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The laughter coming from the members of the audience was the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure of what their response to the question that had been asked, though if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she would have been more surprised if even a single one of the people who are gathered in front of her would have made a decision favorable to her.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present even as another unwanted whimper and moan escaped from her lips, though if she were being honest, she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was something that she had allowed to escape from her mouth in the hope that doing so would get those who are watching her to see just how close she was to her release.
Rebekah allowed a pleading and desperate whimper to escape from her lips, a few moments later, even as the amused sounds that were coming from the members of the audience continued to echo around the room that they were in. 
It was true that she allowed the pleading moan and whimper to escape from her lips at that time, though if she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was also a part of her that was not sure if she should have allowed the sound out know that she can see that it did not affect the crowd.
With a mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she then turned her attention toward the direction of the one man in the room who had all the power over her, before she then flinched as another whimper escaped from her lips, and even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was involuntary.
The Master was wearing a wide smile on his face as he looked in her direction, and while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the expression that he is wearing is the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was having fun with the discomfort that she was feeling. 
Indeed, when he realized that she was now looking in his direction, he went out of his way to turn his attention toward her direction so that he could meet her eyes with his. At that moment, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that told him that it was time for him to turn her gaze away from him, but she found herself unable to.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the Master, the expression that he is now wearing is still more than enough to tell her just what it was that he was thinking. It was the kind of thought that would have made Rebekah flinch, but she found herself unable to, because it was at that moment that another series of moans and whimpers escaped from her lips, further advertising the fact that she was about to reach her release.
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that was already screaming at her to shout and beg for permission, but even as that voice was practically shouting at her, the former agent and handler would have to admit that she had already realized that doing so would be less than useless as it would only cause the members of the audience to laugh at her.
As another series of moan and whimpers escaped from her lips, she suppressed the urge to scream so that she can beg for permission, but it would appear that the fact that she was able to stop the sounds from escaping from her lips at that moment did not matter because the sounds that escaped from the lips of the member of the audience was the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that they are amused by what she was doing.
Rebekah suppressed the urge to scream and beg for permission again, but at the same time, she also stopped pushing and pulling her fingers in and out of her unwilling cunt. Of course, she intended to stop what she was doing completely, and she was able to get away with it for close to ten seconds before a growl – and it was audible despite the sounds that were coming from the audience – forced her to turn her attention toward the Master.
Again, no words escaped from his lips, but the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was not happy with the action that she had taken. Rebekah schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was pleading, but it would appear that it only caused the Master to place a sterner expression on his face.
More moans escaped from the lips of the blond former agent and handler as she was then forced to resume what she had just told herself she was not going to do. The expression that was on the face of the Master, however, told her that it was in her best interest to continue with what she was doing. After another moment or two, more moans and whimpers escaped from her lips as the figurative flames of lust that she was feeling between her loins increased in temperature yet again.
Even Rebekah would have to admit that the temperature of the figurative flames in question have now reached a point where she was less than a minute away from reaching her release, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the eyes of the former agent and handler widened before she then focused her attention toward the direction of the Master.
The expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment added to the trepidation that she was feeling, even as he kept his attention focused on her direction. Of course, that expression that she was wearing was also something which caused her no small amount of horror, to the point that she parted her lips.
Even Rebekah would have to admit that actual pleading words would have escaped from her lips at that moment, but before she could do so, she was forced to pause when she heard the words that escaped from the lips of the Master, and while it was true that what he said was not directed toward her, it was still something about her, which compelled her to listen.
Of course, she would have to admit that she already knew that the only thing that he is going to ask if she deserves to be permitted to cum, causing even more protesting sounds to escape from the lips of the former agent and handler, especially when the overwhelming response that the audience gave would be in the negative.
As she was keeping her attention focused on the direction of the Master, she had no problem seeing the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face at that moment, and she also had no problem imagining that the expression he was now wearing was intended for her. 
There was a part of her that would have wanted to push actual pleading words out of her mouth at that moment, but she was forced to pause because of the expression that was on the face of the Master, and the amusement that the look that he was now wearing advertised to her.
That was followed, a few moments later, by a particularly loud moan of pure pleasure that escaped from the lips of the former agent and handler. Even Rebekah would have to admit that the sound that came out of her lips at that moment were her way of pleading with him to give her permission to cum, but in response to the sounds that he had made, the Master merely allowed the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face to widen.
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that the more that she looked in the direction of the expression that he was wearing on his face, the more that she was convinced that the Master wanted for her to lose control and cum without permission. As for the members of the audience, she did not need that there was a need for him to think about them for her to know just what it was that they wanted.
She blinked even as she felt the figurative flames of lust that were burning between her loins increase in temperature, slowly but surely burning the figurative dam that was keeping her from losing control. 
Before she had even realized it, Rebekah had already schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that she was about to push pleading words out of her mouth, but again, it would appear that the Master was aware of what she was about to do, because he cut her off as he again asked the crowd if she had earned the right to cum.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Rebekah as she told herself that the answer to the question that was asked was obvious even before the Master had asked the question. It was at that moment, however, that she realized that the question that the Master was asking was intended to show her that she should not expect any sort of mercy from the members of the audience.
As yet another whimper – and this time, the sound that she made was more desperate – escaped from the lips of Rebekah, the blond former agent and handler told herself that this was something which she had already expected, but even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that she cannot help but hope that at least one of the members of the audience will help her.
A particularly loud moan escaped from the lips of Rebekah at that moment, and the sound was more than enough to cause the Master to turn his attention back toward her direction. For Rebekah, however, the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was the beginning of the end, and while it was true that there was a part of him that told him to look at the Master and see the expression that he was now wearing, she failed to do so.
That was because all of her attention was now focused on holding the walls of the figurative dam that was holding back her release, and after another moment or two, she felt her eyes widen as even she acknowledged that she could not stop what was about to happen. In the end, she did the next best thing that she could think of doing, and she focused her attention toward the direction of the Master.
“Master, please…please…please…,” she said, and even she would have to admit that she would have allowed more of such pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment if she thought that it would change anything. Instead, the expression that appeared on the face of the Master at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the look that she was now wearing only fueled the lust that he was feeling.
The blond former agent and handler did not even get the opportunity to comment – even if it was just a mental comment – about the expression that appeared on the face of the Master at that moment, because she was soon forced to return to the present even as the figurative dam that was holding back her release finally collapsed.
Rebekah tried her best to hide what had just happened, but even she would have to admit that she cannot hide what had happened after another moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of her mind, and soon enough, she was forced to allow a scream to escape from her lips even as proof that she had an orgasm without permission came gushing out of the slit in between the lips of her flower.
The sound that escaped from her lips echoed around the hall that they were in, assisted by the fact that, for some reason, the sounds that were coming from the lips of the members of the audience had died down when she reached her release. 
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that she should have known that everyone was aware of her coming orgasm from the moment that the sounds that they were making had died down. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she allowed another whimper to escape from her lips, though it would appear that the sound that he made was just ignored.
The silence that followed after that latest sounds that she had produced was practically complete, but it was also short, and after just a moment of her making the realization that it had become silent, the Master was already pushing more words out of her mouth, with the sounds coming out of his lips undoubtedly intended for her.
“Seems that you came without permission, Bitch-Cunt,” he said, and he did not even bother to make it sound as if he was asking her a question. Then again, it was obvious that she had just had an orgasm without permission, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah allowed a series of whimpers to escape from her lips, hoping that the sounds that he made would be more than enough to dissuade him from punishing her.
The expression that was on the face of the Master, however, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that it would be hopeless to hope for a reprieve. Indeed, the expression that was on the face of the Master at that moment was the only thing that the blond former agent and handler needed to see for her to be sure that this was the whole point of the exercise.
“Master, please…please…,” she said, and even she would have to admit that she would have allowed more pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment if she were to be given a chance, which was why she also went out of her way to focus her attention toward the direction of his face while wearing that pleading expression that she was now wearing.
The smile that was on the face of the Master at that moment told her that she is not going to get what it was that she was asking for, and 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.
He might not have said anything at that moment, but the expression that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of what was going to come next. Indeed, if she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that was hoping that he would just say something at that moment, even if it was just to tell her how she is going to be punished, after all, it was obvious that she is going to be punished.
She allowed a whimper to escape from her lips at that moment, intending for the same to advertise the fact that she was about to say something, but just as she parted her lips so that she could push words out of her mouth, she was forced to pause as the Master allowed words to escape from his lips.
“Naturally, you are going to be punished for that, Bitch-Cunt,” he said, before he then inclined his head toward his side. It was obvious that his action at that moment was intended to make her turn her attention toward the direction indicated, and Rebekah flinched when she saw the masked man who was approaching her from that side.
At that moment, the former agent and handler cannot help but remark to herself that the fact that the Master had arranged for the masked man to already be in position was testament to the fact that she was always meant to be punished, but she soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she was forced to focus her attention toward what the man in question was holding.
The whip itself was not what scared her the most, after all, even before she had fallen into the figurative hands of the man that she now calls her Master, she had been whipped. Even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, more whimpers escaped from her lips as she then realized that there was no way that the whipping that she was about to receive would be a simple one.
That was made more poignant, a few moments later, when she heard the words that escaped from the lips of the Master as he then said, “It seems that your cunt is uncontrollable, Bitch-Cunt,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not bother to wait for Rebekah to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “So, we are going to teach it a lesson.”
The eyes of Rebekah widened in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Master, because there was no need for him to elaborate on the punishment that he intended for her.
Before she had realized it, the blond former agent and handler had already turned her attention toward the direction of her womanhood, noting the puddle of cum that had spilled through the slit in between the lips of her flower. A whimper escaped from her lips as she noted that puddle, and she just knew that she would soon be forced to clean it. 
She allowed another series of whimpers to escape from her lips after that thought came across the forefront of her mind, but she also turned her attention toward the direction of her Master while schooling the expression that she was wearing to present him with a pleading expression.
The look that appeared on the face of the Master when he saw the expression that she was now wearing was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that the mercy that she was requesting was not forthcoming. Indeed, when she saw the look that was now on his face, she allowed even more whimpers to escape from her lips, but again, the sounds that she made changed nothing, except, perhaps, to further inflame the audience who were waiting for the punishment.
“Master, please…,” Rebekah said, a last-ditch attempt to get the man who owns her to withdraw the punishment that he had pronounced upon her, and because she made sure that she was looking in his direction when those words escaped from her mouth, she had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on his face at that moment.
That smile that he is now wearing told her that any further words coming from her mouth would serve only to fuel the figurative flames of lust that were now burning between his loins. That smile remained on his face even when he turned his attention toward the direction of the masked man, and because that was the case, Rebekah found herself with no choice but to turn her attention toward that direction as well.
Although it was true that the man was wearing a mask, somehow, Rebekah knew that he was wearing a wide grin on his face as he made his way toward where she was positioned. Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that she could not help but remark to herself that it should be obvious that there would be a grin on his face at that moment, but she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind.
Even she would have to admit that she had fallen into a reverie at that moment, and she was only forced out of the same by the voice of the masked man as he then took his position in front of her, “I think you already know what is going to happen, Bitch,” the man said, and if she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but remember if she had heard his voice before.
Much as she would have wanted otherwise, however, the former agent and handler would have to admit that she had not, though there was also a part of her that was sure that it might have something to do with the fear that she was feeling at that moment, something that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when the masked man then did what it was the was supposed to do.
The scream that escaped from the lips of the former agent and handler at that moment advertised just how much she did not expect what had happened, and as she tried to control the pain that she felt at that moment, the humiliation that she was feeling intensified when she heard the sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the crowd.
In between the moans of pain that escaped from her lips at that moment, she allowed a whimper that advertised the humiliation that she felt as she heard their amused sounds, and that humiliation that she was feeling intensified as she told herself that this was what the members of the crowd wanted to see in the first place. 
“AH!” another scream escaped from the lips of the former agent and handler at that moment even as she felt the second lash landed in across the slit in between the lips of her flower, and naturally, for the business end of the whip to land in the way that it had landed, it should have also landed on the puffy lips of her flower. 
The pain that she felt at that moment flooded the forefront of her mind, and before she could stop herself, she was already pushing pleading words out of her mouth, though she made sure that the words that were coming out of her lips at that moment were directed toward the Master. Of course, he responded to the expression that she was wearing and the desperate words that were coming out of her mouth with an amused expression on his face.
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that she would have pushed more pleading words out of her mouth at that moment, but while it was true that the next sound that echoed around the room escaped from her lips, it was in the form of a protesting scream rather than actual pleading words, and it was the result of the whip landing on her again.
This time, however, rather than target the entrance to her most intimate part, the lash landed on her breasts, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present as she once more tried to focus her attention toward the direction of the Master. At that moment, she told herself that even if it was true that he was wearing an amused expression on his face, she would still push pleading words out of her mouth.
It was that determination that she told herself to feel at that moment that saw Rebekah part her lips, a few moments later, so that she could then push the words out of her mouth, “Master, please…please…please…,” and she would have to admit that she would have continued to push such pleading words out of her mouth, if not for the fact that she was forced to pause as instead of pleading words, what escaped from her lips would be a scream that advertised her pain.
The sound that escaped from her lips at that moment echoed around the hall that they were in, before it was then drowned out by the sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the members of the audience. Of course, just because the audience was expressing their amusement with what was happening to her does not mean that the masked man was done with her.
Rebekah turned her attention toward his direction at that moment, the expression that she was wearing on her face the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that she was about to plead with him, but before she could push the words out of her mouth, she was forced to pause when she inadvertently turned her attention toward the direction of the face of the masked man.
Of course, he was still wearing his mask, but again, the blond former agent and handler cannot help but remark to herself that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was wearing a smile underneath that mask.
She parted her lips even as a voice coming from the back of her mind told her that if she cannot appeal to the Master directly, then perhaps she could persuade this man to spare her, but even though it was true that she had already formulated the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth at that moment, she was forced to pause when she saw him flick his wrist.
Rebekah flinched even though it was true that the business end of the whip hit the floor of the stage in front of her and not her body, but at the same time, she would have to admit that she cannot help but imagine what it would be like to have that whip hit her again, even as a voice coming from the back of her mind admonished her.
There was no need for her to imagine what being hit by the whip would feel like because she had already been whipped before, and even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present as the masked man landed more lashes on her body, and this time, it would appear that he is now targeting her womanhood again.
“Ah!” the scream that escaped from her lips at that moment echoed around the hall that they were in, but this time, the sounds that she made did not manage to make everyone turn their attention toward her, because the sounds of amusement that were coming from the lips of the members of the audience seemed to drown out the sounds that she had made.
For a moment, the blond former agent and handler would have to admit that she was grateful for that, after all, her screams were no longer being sought by the members of the crowd, then she reasoned that there was no need for the masked man to continue whipping her. That hopeful thought on the part of Rebekah, however, lasted for only the briefest moment before she was once more forced to return to the present.
“Ah!” The scream that escaped from her lips at that moment was not as loud as the one that had escaped before it, but it was followed up by more screams which escaped from the lips of the former agent and handler. At that moment, Rebekah realized that the masked man was going out of her way to make her scream as loudly as possible so that the sounds that she was making could cut through the sounds that the crowd was making at that moment.
As that realization entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah cannot help but remark to herself that it would be impossible for her screams to cut through the laughter from the crowd, and she was in the middle of thinking of a way to inform her torturer of that fact when she was once more forced to return to the present as another scream of pain escaped from her lips.
“Ah! Please…please stop…” she said, before she was once more forced to scream as another lash landed on the entrance to her most intimate part.
While it was true that the actual pleading words that escaped from her lips at that moment caused some members of the crowd to pay attention to her, they were still laughing at her expense, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah was forced to allow a whimper to escape from her lips.
It would appear that the masked man in front of her had heard the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment, and because that was the case, he soon allowed insulting words to escape from his lips as he then said, “It seems that you are finding pleasure in this whipping,” and while it was true that he paused after allowing those words to escape from his lips, he soon added, “that is to be expected for a dirty whore like you.”
There was something about the way that he spoke at that moment which compelled Rebekah to part her lips in preparation to refute the words that had escaped from his mouth at that moment, but just as she was about to push the words out of her lips, she was forced to pause when the masked men then allowed more words to escape from his lips, and naturally, what he said at that moment was intended to cause her further humiliation.
“Are you going to cum from being whipped?” he asked, and from the tone that he used, it was obvious to Rebekah that such was his intention, leading to her staring at him with wide eyes before she then shook her head.
There was no denying the amusement that he felt, even as he watched what the former agent and handler was doing. 
Even Rebekah would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing at that moment was intended to show just how much she does not want that to happen, though there was also a part of her that was sure that the expression that she was now wearing served only to increase the temperature of the figurative flames burning between his loins. 
Still, the blond former agent and handler would have to admit that she cannot think of anything that she can say or do at that moment to stop the masked man from doing what he was doing, something that was made even more poignant and necessary when he forced another scream to escape from her lips because he landed another lash on the entrance to her most intimate part.
“Please…please…please…,” the former agent and handler said even as she began to shake her head yet again. More lashes landed on her body, however, and Rebekah would have to admit that the impression that she got at that moment was that the masked man was going out of her way to make things as painful and as humiliating as possible for her.
Rebekah, however, tried to control the sounds that were coming out of her mouth.
That, however, lasted for only the briefest moment, and after a second, louder sounds escaped from the lips of the former agent and handler as she was forced to finally allow more pleading and desperate sounds to escape from her lips. 
The screams that she was forced to make at that moment, however, were drowned out by the sounds that were coming from the masked man, and there was no denying the pleasure that he was feeling at that moment, even as she continued to land lash after lash against the most intimate part of Rebekah.
“Cum,” he suddenly said, and the words that were supposed to come out of the lips of the blond former agent and handler at that moment so that she can ask him what he meant with the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were cut off as the masked man then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Cum like the dirty whore we all know you are.”
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to respond to the words that were coming out of the lips of the masked man, but even if that were the case, she was unable to because the only sounds that were coming out of her lips at that moment are screams that were the direct result of the lash landing on her body.
In the end, while it was true that she was soon able to push actual words out of her mouth, she was still unable to tell the masked man that she cannot cum on command or refute the statements that were coming out of his mouth because she had to allow the screams that were being reaped from her body to come out instead.
Even she had lost count of the number of times that she had screamed and the number of lashes that had landed on her body at that moment, but if she were being honest, the former agent and handler would have to admit that she did not think that it would have mattered as the man whipping her was unlikely to ask her that question.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to pause as she realized that no more lashes were landing on her body, but Rebekah thought better than to think that the punishment had ended, something that was made more poignant when she realized that the masked man was still positioned in front of her.
The pleading expression that appeared on her face at that moment was theatrical, and she did not even bother to hide that fact from the man in front of her, though even if it was true that the look that she was wearing started as theatrical, when she fixed her gaze toward his direction, that impression that he was wearing a wide smile on his face returned to the forefront of his mind.
As that was the case, the theatrical expression that she was wearing turned to become less theatrical as she was hoping that it would be enough to persuade him to stop the punishment. If she were being honest, however, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that was sure that she was not going to get what it was that she was asking for.
She blinked, a few moments later, when the masked man suddenly inclined his head toward her. 
The impression that the blond former agent and handler had at that moment was that he is still wearing that wide smile on his face, though before she can follow through with that particular line of thought, she was forced to return to the present as the masked man in front of her suddenly started to laugh, and she found herself turning her attention toward his direction.
She parted her lips, though the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off as the masked man then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “I happen to think that you need to be reminded of your place just a bit more, Bitch-Cunt,” and there was no denying the disappointment that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment.
“Unfortunately, the auction must go on,” he said, before he then theatrically inclined his head toward her at the same time that he motioned for her to look in the direction of the crowd.
At that moment, Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that was telling her not to look in the direction of the crowd, but even if that was the case, by the time that she realized it, the blond former agent and hander was already looking in the direction of the crowd, and the expressions that they are wearing.
She needed only one moment to realize why there was a part of her that was telling her not to look at the crowd, after all, the expressions that they are wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to know that she is not going to like what is going to come next. 
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