number three since she’d been here. She looked again at 
the new girl’s tawny hair and got an idea. 

It was impossible to sneak up on the girl, what with the two of them being the only thing 
for the other to look at. So instead, Carmen walked right up to her, gave her a wink, and slid 
around the side. She pressed her nose against the back of the girl’s head and rubbed it up and 
down for the moment before the girl recoiled away in confused terror.  

The look they shared was definitely unbalanced. The girl regarded Carmen with a curious 
apprehension, raising her eyebrows in a sort of universal “what the hell was that” expression. 
Carmen returned the look with a lust-fueled stare. The girl’s hair had smelled wonderful. Just the 
right mix of flowery shampoo and nervous sweat. Master had always appreciated Carmen’s 
willingness to play with other girls, even though she didn’t find them particularly attractive. And 
while she would have preferred to perform with a man right now, any port would do in this 
particular storm of boredom.  

She approached again, and the girl retreated. It would not be too hard to back her into a 
corner, at this rate. The girl was frail, mousey, lacking in both grace and athleticism. And she 
feared the collar. And while her fear of Carmen was greater for the moment, that would not last 
for long.  



Five steps more and the girl was backed to the point that the collar began to warn her 
against going any further. One step further and she was beginning to look left and right for new 
avenues of egress. With each glance, Carmen widened her stance, ready to cut-off the girl’s 
escape. She veered left a little, herding her prey toward the corner.  

The girl took the bait and began to move to her own left. She was allowed two steps 
before Carmen again cut her off with a large, swift movement. This movement was rewarded 
with another jolt from her collar as a sign reading “No Running” illuminated on the wall. It had 
been worth it, though, as now the girl was well and truly trapped in an invisible corner.  

Carmen drew closer as the girl was unwilling to retreat any further back. Her own collar 
was already beginning to tingle, so the girl’s must be actually painful. She regarded the girl in 
the way that a hawk regards a mouse. The glare was met with quavering eyes that still darted 
from side to side, hoping futilely for an escape. But there was no escape to be had. The poor dear 
couldn’t even kneel down and beg for mercy. The most she could do was whimper weakly, 
which the collar didn’t seem to mind.  

Carmen tried to gesture to her nose, only to realize that she didn’t have that capability. 
She had to remind herself that it was that very conundrum that created the need to bully the girl 
into submission. She’d been having so much fun with the act, itself, that she had forgotten that it 
had a greater purpose.  

Carmen gestured, as best she could without the benefit of arms, for the blonde girl to turn 
around. Eventually she was able to get the girl to look down at her hands, which showed a finger 
spinning in a circle. After a few repetitions, the girl finally understood and did as she was bade, 
turning a half circle and facing away. Her timing could not have been better, either. The entire 
process had taken long enough that Carmen’s nose was again itching like crazy. She pressed 
against the back of the girl’s head, burying her nose within the mussed expanse of the girl’s 
straw-blonde locks.  

Whether through exertion or fear, the smell of sweat was stronger than before. It almost 
overpowered the lilac-tinged scent of Blondie’s shampoo. It was as an aphrodisiac to Carmen, 
who wished she could compel this little morsel to her knees to relieve the lust that was building 
up and literally dripping from between her legs. That denial of her desires only made them that 
much stronger and more present. Carmen’s thighs, slick with her own musky lubricant, slid 
across each other as she lingered within the girl’s hair. Her nose was fine now, but there was a 
new itch to scratch. A much more primal itch.  

Just as she was formulating a way to compel the girl to finger her hungry snatch, 
Carmen’s train of thought was rudely interrupted by the klaxon sounding once again. The sign on 
the wall told her to walk, so she spent a few seconds in stern defiance of that order before 
acquiescing. Blondie tried to be a little more obedient, but Carmen wanted someone to share in 
the punishment, so she prevented the girl walking for a few seconds as well. It was important, 
after all, to make sure that a new slave had a full understanding of the consequences of failure.  

The walking, once it started, was a little more enjoyable than last time. Carmen 
luxuriated in the feeling of her juices on her thighs, walking with an exaggerated gait in order to 



rub them together as much as possible. The indulgence, sadly, was made to stop less than a 
minute later, as the claxon sounded again, informing the room’s two occupants that it was time to 
“stop”.  

The door at the back of the room opened again, screeching in protest as it had the first 
two times. But the figure beyond the door was nothing like the first one had been. The word that 
came to Carmen’s mind immediately upon seeing the chiseled mountain of a man was “stallion”. 
He was tall, pale, blue-eyed and blond-haired. The stereotypical nordic hunk. This was a man 
dmeant to mate, and his outfit did nothing to discourage that impression. Aside from the belt, 
cuffs, and collar that seemed to be uniform for the students here, he wore only a tight black 
leather speedo that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. He walked into the room with a 
stoic confidence and stood stock still in the center of the space as the door closed behind him 
again. He did not smile nor quaver, but stood as the mountain against the rain.  

Carmen was in love. 
 


