

THE DON’S INVITATION
EIGHT
He did not bother to hide the smile that he was wearing on his face as he looked in the direction of the man who was inside the cage, and if he was pressed, he would have had no problem admitting that part of the reason that he was able to keep that expression that he was now wearing on his face was the certainty that the more that he kept that look on his visage, the more that the anger that the man in question – and who was the intended recipient of the look that he was wearing on his face in the first place – would feel. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that he had to stop himself from widening the smile that he was wearing on his face even more, though he would also be the first to admit that he was not sure if he had succeeded in the task that he had given himself, though a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he pushed that same thought to the back of his brain as he told himself that the more that he caused anger on the part of the man inside the cage, then the more that his objective would be met.
Indeed, the only reason that he inclined his head toward her direction, a few moments later, was that he already knew that the man in the cage was looking in his direction, and in a strange sense, he would have to admit that part of the reason that he did the action that he had taken was that he was fishing for the hiss of anger that escaped from the lips of the man inside the cage, something that he was able to succeed in getting, a few moments later, as a sound that reflected the anger that he was feeling did echo around the room that they were in. If he was being honest, however, he would have to admit that the sounds of anger that escaped from the lips of his old rival was not the only thing that echoed around the room that they are in, and he would just as readily admit that the whimpers that escaped from the lips of the women who are in the room with them just had that much of an effect on him – if not more so – than the sounds that had escaped from the lips of his rival at that moment.
The Don turned his attention away from his rival as he seethed in the cage that was barely large enough to hold him, and he would have to admit that it was not as if that was a chore. Indeed, as if to further confirm that it was not, he knew that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened at that moment, but that was more to do with the miserable expressions that were written on the faces of the women that he had found himself staring at.
None of them allowed actual words to escape from their lips at that moment, but the billionaire told himself that it was not as if he needed them to push actual words out of their mouths for him to know what it was that they were thinking because the miserable expressions that they are wearing at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to know that such was the case. Of course, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that also had to note that part of the reason behind the sounds that were coming out of their mouths was that they are begging the man in the cage that he choose them to be spared.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face widened even more, and indeed, it was at that moment that he had to exert effort to stop himself from shaking his head. Even if that was the case, however, that did not stop him from remarking to himself that it was obvious that the silent pleas that the women in the room are directing to the man in the cage served only to add to the pressure that he was feeling.
A moment or two after that particular thought came across the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more, as he then told himself that anything that would add stress to what his old rival was feeling was something that he should welcome.
There was nothing mental about him shaking his head, a few moments later. Indeed, if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that part of the reason that he had taken the action that he had taken at that moment was to cause the people in the room to look in his direction. Even if that was the case, however, he still focused his attention toward the direction of Arthur, and as he had expected, the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that he was feeling the pressure of having to choose one of the women who was in the room at that moment to be spared.
If he was being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that was looking forward to hearing his old rival make a choice, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don remarked to himself that it would not matter what choice Arthur would have made at that moment, after all, he is going to be in trouble no matter what.
The Don returned to the present at that moment, before he then fixed his gaze toward the direction of Arthur yet again. Of course, no words escaped from his lips as he looked in the direction of his old rival, and while it was true that the look that was on the face of the man inside the cage at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that Arthur would have loved to push words out of his mouth at that moment, he was, in the end, precluded from doing so because of some reason that was foreign to the Don.
In the end, the only thing that they did was to stare at each other, and in any such staring contest, the Don was sure that he would be the winner, which, in turn, led to the smile that he was wearing on his face widening even more. If he was being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have loved to hear his old rival speak, and, indeed, that was part of the reason that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen at that moment that he did, though it was not as if Arthur was going to respond to the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment.
A series of whimpers coming from the direction of the women in the room was the reason for him returning his attention toward their direction at that same moment, but if he was being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that he did not need to turn his attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from for him to know of what it was that he would see if he were to turn his attention toward their direction. While it was true that the smile that he was wearing on his face did not widen anymore than it already had at that moment, he could tell that the women in the room were aware of just how amused he was, and as if to tell him that what he was thinking at that moment was correct, a series of whimpers escaped from the lips of some of the women that he was now looking at.
The Don could not help but remark to himself that it was perhaps understandable that the loudest whimpers that echoed around the room at that moment escaped from the lips of Samantha, but then again, that was because the daughter of the man who was inside the cage expected that her father would choose her without hesitation. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he shook his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – as he then remarked to himself that it was obvious that Arthur was not thinking that way.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the billionaire could not help but remark to himself that he can guess what the reason behind the hesitation that Arthur was showing at that moment was, and indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more, with the women in the room responding to the action that he had taken by allowing even more whimpers to escape from their lips.
He focused his attention toward the direction of Estera at that moment, and judging from the way that she flinched, he would have to say that it was obvious that she understood what the meaning behind him turning his attention toward her direction at that moment would be. More whimpers escaped from the lips of Estera at that moment – though if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that Estera was not the only one who had made sounds that moment, but he ignored the others – but rather than convince him to turn his gaze away from them, the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment only caused his cock to twitch even more.
Within another moment or two, the expression that was on the pretty face of Estera changed to reflect the fact that she wanted to push words out of her mouth, and while it was true that, in the end, the only sounds that managed to escape from her lips took the form of more pleading whimpers that was the only thing that the Don needed to hear for him to know what it was that she would have wanted to say at that moment.
In the end, the Don simply allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more, and when Estera allowed another series of whimpers to escape from her lips, he could not help but remark to himself that, at that moment, he would have to respond to the sounds that had escaped from her lips, though before he could do that, he allowed another remark to come across the forefront of his mind as he then told himself that the sounds that escaped from the lips of Estera at that moment were hardly the only sound that had echoed around the room.
Instead, the other women who are waiting for the decision of Arthur were also allowing more pleading whimpers to escape from their lips, and while it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to turn his gaze so that he could see the expressions that he was sure would be on the pretty faces of the women who are waiting for that decision, he refrained from doing that, preferring instead to just keep his gaze focused toward the direction of Estera, and because he was afraid that she might have realized that he hesitated, he soon parted his lips so that he can then allow more words to escape from his lips as he then asked, “Were you hoping that you would be chosen to be spared, Rape-Cunt?”
As he had expected, in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, the expression that was on the pretty face of Estera changed to reflect the horror that she felt at the mere fact that he was addressing questions toward her, though, at the same time, he was able to detect a sense of hope in the look that had now appeared on her face at that moment. He did not even need to ask her why that look had appeared on her face at that moment that it did, but he still allowed the expression that he was wearing on his face to widen in response to the action that Estera had done at that moment.
The longer that he kept his gaze focused toward the direction of where Estera was at that moment, the more the expression that she was wearing reflected the horror that she was feeling at that moment, but if she was expecting him to be moved by the look that she was now wearing on her face, then she would only be mistaken, after all, if there was anything that the expression that she was wearing had caused, it was simply to further fuel the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins at that moment, with the expression on his face changing to reflect that such was indeed the case.
He did not even need to tell Estera anything for her to realize that such was the case, or at least, that was the impression that the Don got because the expression that appeared on the face of Estera reflected what he was sure was horror on the part of the beautiful young woman. At the same time, the look that she was wearing still reflected the hope that she was feeling at that moment, and that, more than anything, caused the figurative flames of lust that were burning between the loins of the Don to increase in temperature yet again, and it was because he was feeling that way that he then allowed the next words to escape from his lips, “What makes you think he’ll choose you and not his daughter?” he asked.
Even the Don would have to admit that he went out of his way to make sure that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was figuratively dripping with amusement because he knew that it would add to the trepidation that she was feeling at that moment, and, within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of his mind, the Don could not help but feel no small amount of amusement when he saw the expression that appeared on her face at that moment, and that was all that he needed to see for him to be sure that she took the words that had escaped from his mouth seriously.
The smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened even more – and as expected, when Estera saw the expression that he was now wearing, she reacted by allowing a series of whimpers to escape from her lips – before he then removed that expression from his face in what even he would have admitted was a theatrical spectacle that only caused the horror that was written on the face of Estera to become more prominent. If he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that he could tell that Estera was not the only one who had responded to the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment, but because he was focusing his attention toward her at that moment, he had no problem seeing the expression that had appeared on her face in response to the action that he had taken.
Indeed, when she realized that he was keeping his attention focused on her direction, she parted her lips, and that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to push words out of her mouth. For a brief moment, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to let her push words out of her mouth, even if the Don already knew that the only sounds that would come out of her mouth at that moment would be more pleading words, and indeed, it was because he was sure that desperate pleading words would come out of her mouth at that moment that he would have allowed her to say something at that moment.
In the end, however, the Don cut off whatever it was that Estera would have wanted to say, and instead, he focused his attention toward the direction of Samantha. Naturally, the words that escaped from his mouth did not carry with them a tone that would have assuaged whatever fear it was that she was feeling at that moment. Indeed, the Don would have to admit that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment had the intended effect the opposite of that.
“Do you think your father would choose her over you?” he asked, and as he had expected, in response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, the expression of anger on the face of Samantha momentarily overcame the expression of horror that she had already placed upon her pretty face.
Of course, that was only for another moment or two, and not even the anger that she must have felt at that moment would have been enough to burn away the horror that she was feeling at the situation that she was now in, especially since the Don went out of his way to make sure that he was looking in her direction while wearing that expression that he had on his face.
After another moment or two, the expression that she was wearing changed to reflect even more of the horror that she was feeling, and indeed, he was sure that if she was given the chance to push words out of her mouth at that moment, rather than words of anger, she would have already started begging for mercy. Again, there was a part of him that wanted to hear whatever it was that she would have wanted to say, but it would appear that the words that were coming out of the mouth of the Don affected not only the women who are in the room but also the single man who was inside, and in a cage that was barely big enough to fit him.
The Don realized that such was the case because it was at that moment that he heard a hiss of anger coming from the direction of the cage that was inside the room, and before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, he was already looking in the direction of where the cage was. Even he would have to admit that he felt no small amount of surprise when he realized that his old rival was looking in his direction, and despite the situation that he had found himself in, the expression that was on the face of the man was one of anger, as if he was telling the Don that he would find a way to get himself out of the cage that he was now in so that he could have his vengeance.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don could not help but allow the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face to widen, and naturally, when his old rival saw the look that he was now wearing on his face, Arthur allowed the anger that he was displaying to become more pronounced. In the end, even the old man inside the cage would have realized that there was no way that he could convince the Don to stop what it was that he was planning to do just by staring at him with an angry expression, and, in any case, the Don forced him to return to the present, a few moments later, with the next words that escaped from his lips.
“Well?” he asked, and even he would have to admit that he went out of his way to make sure that he sounded as impatient as possible at that moment. From the look on the face of Arthur, it was obvious that he had realized the meaning behind the tone that the Don had used, but it was not as if the old man had the chance to say anything, as soon enough, the Don was pushing more words out of his mouth, “Are you going to make a choice or not?” and while it was true that he was using the same tone that he had used earlier, he was also sure that he did not need to remind the old man what the consequence of him not making a choice was.
Indeed, the more that he looked at the expression that was written on the face of Arthur at that moment, the more convinced he was that the man can remember the words that had escaped from the lips of the Don earlier, but before he could follow up with that particular train of thought, he was forced to return to the present as the words that escaped from the lips of Arthur echoed around the room, and as he had expected, there was no small amount of anger figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment. 
“Samantha,” he said, and with that single word, he made it clear that he was indeed going to choose his daughter. Of course, the Don would have to admit that it would have probably been more remarkable if he had chosen someone else, but at the same time, the fact that he had made his choice at that moment meant that he doomed the other women who were in the room at that moment to take part in this show of humiliation that the Don was planning, and that was the thought that was at the forefront of his mind as he then turned his attention toward the direction of the women who are in the room.
As he had focused his attention toward Samantha first, he had no problem seeing the expression of relief and triumph that had appeared on the face of the daughter of his rival, and indeed, if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to turn around and declare her to be the loser already, but with a mental shake of his head, the billionaire told himself that a promise is a promise, hence, the reason that he soon inclined his head toward Samantha.
He did make sure that when he next spoke, she would have realized what it was that he was thinking about, and perhaps that is the reason that she could not help but flinch when she heard the words that next escaped from his lips, “A promise is a promise, Fuck-Meat,” he said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not pause long enough for her – or anyone else for that matter – to be able to say something, and soon enough, more words were coming out of the mouth of the Don as he then added, “Looks like you are going to be spared from this evolution.”
While it was true that a smile did appear on his face at that moment, he was certain that Samantha would have realized that there was nothing friendly about the expression that he now had on his face, and indeed, because that was the case, the expression of relief that had appeared on the face of Samantha disappeared. She may not have said anything at that moment, but it was clear to him that she was afraid that he would take back the exemption that he had promised her.
The Don could not help but remark to himself that it was obvious that if he had kept his gaze focused toward the direction of Samantha for just another moment or two, she would have parted her lips and she would have allowed words to escape from her lips. Judging from the look that she was wearing on her visage at that moment, it was obvious that she would have started to beg him, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that was looking forward to hearing her beg him, but with a shake of his head – and because there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken, Samantha saw him shake his head – he told himself that they should just proceed to the next stage.
He clapped his hand at that moment, even as he then turned his gaze toward the direction of the other women in the room, and while it was true that all of them flinched in response to him clapping his hand once, there were a few of them that managed to keep an outraged expression on their pretty faces even as they kept their attention focused toward Arthur.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the beautiful women at that moment, the Don could tell that their anger was directed more toward the man who used to be their boss because he had not picked one of them instead. If he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to play with that, but with a shake of his head – and this time, he made sure that it was a mental action on his part – he forced himself to return to the present.
“I think we should just proceed to the next stage, Slaves,” and again, while it is true that he paused at that moment, he did not do so long enough for any of them to be able to say anything, and soon enough, more words were coming out of his mouth as he then added, “After all, we have wasted more than enough time waiting for the old man to make the obvious choice.”
Once more, he was able to see the anger that had formed on the pretty faces of the women in the room, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that he found it rather refreshing that the expression of anger that was on the faces of the women in question were not directed toward him, though after another moment or two, he mentally shook his head as he told himself that there was a part of him that would have preferred that the expression of anger was directed toward him, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more.
The women in front of him could, of course, see the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment, and because that was the case, they saw the smile that appeared on his face. judging from the series of whimpers that escaped from their lips at that moment, it was obvious that they were afraid of what was coming next, but the Don then told himself that it would have been more remarkable if they were not, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he remarked to himself that he was just about to make what they feared a reality.
It was at that moment, however, that he was then forced to pause, and that was because something which he did not expect happened, even though he would have to admit that he liked hearing the screams that escaped from the lips of Estera at that moment, and it was more than enough to cause him to turn his attention toward her direction, only to find that the beautiful young woman was looking in his direction while wearing an expression on her pretty face that could not be labeled as anything other than desperation.
“Please…Master, please…please…please…,” she said, and it was obvious from the expression that was on the face of Estera at that moment that she was desperate. Indeed, she looked a bit relieved when she realized that he was now looking in her direction, but that was most likely brought about by the fact that he was now looking in her direction.
Even if that was the case, however, the look that she was wearing still reflected some of the horror that she was feeling, and it was that horror that caused her to hesitate, with her mouth hanging open as it was obvious that she was thinking of something to say. In the end, the Don did not get the chance to interrupt her, and a desperate series of words escaped from the beautiful young woman as she begged the man who had turned her into a living sex toy.
“Please…please, Master, please use this Rape-Cunt, Master, please…please…please…,” and it was clear to the Don that she would have continued to push more pleading words out of her mouth at that moment, if not for the fact that an involuntary series of whimpers soon escaped from her lips. It was obvious to the Don that despite the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment, there was still a part of her that did not want to go through what it was that she was asking him to do to her, and that, more than anything, caused the smile that was on the face of the Don to widen.
It also caused his manhood to twitch, but because his cock was still confined within the pants that he was wearing, there was no way that she would have realized that such was the case, if not for the fact that he then allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen while he was looking in her direction, and judging from the way that Estera flinched, it was obvious that she understood what the meaning behind the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment was.
He watched as her eyes widened, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that it looked as if she knew what was going to happen next, which led him to ask himself if she would start to shake her head to indicate to him that she had changed her decision and that she did not want to go through this after all. Of course, even if she were to push words to that effect out of her mouth at that moment, it was not as if anything was going to change, and the Don would still have her way with her.
Indeed, he could not help but remark to himself that it would have been more fun for him if she had remained an unwilling participant, but a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, she began to fervently nod her head, indicating to him that she is willing to go through with her offer, though at the same time that she was nodding, the Don could not help but note that the expression that was on her face was all that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was just forcing herself at that moment. 
With yet another mental shake of his head, he told himself that it did not matter what she was thinking at that moment, and that was the thought that was at the forefront of his mind as he then turned his attention toward the direction of his old rival, and with a smile on his face, he then mustered the most insolent tone that he was capable of as he then asked him, “You don’t mind, don’t you, old friend?” and from the tone that he had used at that moment, he made it clear that he was just asking because he knew that it would add to the anger that he was feeling at that moment.
Despite the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, he knew that Arthur was well aware that he did not care about the opinion of the other man, and indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, further adding to the anger that was obvious on the face of his old rival, but even though it was true that he was able to see that such was the case, he went out of his way to turn his attention toward the direction of the women in the room, and in particular, he focused his attention toward the direction of Estera, causing her to flinch.
To be fair, the Don was sure that the other women in the room had also flinched when they realized that he was now looking in their direction, but even if that was the case, he did not turn his gaze toward them, preferring instead to focus his attention toward the direction of Estera. He wondered if she had realized that such was the case, but then she allowed a whimper to escape from her lips and, if he was being honest, the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment caused him to return to the present, leading him to focus his attention more toward her.
“Please…please, Master…,” she begged him, and from the expression that she was now wearing on her face, the Don would have to admit that he was sure that even Estera herself was not sure what it was that she was asking for, leading the Don to then incline his head toward the direction of the beautiful young woman, and that, in turn, caused the expression of fear that she was wearing on her face to become more pronounced. Estera even went so far as to part 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, because the Don cut her off.
“Come over here, Rape-Cunt,” he said, and while it was true that Estera flinched in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, it was not as if she would hesitate to obey the order that she was given. It was true that she allowed a series of whimpers to escape from her lips at that moment, but even if that was the case, she was soon heading toward where he was waiting for her, and it would appear that she had realized that she had to do something that would further add to the submission that she was displaying at that moment, hence, the reason that she got on her hands and knees so that she can crawl over to where he was waiting for her.
If he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as he then remarked to himself that because Estera turned her attention toward the direction of Arthur at that moment, it would seem that her getting on her hands and knees at that moment had more to do with her showing his submission to him, and the smile that was on the face of the billionaire widened even more as he then remarked to himself that it was obvious that this was her way of telling Arthur that he should have chosen her.
Even if that was the case, however, it was not long before Estera found herself on her hands and knees in front of her Master, and she turned her gaze 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 wanted to do nothing more than to submit to him. If he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask if the expression that she was wearing was genuine, or if the only reason that she had placed such a look on her visage was she knew that it was what he would have wanted to see.
With a shake of his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken at that moment – he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then focused his attention toward the direction of Estera, and while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the smile that he was now wearing was the only thing that Estera needed to see for her to know what it was that he was thinking.
He was sure that he added to the trepidation that she was feeling at that moment as he then moved his hands toward the front of the pants that he was wearing, and while it was true that the smile that he was wearing did not widen anymore, the series of whimpers that escaped from the lips of Estera was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she had realized what it was that he was thinking.
It was obvious that such was the reason why she did not bother to place a surprised expression on her pretty face when he took his cock out of the confines of the pants that he was wearing, and while it was true that the look that appeared on the face of Estera at that moment reflected the horror that she was feeling, he still did not need to tell her anything before she moved her face closer and closer toward the direction of his manhood, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that it was obvious that part of the reason that she picked the pace that she was using at that moment was that she was still hoping that he would change his mind about the unspoken order that she was given.
If she was expecting the fearful and pleading expression that she was wearing on her visage at that moment, then she would only be disappointed, and indeed, if anything, the expression that she was wearing made him want to abuse her even more. If she had turned her attention toward the direction of his face at that moment, then she would have realized that such was the case, but at that moment, she was focusing her attention toward the direction of his manhood, and because that was the case, she was unable to see his face.
There was a part of the Don that was disappointed about what had happened, but he pushed that disappointment out of the forefront of his mind, a few moments later, and a smile soon appeared across his face as he then remarked to himself that there was another reason for him to place a wide smile on his face as Estera moved to kiss the tip of his cock. He was quite certain that she was hoping that he would react to the action that she had taken, but since that was not the case, the beautiful young woman decided to take things up a notch as she then parted her lips without moving her head from the position that it was now in, and to the Don, the only reason that Estera parted her lips at that moment that she did was that she was planning on taking his manhood into her warm and wet mouth.
A hiss of pleasure escaped from the lips of the Don, a few moments later, as he then felt the warm and wet mouth of Estera all over the shaft of his manhood, but even if he did allow such a sound to escape from his lips at that moment, he stopped all other sounds that next escaped from his lips as he then focused on the present. 
The Don turned his attention toward the direction of Arthur at that moment, and as he had expected, the man in the cage was wearing an expression on his face that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that he was angry, and the Don would readily admit that he went out of his way to make sure that the next words that escaped from his lips would have the effect that he wanted as he then asked, “Have you tried this mouth for yourself before, old friend?” and because he went out of his way to pause at that moment, he was sure that Arthur would have realized that he was waiting for him to respond.
Even if that was the case, however, there was no way that he was going to respond, at least, not verbally, and in the end, the only thing that his old rival did was glare in his direction while wearing an expression that was the only thing that he needed to see for the Don to be sure that his old rival was hoping that what he was doing was going to be enough for him to get what it was that he wanted.
The Don widened the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment, and because he was still looking in the direction of Arthur, it was obvious that he saw the look that appeared on his face at that moment, prompting another expression of anger to appear on his face. Indeed, that expression on the face of Arthur at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that he was about to say something, but in the end, whatever it was that Arthur would have wanted to say was something that only he would know, because it was at that moment that the Don then cut him off with the words that escaped from his lips.
“Or were you saving her for a rainy day, old friend?” he asked, but this time, he did not bother to keep his attention focused toward the direction of Arthur as he soon focused his gaze toward the direction of Estera, and he soon used his right hand to grab a fistful of her hair. Using that as his leverage, he compelled Estera to remove his cock from her mouth, and while it was true that a relieved expression appeared on her pretty face in response to the action that he had taken, that lasted only for the briefest moment as she must have realized that such an expression was not what she would want him to see at that moment. 
Even if she was able to change the expression that she was wearing, however, it was already too late, and the Don had already seen the expression that she was wearing, which would probably explain the reason behind the horrified expression that appeared on her pretty face, a few moments later, as she realized the mistake that she had made. If he was being honest, however, that look that was now on the face of Estera served only to further stoke the figurative flames of lust burning between his loins, and that smile that appeared on his face next was his way of telling her that such was the case.
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