

THE DOCTORATE EXPERIENCE
FOUR
[bookmark: _GoBack]The sound of cutlery echoed inside the room as he returned to the present, and if pressed, he would readily admit that he lost himself momentarily in a trance of sorts, but now that he was back, the first thing that he did was to turn his gaze away from the plate that was in front of him so that he could turn his attention toward the direction of the man who was at the other side of the table that they were seated on. Although seven empty chairs were placed in between them – and thus, fourteen people could have been placed in between them – he had no problem seeing the expression that was written on the face of the other man as the said man looked in his direction, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to conclude that the expression that the other man was wearing was to be expected.
One does not rise to the position and wield the power that this man wields if he is the kind of person who could have been swayed by seeing a naked young woman – or three – in the same room as him, wearing expressions on their faces that was the only thing that one would have needed to see for them to be sure that these women are begging anyone to come to their aid. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but remark to himself that it was likely that the man in front of him had done something like this, and he was sure that he would not have been content with just three women.
The Don did not allow the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen, but if he were being honest, he would have to admit that the amusement that he was feeling at that moment intensified, and it was because such was the case that he turned his attention toward the direction of the women in question. 
While it was true that he did not allow the smile that he was wearing on his face earlier to widen when he saw the expressions that these women were wearing on their faces, even his self-control would have to give in, and after another moment or two, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen while he was looking in their direction. As they were also looking in his direction at that moment, it was perhaps given that the expressions that they were wearing changed to reflect the horror that they were feeling at that moment, and he inclined his head toward their direction as he knew that it would add to the trepidation that they are feeling.
He still said nothing as the looks that they were wearing changed to reflect the fact that all three of them would have wanted to say something at that moment, but if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the looks that they are wearing at that moment were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure of not only what it was that they would have wanted to say if they were given a chance to speak, but also of what they are thinking, and because that was the case, he would have to admit that he actively went out of his way to make sure that none of them could say anything at that moment.
The Don inclined his head toward the direction of the three women at that moment, and again, the expression of horror that they were wearing on their faces intensified, while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the next course of action that he took should have been more than enough to tell them that he had now focused his attention toward the direction of their flowers, something that was made easier by the fact that all three of them are wearing nothing but the collars around their necks and the earrings that were dangling from their ears.
Of course, the three of them had also been shaved, with none of them sporting hair from the neck down to the tip of their toes. While it was true that he was able to keep the smile that he was wearing from widening at that moment, he would have to admit that he felt no small amount of amusement at that moment as he then focused his attention toward the direction of the flower of Chelsea.
He was not sure if she was aware that he was now focusing his gaze on her most intimate part, but her reaction at that moment gave him the impression that she was aware that he was looking in her direction, after all, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was a combination of a pleading expression and an angry expression. He did not need to ask her which of the two it was that the beautiful woman would have wanted to put on her face at that moment. He inclined his head toward her direction at the same time that he finally widened the smile that was on his face, prompting another change in the expression that Chelsea was wearing.
She parted her lips at that moment, making it clear that she would have wanted to push words out of her mouth, but whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know, because the Don cut her off, not with the words that escaped from his lips, but with the action that he had taken, as he turned his gaze away from her mere moments after he met her gaze with his. He allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen. He told himself that if he had merely turned his gaze away from her, Chelsea would not have realized the meaning behind the action that he had taken, but he soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he returned to the present.
The first thing that the Don noticed when he returned to the present was the fact that he was now looking in the direction of Maureen, but that was to be expected, after all, that was what he planned to do in the first place, and while it was true that he was able to stop the smile that he was wearing on his face from widening, the Don would have to admit that he felt no small amount of amusement at that moment, though he just as easily pushed that thought away as he studied the pleading expression that was on the face of the beautiful woman that he is now looking at.
When Maureen realized that he was now looking in her direction, she parted her lips, and again, that was a sign that she would have wanted to push words out of her mouth, but the Don cut her off, as he simply inclined his head toward her. He was sure that he gave her the impression that he was waiting for her to say something, but that was something that caused her to hesitate instead, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that he expected as much, which was why he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more.
He did not think that there was a need to keep his gaze focused toward Maureen at that moment, which was why he soon turned his gaze toward the direction of Elisabeth, and as he had expected when the said woman realized that he was now looking in her direction, she flinched.
Unlike the two other women that he had turned his attention toward earlier, the expression that appeared on the face of Elisabeth was one of pure horror, with not even the faintest hint of anger in her visage, but that the Don told himself that it was to be expected, after all, she is the only one who had been at the receiving end of his manhood, and while it was true that the two other women in the room were horrified when they were forced to watch as he forced his cock as deep as possible in the unwilling womanhood of Elisabeth, in the end, they were just watching.
Although there was no way that Elisabeth would have been able to realize what it was that he was thinking at that moment, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment gave him the impression that she was aware of what the thoughts that had just gone through the forefront of his mind were, and that was also how he interpreted the series of desperate sounding whimpers that escaped from the lips of the beautiful woman, a few moments later. Of course, if she was hoping that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment would convince him to give her a break of sorts, then she would only be disappointed.
The Don soon allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen, and as he had expected, the look that appeared on the face of Elisabeth was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would have pushed pleading words out of her mouth at that moment if she was able to. Indeed, she soon parted her lips, 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 as he inclined his head toward her, and again, that was more than enough to cut off whatever it was that she would have wanted to say.
If he were being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to keep his attention focused toward the direction of Elisabeth at that moment, and he would also have to admit that such part of him was succeeding in convincing him in that regard. In the end, however, he was forced to return to the present, and he would have to admit that what made him return to the present at that moment would be the sound of the man who was at the other side of the table pointedly and audibly clearing his throat.
He turned his attention toward the direction of the man in question before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, and while it was true that, at first, there was an irritated expression on his face, he removed that countenance that he was wearing, replacing it instead with a look of apology as he regarded the man in front of him, and he soon inclined his head toward the man before he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “My apologies,” he said.
There was a part of him that would have wanted to say something about how he should be forgiven for staring at beauties, but since the expression that was on the face of his companion at that moment told him that he was not interested in hearing whatever it was that the Don would have wanted to say, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind, and instead, he simply allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Where were we?”
The Don would have to admit that he expected the irritated expression that appeared on the face of the man who was at the other side of the table, just as he would have to admit that part of the reason that he had allowed the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was that he knew that it would add to the irritation that the man in question was feeling, and that was made more poignant when he exhibited the smile that appeared on his face to the man at the other end of the table.
If he were being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted the man whom he was supposed to be negotiating with to feel a slight sense of irritation, after all, that would help him in driving his point and probably help in the negotiation itself, but instead of seeing an expression of anger – or even irritation – on the face of the other man, the expression that appeared on his face was one of amusement, and that was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that his ploy had failed.
He was still thinking about that when he was suddenly forced to return to the present as a result of the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of him as the other man then said, “I can understand why you would wish to stare at these beauties,” and while it was true that he paused, he did not give the Don a chance to say anything before more words were escaping from his lips as he then said, “I often found myself in the same predicament,” and with those words, he acknowledged that he had done something akin to what the Don is doing at that moment.
For a brief moment, silence descended between the two of them, and that silence would have been complete, if not for the fact that a series of whimpers were coming out of the lips of the women in the room. It would have been the perfect time for them to push pleading words out of their mouths, but for some reason, they had refrained from doing so, and in the end, it was words that escaped from the lips of the Don that shattered the relative silence that had descended between the two of them with the words that escaped from his lips.
“They are rather nice to look at, are they not?” he asked, but though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips were phrased as a question at that moment, it was not as if he waited for the man in front of him to say anything before he was pushing more words out of his mouth, “They are not as obedient as I would have wanted them, but this is also part of their training.”
The look that appeared on the face of the man in front of him was the only thing that he needed to see for the Don to be sure that the other man was asking himself if what the Don had said was true, but since there was no way for him to assess the veracity of the statements that had escaped from his lips, the Don knew that the man that he was meeting with at that moment would have no choice but to accept what he had just said as true, even if it was also true that the look that appeared on his face, a few moments later, was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that he was unwilling to accept that such was the case.
In the end, the Don decided to throw him a bone of sorts as he inclined his head toward the direction of the other man before he parted his lips so that he could then push words out of his mouth, “Why don’t we entertain ourselves while we are having dinner?” he asked, and again, though it was true that he made it sound as if he was suggesting at that moment, he knew that the other man would have realized that he was making a statement.
In any case, the Don was sure that the other man was not going to refuse him, and he would have to admit that he felt no small amount of amusement when he saw the expression that appeared on the face of the person seated at the other end of the table, after all, that look that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that his control faded, and a sense of excitement appeared on his face.
The Don would have to admit that he would not begrudge the younger man for that, and because such was the case, he soon turned his gaze back toward the direction of the three women in the room, causing all three of them to flinch when they realized that he was now looking in their direction. Indeed, Maureen 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, because she did not get the chance to push words out of her mouth, with the Don cutting her off with the words that escaped through his lips.
“Do you see those glass bottles over there?” the Don asked, and he inclined his head toward the direction indicated, even as he watched the expressions that were on the faces of the women that he directed the words that had escaped from his lips turn their attention toward the direction indicated. 
As he kept his gaze focused toward their direction at that moment, the Don had no problem seeing the expressions that had appeared on their faces, and he allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen as he then remarked to himself that it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that all three of them are afraid of what was going to come next.
It was not as if they had to wait for long regarding that, because after another moment or two, the Don was already pushing more words out of his mouth as he said, “Go ahead and fill them up with your fresh spunk,” before he then placed a wide smile on his face, though he would have to admit that part of the reason behind the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment would be the expression that had appeared on their faces.
The looks that they were wearing were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that all three of them wanted to tell him that there was no way that they were going to do what it was that he was telling them to do, 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 their protesting words, or even the words of anger that looked like they are going to come out of his lips. 
In the end, however, that was not what happened, and indeed, aside from the series of whimpers that escaped from their lips at that moment, the three women made no other sounds, prompting him to then turn his gaze toward the direction of Elisabeth, as the Don is sure that the first woman who would move would be the one who have already experienced his cock deep in her most intimate part. 
The smile that was on the face of the Don widened at that moment, even as he confirmed that Elisabeth was indeed the one who moved first, and after another moment or two, the beautiful young woman allowed even more whimpers to escape from her lips, with the sounds that she was producing serving as her way of telling him that she did not like what it was that she was being made to do, even if she was already complying with the order that she was given.
“What about you, Rape-Pig, Rape-Slut?” the Don asked as he then turned his attention toward the direction of Chelsea and Maureen, and because that was the case, he was able to see the look that had appeared on their faces, which was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure what they wanted to do the most at that moment was to attack him, but at the same time, that look that they are wearing also told him that the two of them are aware that doing so would just make things more difficult for them.
In the end, all the determination that Chelsea and Maureen were showing at that moment faded as the two of them began to move toward the direction of where the glass bottles were, and as he watched the two of them – Elisabeth, after all, had already reached that spot, so there was no need for him to watch her – he could not help but ask himself if they are wondering why the bottles are already in the room, and if they have already concluded that the only logical reason for him to have the bottles in the room and waiting for them was that he already knew what it was that he was going to make them do.
With a shake of his head – and there was certainly nothing mental about the action that he had taken at that moment – he returned to the present, and he focused his attention toward the direction of the three women – and this time, he was able to do that because the three of them had gathered in one spot – so that he could show to them the wide smile that had appeared on his face. The expressions that thy are wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that they had seen the expression that he was wearing.
Once more, Maureen looked as if she would have wanted to say something at that moment, but once more, the Don cut her off with the action that he had taken, as it was at that moment that he then deliberately and slowly shook his head while looking in the direction of Maureen. There was no other way with which to interpret the action that he had taken at that moment, and because that was the case, she allowed a defeated whimper to escape from her lips.
“You do not want me to give you the instructions that I had already given you a second time,” the Don said, and while it was true that there was a smile on his face at that moment, he also made sure that the tone that he used was the only thing that the beautiful women needed to hear for them to be sure of how serious he was with the words that had escaped from his lips.
In the end, more whimpers escaped from the lips of the three beautiful women, but the Don told himself that he was perfectly fine with letting them make those whimpers just so long as they complied with the orders that he had given them, and indeed, even the sounds that had escaped from their lips at that moment told him that they would comply with the order that he had given, which was why, a few moments later, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more.
That smile that now appeared on his face was the result of Elisabeth – and as he had expected, she was the one who complied with the order first – allowing a series of moans to escape from her lips even as she pressed the rim of the glass bottle that she was now holding against the slit in between the lips of her flower, and as she did so, more moans and whimpers escaped from her lips.
The next action that she should have taken at that moment was to start using the glass bottle as a makeshift dildo, but that was not what she did, instead, she 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 a pleading look. Of course, that served only to further stoke the figurative flames of lust that were burning between the loins of the Don, and the smile that appeared on his face at that moment was his way of telling her that such was the case.
It would appear that the expression that he was now wearing was not going to dissuade Elisabeth from pushing words out of her mouth as she soon parted her lips, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know, as the Don cut her off with the words that escaped from his lips as he then said, “The first slave to fill her bottle will be rewarded,” before he then paused, and he made sure that they are aware that more words are going to come out of his mouth.
If he were being honest, however, the Don would have to admit that the expressions that appeared on the faces of the women in front of him were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that even if it was true that he had not yet said anything, they already knew what it was that he is going to say, and because that was the case, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask if it was even necessary for him to say it.
He allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen even more, and from the look that appeared on their faces at that moment, it was obvious to him that they had realized what it was that he was going to do next, or rather, what it was that he is not going to do next, and a series of whimpers escaped from the lips of the three of them.
“It would be better for you if the moans that are coming out of your lips are of pleasure rather than protest,” the Don said as he inclined his head toward their direction, and as he had expected, the looks on their faces reflected the horror that they are feeling at that moment. 
At the same time, however, the words that escaped from his lips had the desired effect, and after another moment or two, the room that they were in was filled with the unwanted moans of the three women as they used the glass bottles that they had been given as makeshift dildos, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Don, the smile that he was wearing on his face widened. 
He was still wearing that expression on his face when he then turned his attention toward the direction of the man who was seated at the other side of the table, and it would appear that he had turned his gaze toward the direction of the man in question just in time to see the look that he was wearing on his face. It was the kind of expression that the Don was sure the man in question would not have wanted to show him, after all, it was the kind of expression that told the Don that there was a part of the other man that wanted to partake of the three women who are now putting up a show for them.
“Well, Mr. Crawford,” the Don suddenly said, and it would appear that the words that escaped from his lips had the desired effect, as the man at the other end of the table turned his attention toward his direction before he had even removed that expression that he was wearing from his face.
It would appear, however, that he was quick to realize just what kind of look it was that he was wearing on his visage at that moment, and because that was the case, he removed the expression from his face, replacing it instead with the one that had been wearing since the start of their meeting. Even if that was the case, however, the Don had already seen the expression on the face of the man who was supposed to be an expert at keeping his emotions in check, and while it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to rub the face of the other man on it, he refrained from doing so as he reminded himself that this is supposed to be a negotiation.
As that was the case, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “It appears that my slaves are putting up a good show for you.”
The expression that appeared on the face of the other man was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that Crawford did not appreciate the words that had escaped from his lips, but even if that was the case, it was not as if the Don was going to take back the words that had escaped from his lips, and indeed, after another moment or two, he added more words that he was sure would have irritated that the other man was feeling to intensify.
“How about I lend you one of them?” he asked using an innocent tone, though he suspected that Crawford would have realized that the tone that he had used at that moment was deliberate, and the amusement that the Don was feeling intensified when he saw the look that appeared on the face of the other man.
Even if the expression that the other man was wearing at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that he wanted to be grateful and accept the offer, he soon schooled the expression that he was wearing, replacing the look that was on his face with one that told him that he was about to refuse him, but in the end, that was also something which caused the amusement that the Don was feeling to intensify.
If he were being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that was waiting for Crawford to allow words to escape from his lips in response to the words that he had uttered, and indeed, the look that was on the face of the other man at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure of what it was that the other man was going to say.
Perhaps it was for that reason that he could not help but feel disappointed when, in the end, the look that was on the face of the man that he was speaking with turned to one that was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that the other man had decided against speaking, and the Don told himself that it was not as if there was anything that he can say or do at that moment that would compel the other man to do what it was that he wanted him to do.
In any case, the two of them were soon forced to return to the present as a series of loud moans and whimpers escaped from the lips of Elisabeth, and before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, the Don would have to admit that he had already turned his attention toward the direction of where Elisabeth was. Of course, he would have to admit that part of the reason that he had turned his gaze toward the direction of the young woman in question was that the sound that had escaped from her lips was the only thing that the Don needed to hear for him to be sure of just how close Elisabeth was to her release.
That Crawford had turned his attention toward the direction of Elisabeth at that moment told him that he too had realized that such was the case, but while it was true that there was a part of his mind that had to wonder what kind of look would be on the face of the other man was, he refrained from turning his gaze toward his direction as he instead focused his gaze toward the direction of the face of Elisabeth.
Within a moment or two of him making that decision, the Don told himself that it would appear that his decision to do so was rewarded, after all, it was at that moment that the look that was on the face of Elisabeth changed to one that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the figurative dam that was holding back her release was about to collapse, and because she was also looking in his direction at that moment, it would appear that she had realized that he was now wearing an anticipating expression on his face.
“Please…please, Sir, please…,” Elisabeth said, and at that moment, the Don told himself that it was not as if he had required the slaves to beg for his permission before they can be allowed to cum. Of course, after another moment or two, the Don told himself that the words that were coming from the lips of Elisabeth at that moment are not her way of begging him for permission to cum, but rather, it was her way of begging him to excuse her from what it was that they are doing at that moment.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to tell her that there was no way that she was going to get what it was that she wanted, but just as he parted his lips so that he could then push those words out of his mouth, he found himself cut off as more moans echoed around the room that they are in, and because he was already looking in the direction of Elisabeth at that moment, he knew that the sounds that he was hearing at that moment did not come from her.
This time, the Don was aware that he had turned his attention toward the direction of Chelsea, and the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more when he saw the look that she was now wearing, after all, there was no difference in the expression that was on the face of Chelsea at that moment with the expression that was on the face of Elisabeth. The Don could not help but tell himself that it was obvious that Chelsea was also about to reach the point where the figurative dam that was holding back her release was about to collapse, and before he had even realized what it was that he was thinking, he was already telling himself that he is looking forward to it.
That thought had barely managed to come across the forefront of his mind at that moment when he was then forced to return to the present as another series of moans echoed around the room, and while it was possible that the sound that he heard at that moment had escaped from the lips of Elisabeth, somehow, he did not think that such was the case, and because of that, he turned his attention toward the direction of Maureen, with the smile on his face widening even more as he then confirmed that she was indeed the source of the sound that he had heard earlier.
“It seems competition is tough,” the Don said off-handedly, before he then turned his gaze toward the direction of Crawford, and because that was the case, he confirmed that the words that had escaped from his lips were intended for the other man in the room, though even if that was the case, it was not as if the intended recipient of the words that had escaped from his lips had turned his gaze toward him.
If he were being honest, however, the Don would have to admit that the lack of response on the part of the other man was something that he was not only expecting, but also something that was glad about, after all, the fact that he is not responding to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment meant that he was focused with the show that happening in front of him, and that was what the Don wanted in the first place.
He turned his attention back toward the direction of the three women at that moment, allowing the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as he then told himself that it was not as if there was anyone who was going to call him out because of the expression that he was now wearing on his face before he focused his attention toward what was happening in front of him.
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