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[bookmark: _GoBack]She had no problem seeing the miserable expression that had appeared on the face of the woman in front of her, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to provide even the faintest assurance to the woman in question, though as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that she was not sure just what kind of assurance it was that she could give the young blond. As she fought the urge to shake her head, she told herself that it was highly likely that if she did not play her cards right, she might find herself in the same predicament as the younger blonde. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that she cannot help but allow a series of whimpers to escape from her lips.
Even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was involuntary on her part, and that, if she were being honest, she would have wanted to stop the sound from escaping from her lips in the first place. Considering that the sound had already escaped from her lips at that moment, there was nothing that she could have done about it, and after another moment or two, she turned her attention toward the direction of the man who was nearest to her, half-expecting – and dreading – that he would be looking in her direction at that moment while wearing a smile on his face that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he is about to give her a humiliating order.
Rebekah would have to admit that even she was not sure if she should be glad or disappointed that the man in question was not looking in her direction, and instead, he kept his gaze focused toward the direction of the makeshift stage, forcing the former agent and handler to also turn her attention toward that direction, even as Rebekah then told herself that she would rather turn her attention somewhere else. 
She knew, however, that she did not have a choice but to keep her attention focused toward the direction in question, and as if there was a part of her that mind that wanted to remove her gaze from that direction, yet another series of whimpers escaped from her lips, with the blond former agent handler remarking to herself that there was a part of her that did not want to continue looking in the direction of where two of her best agents had been forced to fight each other. She would have to admit that she flinched as she reminded herself that Sabrina and Jane are doing far more than just fighting each other at that moment, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah found herself looking in the direction of the stage again.
While it was true that there was a part of her that would have allowed a whimper to escape from her lips at that moment, she was somehow able to stop the sound from coming out of her lips, though the blond former agent and handler would have to admit that if there was anyone who could see the expression that she was wearing at that moment, then they would have realized that the look that was on her face at that moment reflected the horror that she was feeling.
Before she could continue with the thoughts that were at the forefront of her mind at that moment, Rebekah found herself forced to return to the present as sounds escaped from the direction of the stage. She would have to admit that the sounds in question forced her out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, but by the time that she had returned to the present, the author of the sounds in question was already obscured by the fact that both Jane and Sabrina had already closed their mouths, at least, in terms of signaling who among them had made the sound.
That was because the mouth of Sabrina was still open at that moment, but even if that was the case, no sounds were coming out through her lips. The expression that she was wearing on her face, however, was the only thing that the blond former agent and handler needed to see for her to know just what it was that Sabrina was thinking at that moment, even if it was true that the expression that she was wearing on her face did not reflect any of the horror that Rebekah was sure the other former agent was feeling at that moment.
Rebekah told herself that there was no way that the woman she was now staring at would be able to see the look that had appeared on her face at that moment. Yet, when she turned to look at the expression that was written on the face of Sabrina, the older blond cannot help but react – and the way that she reacted at that moment advertised the trepidation she felt – when she realized that the expression that was on the face of Sabrina at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the other woman was aware that Rebekah was looking in her direction.
With a mental shake of her head, however, the older blond forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind, even as she then blinked, and when she recovered from the action that she had taken at that moment, Rebekah was forced to admit that she had made a mistake when she said that Sabrina was aware that her former direct superior was looking at her.
Before she could follow through with that particular thought, however, Rebekah was forced to return to the present even as a series of whimpers – and there was no denying that the sounds that echoed around that moment advertised both pain and the fact that the author of the sound did not like what she was going through at that moment – echoed around the room that they were in, and this time, there was no denying that the sounds in question escaped from the lips of Sabrina.
The sound that had just escaped from the lips of Sabrina were soon followed by more sounds, and there was no need for Rebekah to keep her attention focused toward the direction of the younger blond for her to be sure that the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Sabrina at that moment was the result of the phallus that was in her womanhood being rammed in and out of her unwilling snatch, prompting Rebekah to close her eyes, even if it was just for another moment or two.
It was true that there was no need for Rebekah to keep her attention focused toward the direction of where Sabrina was at that moment for her to be sure of what kind of look would be on the face of the younger blond, but just because that was the case does not mean that she had turned her gaze away from the direction of the younger blond at that moment, after all, she kept her attention focused toward the direction of Sabrina as those sounds escaped from her lips.
Of course, it was not just Sabrina that she kept her attention focused toward at that moment, after all, the older blond and former agent was also looking in the direction of Jane, though she would have to admit that it took another moment or two for her to be able to interpret the expression that was on the face of the other woman. If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that she flinched when she saw the look that was on the face of Jane, because it was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that she would rather not do what she was forced to do at that moment.
That expression that was on the face of Jane at that moment was also something that the woman who was under her was able to see, and there was a part of Rebekah that had to wonder if Sabrina was interpreting the expression that was on the face of the woman above her in the same way that Rebekah was interpreting the expression that was on the face of Jane.
With a mental shake of her head, however, Rebekah told herself that even if that was the case, it was not as if anything was going to change, and indeed, as if to remind him that such was the case, the blond former agent and handler would have to admit that she was forced out of the reverie that she had not even realized she had fallen into as more protesting sounds escaped from the lips of Sabrina, prompting her to focus her attention toward the direction of the younger blond.
At first, Rebekah kept her attention toward the direction of the face of the other blonde, but after another moment or two, she realized that she needed to turn her attention toward the direction of where the two women on the makeshift stage were connected. The expression that was on the face of Rebekah at that moment – had some people are looking at the expression that was on her face at that moment – was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that she did not want to do what she was about to do, and after another moment or two, the conscious mind of Rebekah forced her to flinch even as Jane increased the pace with which she was grinding her hips against that of Sabrina.
The sounds that escaped from the lips of the younger blond at that moment might have given those who are listening to the sounds that were coming out of her lips the impression that she was enjoying herself, and it was for that reason that the sounds coming from the audience reflected the amusement that they are feeling. Naturally, Rebekah did not find herself among them, because she knew that the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Joann at that moment were misinterpreted.
It took another moment or two before the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Sabrina to be correctly interpreted by the members of the audience to indicate the fact that she did not want what she was going through at that moment – with the fake cock that was half-buried in the cunt of Jane ramming in and out of her snatch – but even if that was the case, the members of the audience reacted to the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Sabrina at that moment with even more amused sounds that echoed around the room that they are in.
There was no denying the amusement that the audience was feeling at that moment, and before she could stop herself, a series of whimpers escaped from her lips. Rebekah would have to admit that she was hoping that the sounds that she made at that moment would not be heard by the people who are around her – and here, she told herself that it was not as if this was an unreasonable hope, after all, it had happened before – though after another moment or two, the former agent and handler would have to admit that it would appear that she was not going to get what she wanted as she was soon forced to return to the present even as she realized that the Master was now looking in her direction.
Indeed, the expression that was on his face at that moment was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that he had turned his gaze toward her direction as a result of the sound that had escaped from her lips but a few moments ago, and when she made that realization, the blond would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but wish that she could either take back the sound that had already escaped from her lips, or that she could return just a few seconds into the past to stop herself from making the sound.
She was forced out of the trance that she would have to admit she had not even realized she had fallen into, a few moments later, when she saw the smirk that formed across the face of the Master, and while it was true that the blond former agent and handler was now telling herself that there was no way that the Master was aware of the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment, she cannot help but get the impression that he was aware because of the look that had appeared on his face at that moment.
Although it was true that no sounds escaped from her lips in the immediate aftermath of that thought coming across the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that part of the reason why such was the case was that she thought that the Master would be the one that would shatter the relative silence that had descended between the two of them. 
When she realized that such was not going to be the case, the blond former agent and handler soon parted her lips so that she could then push words out of her mouth, “Master,” she said, before she then paused, and even she would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that even she was not aware of what she wanted to say after those words that had escaped from her lips.
The smile that formed across the face of the Master, a few moments later, told Rebekah that he was aware of what the meaning behind the expression that had appeared on her face at that moment was, but before she could follow up with that particular train of thought, she was forced to return to the present as the Master then made a small sound. She returned to the present just in time to watch as he then inclined his head toward the direction of the stage at the same time that he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Rebekah.
While it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the action that he had taken at that moment was the only thing that the former agent and handler needed to see for her to be sure of what it was that her Master wanted her to do, and while it was true that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to be sure that she did not want to do it, after another moment or two, she focused her attention toward the direction of the stage.
Rebekah told herself that the sound of anguish that escaped from the lips of Sabrina at that moment had nothing to do with her turning her gaze toward the direction of the two other former Angels in the room, but even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that she cannot help but flinch when she saw the expression that was on the face of the younger blond, after all, the look Sabrina was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of the pain that she was going through at that moment.
As she did not want to keep looking in the direction of the face of the younger blond at that moment, Rebekah found herself forced to turn her attention toward the direction of the face of Jane, but if she were being honest, it took less than a moment of seeing the look that was on the face of the former agent at that moment before Rebekah told herself that looking in the direction of the face of Jane was also the wrong decision.
Grunts of exertion escaped from the lips of the woman who was on top of Sabrina at that moment, and if she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Jane at that moment were the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that the younger former agent was going out of her way to keep the fast pace with which she was ramming the fake cock that she was wearing in and out of the unwilling snatch of Sabrina.
If she were being honest, the former agent and handler would have to admit that she is not sure if the reason behind the extra effort that Jane was presenting at that moment was because she wanted to make it as painful as possible for Sabrina, or if it was the other way around, in that Jane wanted to get this over with as soon as possible so that Sabrina would be spare from what she was going through at that moment.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind – and the “Ah…ah…ah…,” sounds continued to escape from the lips of Sabrina – the older blond would have to admit that she found herself unable to make any conclusion as to the reason behind the action that Jane was taking, and after another moment or two, it would appear that there was no need for her to continue think about it. The reason for that was that it was at that moment that the screams that were coming out of the lips of Sabrina changed, and the sounds that she was making were the only thing that Rebekah needed to hear for her to be sure that Sabrina was fast approaching her release.
She was not sure why, but it was at that moment that she turned her attention toward the direction of the Master, and Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to flinch when she realized that he was now looking in her direction. That realization alone was more than enough to force the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind out of the same, and because that was the case, the relative silence that had descended between the two of them were forced out of the forefront of her mind as the Master inclined his head toward her direction.
As he allowed words to escape from his lips at that moment, the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off by the words that escaped from the lips of the Master, and while it was true that he inclined his head toward the direction of the stage at that moment, he kept his gaze focused toward the direction of Rebekah, and because that was the case, it was obvious that the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended for her.
“Are you worried about her not asking for permission before she cum?” the Master asked, and the former agent and handler would have to admit that she cannot help but blink at that moment, even as she told herself that such was not what was worrying her, but even if the look that appeared on her face at that moment would have provided a clue as to what she was truly thinking at that moment, it would appear that the Master did not care about that, as he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Don’t worry about that,” before he allowed the expression that he was wearing to widen even more.
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that the look that was on the face of the Master at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was telling himself that he was being generous with the pronouncement that he had made, and there was a part of her that would have to admit that such was the case. 
The Master could demand that Sabrina asked permission before she could have her release, and if she failed to do so, then the Master would have an excuse to punish the younger blond, and there was something about the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment that was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that the man who holds their leashes – figuratively at that moment, but literally sometimes – was thinking of something very humiliating for a punishment at that moment.
Indeed, as that realization entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that she was unable to stop herself from flinching, and because her owner was looking in her direction at that moment, there was no doubt in the mind of Rebekah that the Master was able to see the action that she had taken at that moment, which would also explain the expression of amusement that appeared on his face at that moment while he was looking in her direction.
Rebekah would have to admit that there was a part of her that did not just want to flinch at that moment, but also wanted to push actual pleading words out of her mouth, but even if that was the case – and she would have to admit that she already knew what it was that she was going to say at that moment – she was forced to pause when the Master allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Besides I am sure that a lot of us here are looking forward to seeing at least one of your Angels cum in front of them while she is being raped by her comrade.”
There was no denying the amusement that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment, and though it was true that there was a part of her that wanted to say something in response to the words that he had uttered, Rebekah found herself forced to just stare in his direction for the next moment or two.
Judging from the expression that appeared on his face at that moment, it was obvious that the Master liked seeing the expression that was on the face of the blond former agent and handler at that moment, and because such was the case, there was a part of Rebekah that told her that she should just remove the expression that she was now wearing on her visage.
“Master…,” Rebekah began, but within a moment or two of those words coming out of her lips, she was forced to pause as she then realized that she did not know what she was supposed to say after the words that had already escaped from her lips. 
As that was the case, she found herself staring in the direction of her owner while wearing a look on her face that advertised the fact that she does not know what she was supposed to do next, though she was then forced to return to the present, a few moments later, as the Master suddenly allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen before he inclined his head toward the direction of Rebekah, and he allowed words to escape from his lips, “Don’t worry, Bitch-Cunt,” he said, and Rebekah could not help but flinch when she heard him use that demeaning nickname that he had come up with for her, but at that moment, he was not yet done speaking, which was why he soon added, “Your turn will come soon.”
Rebekah would have to admit that she found herself just staring in the direction of her owner at that moment, and even she would readily admit that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment was her way of begging him to spare her from what was coming next, but when he saw the look that she was now wearing, the Master simply allowed the smile on his face to widen, and that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that it would not matter what she could say or do at that moment because he had already made up his mind.
Any further musings on the part of Rebekah were interrupted at that moment, even as loud sounds escaped from the lips of Sabrina, and indeed, before she knew what she was doing, the former agent and handler had already turned her attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from. It would appear that she turned her attention toward the direction in question just in time to watch as the figurative dam that had been holding back the release of Sabrina finally collapsed.
The distance that separated her from her agents at that moment might be considerable, but it was not enough to stop Rebekah from noticing how the back of Sabrina arched even as she reached her release. Indeed, the expression that was on the face of the younger blond at that moment also delivered a message by itself, as it was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that the younger blond still did not like what she was going through at that moment, though a second or two later, Rebekah told herself that it would be more remarkable if the look on the face of Sabrina at that moment would tell her that she was enjoying herself.
“Ah…ah…AH!” the moans that continued to advertise the fact that she did not want what was about to happen escaped from the lips of Sabrina, and if she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that the sounds that she produced made her flinch. 
Even if that was the case, however, the older blond was able to turn her attention toward the direction of their Master, though barely a moment after she fixed he gaze toward his direction, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to admonish herself, after all, she already knew what it was that she would see before she had even turned her gaze toward his direction.
The sight of the wide smile that was on his face at that moment caused Rebekah to flinch, though because almost everyone in this makeshift hall was now focusing their attention toward the direction of Sabrina – even as her fresh spunk began to spill out of her abused cunt and around the plastic phallus that Jane had used to make Sabrina cum, after all, the younger agent had not remove the phallus from the cunt of Sabrina just yet – the older blond told herself that no one might have sawed her reaction to what was happening.
It was not something that she should be glad about, however, and that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when the Master then turned his attention toward her direction, and Rebekah could not help but flinch when she saw the wide smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment. Indeed, before she had even realized what she was doing, the blond former agent and handler had already parted her lips, ready to push words out of her mouth – and this time, she knew what it was that she was going to say – but even if that was the case, before she could say anything, she was forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of her owner even as he inclined his head toward the direction of where Sabrina and Jane were.
“What do you think?” he asked her, and yet, even though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was phrased as a question, there was something about the way that he asked that question that made Rebekah realized that he did not care about whatever answer it was that Rebekah would have given him.
That was made more poignant, a few moments later, when the Master allowed more words to escape from his lips without even bothering to wait for Rebekah to respond to the question that he had asked, “have they entertain my guests well enough that there is no need for them to continue to remain on stage, or should they remain on stage?”
This time, the expression that appeared on the face of the Master told Rebekah that he was expecting an answer to the question that was asked, but if she were being honest, the former agent and handler would have to admit that there was something about the look that he was wearing on his face that made her hesitate. 
After another moment or two, Rebekah cannot help but remark to herself that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that he was setting her up for a trap of sorts, and that made her flinch, though after another moment, the blond former agent told herself that the only way that she could figure out what he was planning was for her to march forward – figuratively speaking.
Rebekah turned her attention toward the direction of the makeshift stage at that moment, the expression on her face turning neutral even as she fixed her gaze toward the direction of Jane. It was true that she was the one who was at the giving end of what had just happened, but even if that was the case, the look that she was wearing on her face at that moment was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that the younger woman did not enjoy herself, and that she was ready to do whatever was necessary to be taken off the stage.
If she were being honest, the older blond would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to provide Jane with some sort of assurance, but a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Rebekah would have to admit that she cannot help but remark to herself that she does not know what it was that she could say or do at that moment that would provide that assurance that the younger woman wanted.
She was forced out of the trance that she had fallen into, a few moments later, when she heard the sounds that escaped from the lips of Sabrina, and before she had even realized what she was doing, the older blonde had already turned her attention toward the direction of the younger. 
There was no denying the miserable expression that was on the face of Sabrina at that moment, and there was also no other way to interpret the expression that she was wearing at that moment as anything other than her desperate attempt to get Rebekah to beg their Master to remove them from the makeshift stage that they were on.
If she were being honest, the older blonde would have to admit that her answer was decided within moments of her seeing the expression that was on the face of the younger blonde, and because that was the case, she soon turned her attention toward the direction of the Master. 
The former agent and handler would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to push words out of her mouth at that moment, but she was forced to pause when she saw the expression that was on the face of the Master at that moment as again, the expression that he is wearing at that moment was the only thing that Rebekah needed to see for her to be sure that he was planning something, and that the only reason that the Master had not said anything was that he was waiting for her to say something.
After another moment or two, Rebekah finally parted her lips so that she could push words out of her mouth, and if she were being honest, the blond former agent and handler would have to admit that this was not the answer that she wanted to give, but there was just something about the expression that was on the face of the Master at that moment that made her realize that this is the answer that she should give him.
“This Bitch-Cunt believes that your honored guests should be the one to decide that, Master,” she said, before she then glanced toward the direction of the makeshift stage, and as she had expected, the expression that were on the faces of Sabrina and Jane was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that both of them wanted to attack her. 
Naturally, there was a part of her that wanted to apologize about the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment, but she did not think that she would be given the opportunity to do that, and because that was the case, the former agent and handler allowed a brief expression of regret and apology to appear on her visage while she was looking in the direction of the two women on stage. 
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that she was not sure if either Sabrina or Jane could see the look that she was now wearing on her face, but she soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she returned to the present, and she focused her attention back toward the direction of her Master, schooling the expression that she was wearing so that it was as neutral as possible even as a smile appeared across his face.
There was no denying the amusement that he was feeling at that moment, as aside from the smile that he was now wearing, that amusement also figuratively dripped from the words that were coming out of his mouth as he then inclined his head toward the direction of the stage while he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Rebekah, and because she could see the look that he was now wearing on his face, she realized that she is not going to like the next words that are about to come out of his lips.
“I think that the two of them have done a good job of entertaining us,” the Master said before he then paused, and it was obvious to Rebekah that the pause at that moment was for effect. 
There was a part of her that was grateful for the pause, however, as it allowed her some time, even if it was just for a moment or two – to analyze the expression that he was now wearing on his face. Within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of her mind, however, the former agent and handler was forced to return to the present even as she realized that she was the one who was going to be on the stage next.
Rebekah might not have seen the expression that appeared on her face at that moment – there was no mirror that she could use to do so – but even if that was the case, the former agent and handler was sure that the look that she was wearing at that moment reflected the horror that she felt when she realized that such was the case. Indeed, the expression that was on the face of the Master, a few moments later, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that he was aware that she had figured out that she would soon be on the stage.
She parted her lips to push pleading words out of her mouth, but she was forced to pause at that moment when she saw the look that appeared on his face, and even though it was true that she was not able to just stare at the expression that he was now wearing because he soon removed the same, she still cannot help but remark to herself that the expression that he is now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he is not going to give her what she was going to ask for.
As that was the case, Rebekah told herself that it was useless to ask, and within another moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present as the Master finally allowed the words that he was holding back to escape from his lips, “I want you to get up on that stage, Bitch-Cunt,” he said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, that was only so that he could display the expression that appeared on his face at that moment.
If she were being honest, Rebekah would have to admit that the look that he was now wearing made her flinch, but before she could follow through with that thought, she was once more forced to return to the present as the Master then added, with no small amount of amusement figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips, “and I want you to sell yourself to these fine men and women.”
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