

THE DOCTORATE EXPERIENCE
SIX
The expression of horror that was written on the face of the women in front of him at that moment fueled the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face, and while it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to see the expression that was written on the face of the man who was seated at the other side of the table, he refrained from doing so even as he told himself that it was far more interesting keeping his attention focused upon the women who are in the room with them. Besides, even if it was true that he refrained from turning his attention toward the direction of the only other man who was in the room with him, it was not as if he needed to see the expression that he was wearing for him to be sure of what kind of expression would be on the face of the man in question, and it was for that reason that he refrained from turning his gaze toward the direction in question.
With a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then focused on the present. Because he was already looking in the direction of the women at that moment, there was no need for him to turn his attention anywhere else. He was sure that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened even as he noted the expression of horror that the three beautiful women in front of him were wearing before he then inclined his head toward their direction, and as he had expected, the action that heh ad taken at that moment was more than enough to cause the trepidation that were obvious upon the faces of the three beautiful women to become more prominent.
The Don could not help but remark to himself that their looks at that moment were their way of trying to convince him to give them a break. In fact, their looks only made him want to abuse them even more, and the smile that appeared on his face at that moment should have been more than enough of an indication for them to realize that such was the case.
He heard the series of gasps that escaped from the lips of the three beautiful women in front of him. He was sure that it was in reaction to the smile that appeared on his face. Still, if they were expecting him to turn his gaze toward their direction because of the sounds that had escaped from their lips in the first place, then they would only be disappointed as, if anything, the sounds that escaped from their lips at that moment only made him want to abuse them even more. He was sure that they would have realized that such was the case from the expression of amusement that appeared on his face at that moment, but with yet another mental shake of his head, the billionaire pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he then returned to the present.
As he had expected, the expression of horror that was written on the faces of the three women that he was looking at had not changed, and while it was true that he did not allow the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen any more than it already had, he still caused them no small amount of trepidation as he then made a show of focusing his attention toward the direction of the bottles that each one of them was carrying, and he made sure that all of them are looking in his direction when he then caused the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more. As he had expected, the action that he had taken caused more whimpers to escape from the lips of the three women, but even if that was the case, he kept his gaze focused on the direction of the bottles.
It was at that moment that he reminded himself that those bottles contained the fresh spunk of the three women who were carrying them, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he focused his attention toward the direction of Elisabeth, keeping his attention divided between the expression that she was wearing on her pretty face and the bottle that she was carrying. 
While it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, he could tell that she was aware of what it was that he was doing, and she informed him that such was the case through the whimpers that escaped from her lips at that moment. The Don did allow the smile that he was wearing to widen, further adding to the trepidation and horror that was obvious upon the visage of the young woman, but while it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to say something at that moment, in the end, he refrained from doing so as he then focused his attention toward the direction of Maureen.
As he had expected, the woman that he was now focusing his attention on was aware of the fact that he was now looking at her, and because that was the case, she schooled the expression that she was wearing to provide him with a pleading expression. From the look that was on the face of Maureen at that moment, he is sure that she would have tried to push words out of her mouth at that moment, but in the end, whatever it was that she wanted to say would be something that only she would know, because the Don did not allow her to push any kind of sound out of her mouth, and he informed her that such was the case he slowly and deliberately shook his head while looking in her direction.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the look that was on the face of Maureen at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that, at least for a brief moment, the action that he had taken caused her to become more determined to say something. Of course, after another moment or two, she removed that expression that she was wearing, and while it was true that no words escaped from her lips at that moment, it was obvious from the expression that appeared on her face that she was afraid.
That fear that Maureen was feeling at that moment certainly intensified, a few moments later, when the Don then made a show of turning his gaze toward the direction of the bottle that she was carrying at that moment. He was unsure if the fear that Maureen was feeling at that moment would intensify even more, but he did allow the smile that he was wearing on his face there and then, and as a reward for the action that he had taken, he did hear a series of whimpers coming out of the lips of the beautiful young woman, though even he would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that moment did not sound as if it was in response to the fear that she surely felt at that moment.
With a shake of his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – the Don forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he turned his attention toward the direction of the last of the three women in the room with them, and if he were being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that he was not the slightest bit surprised to see the expression of hostility that was written on the face of Chelsea.
Indeed, when she realized that he was now looking in her direction, the beautiful doctor parted her lips, making it clear to him that she would have wanted to say something at that moment. In the end, however, whatever it was that the beautiful doctor would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know, after all, the Don did not allow her to say anything, and he cut her off by simply inclining his head toward her direction.
Of course, if Chelsea was truly determined to push words out of her mouth at that moment, the action that he had taken should not have been enough to stop her from doing it. There was no way that he was going to inform her that such was the case, however, and even he would have to admit that he did not bother to stop the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment from widening as he then focused his attention toward the direction of the bottle that she was holding.
At the same time that he took that action, the Don commented to himself that the spunk that Chelsea had managed to gather in the bottle that she was given was tiny compared to that which Maureen and Elisabeth had managed to gather, but with a mental shake of his head, the Don told himself that it was to be expected, after all, Chelsea had been reluctant to do as she was ordered, and the only reason that she was forced to do what it was that the Don wanted her to do was the knowledge that things would be more difficult for her if she were to refuse to cooperate with him. 
Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more, and because Chelsea was looking in his direction at that moment, she was able to see the look that had appeared on his face, adding to the trepidation that was obvious upon the face of the beautiful young woman. That look that Chelsea was now wearing was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that she would have wanted to push more words out of her mouth at that moment, but in the end, the only sound that she was able to make would be a series of whimpers that did nothing but fuel the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don.
The whimper that escaped from the lips of Chelsea at that moment was more than enough to force him out of the reverie that he would readily admit he did not even realize he had fallen into at that moment, and in response to the sounds that she had made, the Don turned his attention toward the direction of the woman in question. Once more, the expression that she was wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was preparing to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say, she would not get the chance to say it, with the Don cutting her off, and this time, he made sure that he cut her off with the actual sounds that escaped from his lips.
He inclined his head toward her direction before he parted his lips so that he could push words out of his mouth, and after another moment or two, he was already speaking, “Do you regret the fact that you are so disobedient that you cannot even compare to your sister slaves?” he asked her, but even though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, it was not as if he is going to wait for her to respond before he was going to move on, and indeed, after another moment or two, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen before he then inclined his head toward her.
If he were being honest, however, the Don would have to admit that part of the reason behind the expression that he was now wearing would also be the expression that was now on her face, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more as he then remarked to himself that the expression that she was now wearing told him that she would like to curse at him.
He did give her the chance to do that, because the next thing that the billionaire did was simply turn his attention toward the direction of the two other women in the room, and it was obvious that his exchange with Chelsea had affected both Maureen and Elisabeth as the two of them allowed a series of whimpers to escape from their lips, with those sounds the only thing that the Don needed to hear for him to be sure that both of them would have wanted to say something. In the end, however, the Don cut off whatever it was that the two of them would have wanted to say with the words that escaped from his lips as he then said, “I wish I could reward your obedience,” before he inclined his head toward the direction of the bottles that they are holding. 
The expression that appeared on the pretty faces of Maureen and Elisabeth at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that both of them did not believe the words that had escaped from his lips, and in response to the expressions that they are wearing, the Don allowed a small disappointed expression to appear on his face. There was no need for him to tell them why he was wearing that expression on his visage, of course, though after another moment or two, he changed the look that he was wearing so that it was a wide smile of amusement.
Maureen and Elisabeth allowed whimpers to escape from their lips when they saw the smile that had now appeared on his face, but the sounds that they made at that moment only made him want to abuse them even more, and he was sure that both of them would have realized that from the expression that appeared on his face. 
Indeed, the look that was on the faces of the two women at that moment told him that they had made that realization, but he soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “But we should give your sister-slave a chance,” and while it was true that he kept his gaze focused toward the direction of Maureen and Elisabeth at that moment, he also took that opportunity to incline his head toward the direction of Chelsea, and by so doing, he reinforced the notion that what was about to happen was the fault of the woman that he had inclined his head toward.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that not even she was sure if the action that he had taken at that moment was going to give the impression that he wanted to give Maureen and Elisabeth, but with a mental shake of his head, the billionaire told himself that it was not as if there was anything that he would lose because of the action that he had taken at that moment, and as that was the case, he soon turned his attention toward the direction of Chelsea, noting the expression that she was wearing because it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had realized why he had inclined his head toward her direction at that moment that he did. 
Chelsea parted her lips at that moment, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know, and the Don certainly did not bother to use merely his actions to compel Chelsea to stop, because he did part his lips at that moment, and he allowed actual word to escape from his lips as he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Chelsea, “If you can drink that bottle of spunk that you are holding, I would spare you from the punishment,” he said.
The tone that he used at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to hear for them to be sure that he did not think that she was capable of complying with the order that she was given, and the expression that appeared on the face of Chelsea at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that she had realized what the meaning behind the expression that he was now wearing was.
Chelsea parted her lips at that moment, but in the end, the Don still cut her off, and this time, he did not even bother to use words as he simply turned his gaze back toward the direction of Maureen and Elisabeth so that he may study the expression that they are wearing. He had to stop the smile that was wearing on his face at that moment from widening as he then noted how the looks that they were wearing reflected what they were thinking at that moment, and while it was true that no words escaped from their lips, it was obvious from the looks that they are wearing that they believed that giving Chelsea a chance was unfair.
The tone that the Don used, a few moments later, reflected the amusement that he was feeling as he then asked the two of them, “Do you think it's unfair?” because he already knew what the answer that they would give him at that moment would be, he did not bother to wait for them to say anything before he was pushing more words out of his mouth as he then asked, “What do you think should you do about it?”
He enjoyed seeing the expression of trepidation and confusion that appeared on the pretty faces of Maureen and Elisabeth at that moment, and that expression widened even more, a few moments later, when the two of them steeled the expressions that they were wearing. If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that he was not sure what the actions that the two women were going to take at that moment would be, but at the same time, he cannot help but remark to himself that whatever action it was that they are about to take, he was sure that it was going to be something that would cause him no small amount of amusement.
Indeed, the Don soon allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as he watched Maureen lift the bottle of spunk that she had filled toward the direction of her mouth, and while it was true that the expression that she was wearing at that moment reflected the fact that she did not want to do what it was that she was about to do, it did not take long before she was already emptying the contents of the bottle in her mouth.
In response to the action that she had taken, the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, but at the same time, he focused his attention toward the direction of Elisabeth so that he could see the expression that she was wearing on her face. When she noticed that the Don was looking in her direction, Elisabeth focused her attention toward the direction of his face, and at the same time, she schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that he needed to see for the Don to be sure that she was about to push pleading words out of her mouth.
Perhaps Elisabeth saw something in the look that he was wearing at that moment that convinced her that it would be in her best interest not to push words out of her mouth, and at the same time, the look that she was wearing changed so that it was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that she was now determined to do what it was she was supposed to do.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Elisabeth at that moment, and she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the Don, telling him that she was still hoping that he would withdraw the order that she was given, and if he were being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have to say that he did not give her an order at that moment.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don was forced to return to the present even as Elisabeth finally did the same thing that Maureen had done, and the Don would have to admit that he felt his cock twitch even as she watched Elisabeth empty the bottle of her spunk in her mouth. By the time she had accomplished the task, the smile that he was wearing on his face had disappeared, and because that was the case, Elisabeth could not help but allow yet another series of whimpers to escape from her lips even as she saw the look that he was now wearing.
While there was a part of him that would have wanted to keep his attention focused toward the direction of Elisabeth at that moment, he was soon forced to turn his gaze toward the direction of Chelsea. As expected, the expression that she was wearing told him that she was not in the mood to comply with the order that she was given, even if it was true that Maureen and Elisabeth had already done what it was that Chelsea was supposed to do, and in the case of the two other women, they were not even ordered to do that.
For a brief moment, the Don just stared in the direction of Chelsea, and because no words escaped from his lips, the expression that she was wearing changed to one that told him that she was now daring him. The sigh that escaped from the lips of the Don, a few moments later, was merely theatrical but judging from the expression that appeared on the face of Chelsea, it was obvious that she had not even realized that such was the case, but then again, the Don was more than happy with the way that she reacted as it told him that she was worried about what was going to happen next.
He inclined his head toward her before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “And I take it that you have no intention of doing what you were told to do?” he asked her, but at the same time, he remarked to himself that while it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, it was not as if he is going to wait for her to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips before he is going to go to the next stage.
The expression that appeared on the face of Chelsea at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was preparing to push words out of her mouth, but he cut her off at that moment as he then said, “Looks like you are choosing the punishment session.”
He can see the expression of horror that appeared on the face of Chelsea in response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, and he can honestly say that he felt his cock twitch when he saw the look that she was now wearing. Of course, the beautiful doctor changed the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to say something and judging from the circumstances that they were in at that moment, he was sure that whatever it was that she was about to say, it was not going to be flattering.
Even if that was the case, however, the Don soon turned his attention toward the direction of Maureen and Elisabeth. As he had expected, the looks that they were wearing were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that neither of them wanted to be there, but there was also something about the looks that were on their pretty faces at that moment that told the Don that they are not happy with their companion.
It was that unhappiness that the billionaire was hoping to exploit, a few moments later, when he then kept his attention focused on the direction of the two women, and yet, he inclined his head toward the direction of Chelsea. He did not even bother to turn his gaze toward the direction of Chelsea before he then parted his lips, “Hold her.”
There was no need for him to tell Maureen and Elisabeth that the instructions were meant for them, after all, he was already looking in their direction, and there was no need for him to repeat the order that he had given, as a moment or two after the words had escaped from his lips, a series of whimpers escaped from the lips of the two beautiful women. Even if those were the sounds that had escaped from their lips, however, Maureen and Elisabeth were soon rushing toward the direction of where Chelsea was, and when he saw what was happening, the Don turned his attention toward the direction of Chelsea.
As he had expected, the look that appeared on the face of Chelsea advertised the surprise that she felt even as she watched her friends make their way toward where she was. In the end, the only thing that she could do was to allow a series of protesting screams to escape from her lips, but even if the sounds that she produced at that moment were as loud as possible, the Don simply ignored those sounds even as he focused his attention toward the direction of Chelsea.
“I find women like you who have a lot of pride are the easiest to break and the most obedient after being broken,” the Don said, and if pressed, he would readily admit that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended to elicit some sort of response from the woman who was the intended recipient of the same, even if it was true that the only response that Chelsea gave him at that moment was an angry stare.
The Don told himself that the expression that Chelsea was wearing at that moment was more than enough for him, and because that was the case, he turned his attention away from her, though rather than focus it toward the direction of the other women in the room, he soon turned his gaze toward the direction of his companion, and before the other man could say anything, the Don was already pushing words out of his mouth using an amused tone, “I am going to show you one of the fastest ways that you can break a prideful woman.”
He did not bother to wait for the other man to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips before he turned his attention again, and this time, he focused his attention toward the direction of Maureen and Elisabeth. The two beautiful women flinched when they saw the look that he was now wearing, but if they were expecting him to be moved by the expressions that they were now wearing, then they would only be disappointed, with the Don soon steeling the expression that he was wearing on his face even more.
“Bend her over the desk, and make sure that she remains bent over the desk,” he said, and even he would have to admit that he went out of his way to make sure that the tone that he used at that moment was enough to give Maureen and Elisabeth the impression that they would not want to go against the order that he had given them.
In response to the look that he was now wearing, the two of them flinched, but even if that was the case, they complied with the order that they were given, and that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, as Chelsea allowed pleading words to escape from their lips, although the word that were coming out of her mouth at that moment were directed more toward the two women who were practically dragging her toward the direction of the nearest desk rather than toward the man who had ordered that she be dragged there.
“Please…please…please…,” she said, and because the words that were coming out of her mouth at that moment were directed toward the direction of the two women who were dragging her, they seemed softer. That, however, was only something that added to the figurative flames of lust that were burning between the loins of the Don, though at that moment, it was not as if he did anything about it, as he simply continued to watch what was happening. 
Given the distances involved, it was not long before Chelsea was forced to bend over the table by her two companions, and while it was true that the expressions that Maureen and Elisabeth were wearing at that moment were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that neither of them wanted to do what it was that they are being forced to do at that moment, they remained in the position that would allow them to comply with the order that the Don had given them. 
Indeed, a moment or two later, the expression of amusement that was on the face of the billionaire widened as he noted how Elisabeth had positioned herself at the other side of the table from where Chelsea was bent over, and from there, she grabbed both of the wrists of the other doctor, making sure that even if Chelsea would have wanted to move away from the position that she was in – and it was obvious that such was the case – she would have found herself unable to because of how Elisabeth was holding onto her hands. As for Maureen, since she had nothing to do at that moment, she merely turned her attention toward the direction of his face at the same time that she schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was thinking of pushing pleading words out of her mouth at that moment.
When she realized that he was now looking in her direction, Maureen allowed a series of whimpers to escape from her lips, that was her way of telling him that she was going to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that Maureen would have wanted to say at that moment would be something that only she would know because it was not as if the Don had allowed her to speak.
Although it was true that he was keeping his attention focused toward the direction of Maureen at that moment, the words that escaped from his lips were intended for everyone in the room, and he included the only other man in that number. He doubted, however, that the other man in the room was going to say anything even as he allowed more words to escape from his lips, in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, “Can you guess what kind of evolution it is that Rape-Pig is going to go through?”
The Don would have to admit that he made sure that the tone that he was using at that moment reflected his amusement, and because that was the case, the looks that appeared on the pretty faces of Maureen and Elisabeth advertised the horror that they were feeling at that moment, but while it was true that the looks that they are wearing still fueled the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins. 
As he was looking in the direction of the women at that moment, he was able to see the looks that had appeared on their faces, and because that was the case, he had no problem seeing the expression of horror that was on the face of Chelsea. Naturally, the look that she was wearing at that moment only caused the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don to widen even more, and that, in turn, allowed more pleading and protesting whimpers to escape from the lips of Chelsea.
He inclined his head toward her direction at that moment, and even he was sure that she flinched in response to the action that he had taken. Perhaps she would have even wanted to say something at that moment, but even if that was the case, the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off because it was also at that moment that the Don allowed words to escape from his lips as he then asked, “How about you, Rape-Pig?” and though it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not bother to wait for her to say anything else before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “Can you guess what is going to come next?”
Even though Chelsea had consistently allowed an expression of anger to appear on her face whenever he would try to speak with her, when he turned his attention toward her direction at that moment, the expression that appeared on her face was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was thinking of what it was that she could say at that moment that would convince him to let her go, and it was because such was the case that the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen.
As he was looking in the direction of Chelsea at that moment, he had no problem seeing the expression of horror that appeared on her face at that moment, and that look that she was now wearing was more than enough to fuel the sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the Don as he kept his attention focused toward her direction. Naturally, when Chelsea saw the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment, the expression that she was wearing reflected the desperation and anger that resulted from seeing the look that he was now wearing.
She parted her lips at that moment, making it clear to the Don that the beautiful doctor would have wanted to push words out of her mouth, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that was looking forward to hearing whatever it was that she would have wanted to say at that moment, which was why he intended to keep his mouth shut, but even if that was the case, it would appear these plans are not going to come to fruition because it was at that moment that he heard a series of knocks coming from the direction of the door into the room that they are in.
The Don turned his attention toward the direction of where the sounds came from but just because that was the case does not mean that Chelsea failed to see the wide smile that appeared on his face, and she advertised the fact that she was able to see the expression that he was wearing through the protesting sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment. Even if the sounds that were coming out of her lips advertised the desperation that she was feeling, however, the Don still refused to turn his attention toward her direction as he was more interested in keeping his gaze focused toward the door.
Just because that was the case, however, does not mean that he is not aware of the fact that Chelsea was looking in his direction at that moment, and after another second or two, the Don allowed an amused sound to escape from his lips as he then said, “Looks like your new lover is here,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not bother to wait for Chelsea to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, and he made sure that the tone that he used at that moment advertised the amusement that he was feeling as he then asked her, “Are you looking forward to meeting your new lover?”
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the look that was on her face at that moment was the only answer that he needed to see, and because that was the case, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more.
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