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He sipped from the wine glass that he had been provided by his host at the same time that he turned his attention toward the direction of the two young women who were on their hands and knees in front of him, their expressions advertising the fact that they are both willing to promise anything to be spared from the punishment that the two of them are sure they would be given, even if they had not been told that they would be punished. If he was being honest, however, the man known as the Baker would have to admit that the decision as to whether or not they would be punished was something that was out of his hands, after all, of the three men who are present in this porch, he is the most junior of them.
That was because the two other men who are present on the porch with the Baker at that moment are members of the Order of Archons, with one of them being the youngest person to ever achieve not only membership in the Order, but also the rank of Grand Archon, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he turned his attention toward the direction of the man in question.
By the time he had turned his attention toward the direction of the man who had recruited him – albeit using a non-traditional manner – into the Organization, the Archduke was seated on one of the many chairs on the porch with his attention turned halfway between the other Archon who was seated with him and toward the direction of the setting sun. Of course, he might have been ignoring at last one of those that he had his attention directed toward because when the Baker turned his attention toward the direction of the Archduke, the man also had his wife seated on his lap and it was his wife who was holding the wine-glass that was supposed to be for the Archduke.
For a former slave of the Organization, Emma was certainly not acting like any of the other slaves who are accompanying the three men, because for one thing, while she is hardly the only woman who was seated on the lap of a man at that moment, she was not acting like the other slave who was seated on that position, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he turned his attention toward the direction of the other slave who was seated on the lap of a man.
The Baker, of course, is very familiar with the other woman who was seated on the lap of the other Archon who was on the porch with them, considering that he was the one who had trained this particular slave, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, she turned her attention toward the direction of the Baker. Of course, as he was looking in her direction at that moment, it was but inevitable that the two of them would find themselves staring at each other, but whereas the Baker placed a smile on his face as he stared at Miranda, the young woman flinched, and that was the worst thing that she could have done at that moment because he was seated on the lap of another Archon.
A smile came across the face of the Baker even as a gasp escaped from the lips of Miranda, with that gasp being one of surprise in response to the Archon upon whose lap she was seated suddenly moving his left hand to cup her left breast from behind. The Baker was sure that it was an involuntary reaction on the part of the Archon known as the Pianist because he was not even paying attention to Miranda and had his attention focused upon the Archduke. 
Whether or not the Pianist had realized what the reason behind the flinch of Miranda was, it was of no concern to the Baker, and at that moment, he had turned his attention toward the direction of his two current trainees, allowing a small smile to come across his face as he regarded the desperate expression that was on the face of Natalia and Millie once more.
The two of them were on their hands and knees in front of the table where the Baker and the two Archons – and the two beautiful women who were serving them – were gathered. Behind them, there was a small rectangular infinity pool with one side of the pool low enough compared to the rest. That side was also on the edge of the building rooftop that they were on at the moment so it may look as if the water of the pool would head almost twenty floors down to the ground, but the truth was that the pool had a water-recycling system that would ensure that the waters that would spill out of the pool through that side would simply rotate back to the rest of the pool.
He could not help but wonder if part of the desperate expression that was written on the faces of Natalia and Millie had something to do with the presence of Emma and Miranda – both of whom are part of the stables of the Archduke, even though the former is also his wife – and the submissive nature that the two of them were displaying at that moment, and as a smile appeared on the face of the Baker, he wondered if he should inform Natalia and Millie that in the future, they would just be as submissive as Miranda was at that moment.
It was, unfortunately, not appropriate for him to tell them that they would be as submissive as Emma considering that it was Miranda that the Baker had trained, and the pretty British brunette who is the poster child of the gender-equality movement was someone whom the Archduke himself had trained, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he found himself wondering if that is the reason why the two of them are now together, albeit very few people are aware of that.
‘One wonders where her ‘boyfriend’ fits in all of this,’ the Baker thought even as he allowed a soft sigh – any louder and he was sure that both the Archduke and the Pianist would have turned their attention toward him – to escape from his lips even as he found himself wishing that he also has a slave-girl seated on his lap at that moment. He shook his head a few moments later, however, before he told himself that that was unlikely.
None of the other slaves of the Archduke are present in this building even if it is owned by the Organization, with the Pianist still not having made a decision as to who among the available slaves he would pick as his favorite, or had even gifted his silver-collar to.
The Baker shook his head and forced himself to return to the present at the same time that he returned his attention toward the visage of his trainees. With two Archons present, even if the Baker had wanted to give orders to his two trainees – and even if their training would ensure that they would have no choice but to obey his orders – he would have to wait for the Archduke to affirm the orders that he would give, which was quite a shame considering that the Baker would have wanted to do nothing more at that moment than to have his cock sucked.
Any further musings on the part of the Baker were put on hold a few moments later as, using his peripheral vision, he saw the Archduke suddenly turn his attention toward the direction of his former trainer. If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that what took his attention was the act that Emma had wiggled her hips at that moment, and he did not doubt that her action had caused the cheeks of her ass to rub against the cock of her Master-husband.
That action reminded the Baker that while Emma is technically a slave, she is probably the only slave in the Organization who could not only get away with what she had done but also enthusiastically seduce her Master without being ordered to do so.
He briefly wondered what the reaction of Natalia and Millie – most of the slaves that the Baker had trained had reacted with surprise when they got to know the real Emma – to that would be, but before he could turn his attention toward the direction of the two of them, he was forced to pause as the Archduke looked as if he was about to say something to him.
A few moments later, that proved to be correct, because the Archduke had soon parted his lips, “How are you finding your new duties under our newest Archon so far?” he asked.
The Baker would have to admit that he did not think that it was appropriate for his former immediate superior to ask that question from him at that moment, after all, the man that they were talking about was right there with them, but then he mentally shook his head at the same time that he silently told himself that the Archduke is a Grand Archon and he expects his questions to be answered.
It was for that reason that the Baker inclined his head toward the direction of the Archduke a few moments later, but that was hardly his response to the question that he had been asked, and thus, he soon parted his lip and said, “We have been quite busy, and I like it,” before he then inclined his head again, though this time, he inclined his head toward the direction of his two trainees who could not help but flinch in response to his actions.
Of course, that flinch was justified, since in response to that, both the Archduke and the Pianist turned their attention toward the direction of the two girls who remained on their hands and knees, and though no one had said as much to them, it should have been obvious that these two are the ones who hold all of the power in this assembly.
A few moments after he had turned his gaze toward them, he caught sight of the lips of Natalia moving, and it was rather obvious that she was about to ask something from the Baker, either of the two present Archons, or even all three of them at the same time, but whatever it is that she was about to ask from him would be something that only she would know because she was not even given the chance to say anything, with the Archduke making a comment a few moments later that was intended for the Baker, yet he did not bother to lower his voice to ensure that its intended recipient would be the only one who would get the message.
“I think we have been neglecting them,” the Archduke said with a mischievous smile on his face, and the Baker did not even need to turn his attention toward his trainees for him to know that both Natalia and Millie were not only looking at the direction of the Archduke and his smile when he spoke but also that the two of them understood that their period of rest – well, relatively – had come to an end.
The Baker was not sure how, but it would appear that Emma knew exactly what her Master-husband was going to do next, because even before he had finished speaking, the beautiful brunette was already getting back on her feet, and indeed, by the time that the Archduke had finished speaking, Emma was already moving back toward the direction of a small chest that the Baker would have to admit he did not even realize was there until he realized that the favorite of the Archduke was walking toward the same.
As far as containers go, it was rather small, especially when compared to the wheeled cabinets, and with a start, the Baker realized that that was the point, because by this time, a trainee would have already learned to associate the wheeled cabinets with the collection of sex-toys and whips that the Organization uses. By using a smaller chest, neither Natalia nor Millie would have realized that the chest serves the same function until they had been shown the contents of the same.
The chest, of course, would contain fewer toys than the cabinet, but he suspected that the Archduke already had a plan in mind even before he had the chest brought there, and the fact that he already has a plan in mind may also be the reason why Emma knew when to stand from where she was seated.
He was quite sure that every pair of eyes in the room were directed toward Emma at that moment even as she made her way toward the direction of chest – on her feet, of course, because apparently, the Archduke would not allow his slave-wife to be on all fours whenever they have guests – but a few moments later, the Baker was forced to turn his attention away from the favorite of the Archduke as a sharp gasp escaped from the lips of Miranda.
Naturally, he turned his attention toward the direction of Miranda when that happened, though a part of him did regret the fact that he did so, even if he was treated to the sight of Miranda grimacing even as both of her breasts were cupped from behind by the Pianist. The Baker still had his attention turned toward the direction of the Pianist and Miranda when the former removed his hands from the breasts of the latter, but that was not something that was supposed to give Miranda any sort of comfort because a few moments later, the Pianist gave another order to Miranda.
The beautiful raven-haired young woman had gone a long way from the time that he Baker himself had first met her because while it would appear as if she was still hesitating, that hesitation appeared to be limited to the Pianist and she was fast getting over such hesitation to obey the orders that she was being given. In short order, Miranda was on her hands and knees in front of the Pianist, and the last thing that he saw about her before he returned his attention to the favorite of the Archduke was that she was already moving her face closer toward the crotch of the Pianist so that she could take his cock in her mouth.
By the time he had returned his attention toward the direction of the favorite of the Archduke, she was already heading back toward the direction of the Archduke, and she was casually carrying an eight-inch long, four-inch wide square metal box in hand. For a brief moment, the Baker would have to admit that he found the scene rather strange because Emma was carrying the box with just one hand, but then he mentally shook his head even as he told himself that it would be weirder if she was carrying such a small box with both of her hands in a reverent fashion.
Another thing that surprised the Baker was the fact that Emma made her way not back toward the direction of her Master-husband right away, instead, she first made a stop toward where Natalia and Millie were on their hands and knees, and while he actually could not see the expression on the face of Emma at that moment, he was quite certain that she had a smirk on her pretty face even as she placed that box in between the two of them.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he could certainly see the reason why there would be a smirk on the face of Emma, after all, while she had not bothered to show Natalia and Millie what the contents of the box are, the Baker knew what would be inside the box, and as he glanced toward the direction of the Pianist – and Miranda who was, at that moment, bobbing her head up and down the shaft of the cock of the man that she had been told to service – he could not help but wonder if the reason why the Archduke had chosen this particular torture was because of the other Archon, after all, the Pianist is supposed to be an expert in this particular kind of torture.
“You may open the box,” the Baker heard the Archduke speak a few moments later. The instruction, of course, was directed toward Natalia and Millie, but rather than turn his attention toward his trainees, the Baker instead turned his attention toward the direction of the Archduke, and he did so just in time to watch as Emma took a seat on the right arm-rest of the chair where her Master-husband was seated. As soon as she was seated, the arms of the Archduke began to move, and soon, his forearm was resting on top of her thighs.
Of course, the Baker turned his attention away from the Archduke a few moments later, turning it instead toward the direction of his trainees, just in time to see the two of them turn their attention toward the box that had been placed between the two of them. He could see the curious expressions that were on the faces of both Natalia and Millie as the latter opened the box, and the smile that was on the face of the Baker widened even more when he saw the two of them react to the needles inside the box by widening their eyes.
For a few moments, it looked as if neither one of them knew what it is that they were supposed to do with the needles, and indeed, the two of them turned their attention toward each other, but before the two of them could focus their attention toward each other, they were forced to pause and turn their gazes toward the direction of the Archduke who waited until the two of them had focused their eyes upon him before he said, “Those go into your breasts.”
The expression of horror on the face of Natalia and Millie caused the smile on the face of the Baker to widen – and for his half-erect cock to twitch – even as he regarded the two of them. That expression that they are wearing also told him that there was no way that the two of them were going to comply with the orders that they were given if they had a choice in the matter, but of course, they did not have a choice, and the next words to come out of the lips of the Archduke a few moments later conveyed that to the two trainees.
“Of course, you can refuse to do as you are ordered,” he said before the smile that was on his face widened again and he added, “In that case, my wife will be the one to do it for you, and she will make sure to do it as painfully as possible.’
The Baker would have to admit that he did not even think that the expression of horror on the face of Natalia and Millie could become even more pronounced, but that was exactly what happened, though he would have to admit that he wondered if part of the reason for the horrified expression that the two beautiful young women were wearing at that moment has something to do with the announcement of the Archduke that Emma is his wife.
As horrifying as the pronouncement of the Archduke had been for Natalia and Millie, it would appear that he was not done with the threats, and a few moments later, he added another one when he said, “Then with those needles in your tits, I would have you given to the dogs.”
It was rather obvious – or at least, it was to the Baker – that it was the threat of being given to the dogs that caused both Natalia and Millie to make up their minds regarding whether or not they should obey the order. The two of them turned their attention toward each other a few moments later, though they did not move their faces enough because the Baker could still see the expressions on their faces, with both of them silently telling the other that it would be in their best interest to obey the order that they were given.
By the time both Natalia and Millie had returned their attention toward the direction of the Baker and the two Archons who were with him, the look on their faces was the only thing that he needed to see to be sure that they had decided to obey the orders that they would be given, yet, when they turned their attention toward the direction of the Archduke, the Grand Archon was not even looking at them, and was instead distracted by the fact that his lips were covered by the lips of his slave-wife.
There was no way that he was not aware of the fact that people were looking at him, and indeed, when the two of them ended their kiss a few moments later, the first thing that the Archduke did was turn his attention toward the direction of Natalia and Millie before he then addressed them, “I apologize for that, but it has been more than half an hour since I last kissed her, and that was part of our vows.”
‘He seems to be reminding us of the fact that he married her more often than I expected,’ the Baker thought even as he wondered if doing so would affect the two trainee slaves who are with them. In the end, the Baker had no choice but to expect that it would have an effect, after all, the Archduke would not have done it otherwise, but then again, the Baker could not help but wonder if the Archduke was doing what he was doing simply because he can do it.
The musings of the Baker were put on hold a few moments later, however, as the Archduke quickly spoke, and though the message was not intended for him – it was for Natalia and Millie – the Baker knew that he would have to listen to the instructions as well.
‘You get to insert the needles into the breast of your partner,” the Archduke said a few moments later. The smile on his face widened once more before he then asked, “Now isn’t that fun?”
The expression on the faces of Natalia and Millie was the only thing that the Baker needed to see to know for himself what the two of them thought about the command that they had been given, and that was quite fortunate as it was obvious that neither one of them was going to say anything in response to the what the Archduke had said. Of course, if the Baker could recognize the meaning behind the expression on the faces of his trainees, then it was a given that the two Archons who were with them at that moment would also recognize the expression that both Natalia and Millie were wearing.
“Go ahead and kiss each other, please,” the Archduke suddenly said, forcing the two young women who had returned on their hands and knees – and he had to wonder if they had even realized what they had done – to once more turn their attention toward each other. Of course, as far as orders go, the one that they had received at that moment was rather benign, and they would have had no problems complying with the same, if not for the fact that the two of them understood that this was merely preparatory for the real show that the two of them would be forced to put up for their audience.
Still, it was not as if they actually had a choice, and probably realized that any further delay on their part would serve only to irritate the Archduke – he may be more patient than the other members of the Order of Archons, but even he would have his limits – Natalia and Millie began to move toward each other. A smile did form across the face of the Baker a few moments later as he watched them get on their knees before they moved their heads closer toward each other.
No command was given for the two of them to rub their breasts together, but that was exactly what the two of them did a few moments later, with Natalia letting out a moan a few moments later even as she pressed her breasts closer together so that they would appear larger than they usually are. This was a course of action that Millie followed a few moments later, and soon, moans escaped from the lips of the two young women as they rubbed their nipples against each other.
Soon enough, the nipples capping the breasts of Natalia and Millie were fully erect, and the two of them showed that they were aware of that when they began to rub their nipples together. To the Baker, it was less rubbing their nipples together and more the two of them using their rock-hard sensitive nubs of flesh as make-shift swords to fence with each other, and as those sensitive knobs of flesh made contact with each other, it elicited more moans from both Natalia and Millie.
The Baker was reminded of the fact that it was not only Natalia and Millie who were feeling pleasure at that moment, and he was reminded through a single moan of pure pleasure that escaped from the lips of the Pianist a few moments later. The Baker would have to admit that he had forgotten about the Pianist up until the moan of pleasure that escaped from his lips that made him turn his attention toward the Archon in the first place, and as he turned his attention toward that direction, the Baker reminded himself that there is another beautiful young woman in this porch aside from Natalia and Millie.
It was easy for the Baker to find where Miranda was, after all, she could hardly move from her position in between the knees of the Pianist, and while it is rather obvious that she would not move from the position that she was in if she had wanted to move, she would have had to remove the cock that had been inserted in her warm and wet orifice from where it was, and that was surely something that the Pianist would have objected to, hence, the reason why she cannot move.
In any case, the moan that escaped from the lips of the Pianist a few moments later would be his way of telling everyone who would have listened to him that he had reached his climax, and indeed, a few moments later, the Baker watched as the newest member of the Order of Archons moved his hands so that both of them were over the head of Miranda, looking the pretty face of the newest member of the stables of the Archduke in place.
This simply meant that even if Miranda had wanted to move her head and place some distance between her warm and wet mouth and the – no doubt – twitching cock of the Pianist, she would not have been able to. Of course, the training that she had gone through meant that Miranda did not even want to remove his cock from her mouth.
The Pianist may be inexperienced, but he is also a member of the Order of Achons, which means that he can control himself well enough that no curse escapes from his lips even if the expression on his face clearly shows that he wanted to let one escape from his lip. The reason for that curse that wanted to escape from his lips would be because at that moment, the Pianist had actually achieved his release, and sure enough, a few moments later, he let out a grunt of pure pleasure before his seed erupted from the tip of his cock, hosing the pretty face of Miranda as it would appear that he had removed his cock from the mouth of the young woman before he had achieved his release.
He had turned his attention away from the Pianist, however, because, at that moment, Natalia and Millie had finally begun the main event of the show, and though the expression on the faces of the two young women clearly showed that they would rather not do it, a few moments later, Natalia did reach out for the box that was between the two of them so that she could take the first needle out of the container.
A protesting moan escaped from the lips of Millie a few moments later – though the Baker had to commend her for preventing herself from screaming there and then – as the first needle pierced through the sin covering her left breast. At that moment, there was an apologetic expression on the face of Natalia, leading the Baker to wonder if she would still be wearing that expression on her pretty face if she had realized that Millie would be returning the favor soon enough. 
Much to the surprise of the Baker, however, it was not Millie who took the next needle from the box, which pretty much put an end to his earlier thought that they would be taking turns torturing the other with the needles. As neither the Archduke nor the Pianist had said anything, however, the Baker took that to mean that this was allowed, and in any case, any further musings on the part of the Baker were once more placed on hold as another moan – and this time, it was louder – escaped from the lips of Millie.
Again, the scream that escaped from her lips was the direct result of a needle being inserted into her breast, although this time, Natalia had inserted the needle into the other breast of the young woman. The apologetic expression on the face of Natalia became even more pronounced at that moment, and it was clear that she wanted to stop what she was doing at that moment, with the older of the two trainees turning her attention toward the direction of the Baker.
If she was expecting him to give her permission to stop what she was doing, then she would be disappointed, and he thought about telling her that even if he had wanted to give her permission, he could not do it, after all, it is the Archduke who gave them the command. Instead of an expression on his face silently telling her that she could stop torturing her friend, the expression that Natalia saw on the face of her trainer was a smile that told her that she should get on with it and carry on with what she was doing.
The smile on the face of the Baker widened when he saw the hesitating expression on the face of Natalia at that moment, and apparently, the Archduke had seen it too, because a few moments later, the Archduke spoke, “Perhaps Millie would now like to have her revenge on her friend?” he asked, and though it was phased as a question, it was rather obvious that it was a command. 
Millie looked as if she was about to protest, and the look on her face reflected that yet at the same time, she could not ignore – and she could not even if she wanted to – the fact that there were two needles inserted into her breasts, and those were placed there by her friend in front of her. The way that the Archduke had also referred to what she was about to do as her chance for revenge also, no doubt, played in the mind of Millie, and a few moments later, the younger of the two trainees turned her attention toward the direction of the needles, causing the eyes of Natalia to widen as she realized that Millie was now taking control.
The lips of Natalia parted even as Millie picked one of the needles, and the fact that she parted her lips told the Baker that Natalia was about to say something, though because she had her gaze focused upon her friend, it was rather obvious that whatever it was that she wanted to say would have been directed toward Millie.
Whatever it was that Natalia had wanted to say, it was something that only she would know because the next sound to escape from the lips of the older of the two current trainees of the Baker would be a scream. The scream was the direct result of the pointed edge of the needle that Millie had taken from the box being forced into the breasts of Natalia. 
It would appear to the Baker that the younger of his two trainees was hell-bent on revenge because she had not even waited for Natalia to recover from the first needle before she inserted the next one into the other breast of Natalia, causing another scream to escape from the lips of the older woman even as the Baker found himself wondering why it would appear that Millie was more tolerant of pain than Natalia was.
At the same time that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, however, it would appear that Natalia had also recovered, and soon enough, the two of them – Natalia and Millie – actually reached for the box at the same time, and because that was the case, their hands touched each other a few moments later, casing surprised expression to appear upon the face of both women. The surprise expression soon turned to determined expressions and the Baker was sure that both Natalia and Millie would have started to wrestle at that moment if not for the fact that the Archduke suddenly decided to stop the two of them.
“Stop,” he said, causing both Natalia and Millie – and if pressed, the Baker would admit that he would have included himself in that number – to replace the determined expression on their faces with a confused expression. The two of them turned their attention toward the direction of the Archduke – as did the Baker – only to find that the slave wife of the Archduke had moved from where she was seated and was, indeed, nowhere in sight.
None of them had to wait for long, however, before the beautiful brunette had returned, and when the Baker saw that Emma was carrying an egg tray – with half a dozen eggs on it – the smile on his face widened. As with the needles, the Baker knew what the eggs were for, though he would have to admit to some confusion as to why the Archduke had suddenly decided to change his method midway because those eggs – while designed to cause humiliation for Natalia and Millie – have nothing to do with the needles that were already on their breasts.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he was looking forward to the screams that would have escaped from the lips of both Natalia and Millie when the needles were forced either into or across the nipples that capped their breasts, but it would appear that he was not going to be seeing that show today. The show that would involve the half-boiled eggs – for that is what the eggs that the slave-wife of the Archduke was brought at that moment – would be more than enough compensation for him.
“In the future,” the Archduke suddenly said, focusing his attention upon Natalia and Millie even as the egg tray was placed in between the two of them and beside the box that was still practically filled with needles, “you may find a Master who would ask you to demonstrate your ultimate show of submission and loyalty” – and as he said that, the Baker noted that he turned his attention toward Emma, clearly telling all of them who he believes he could ask that of in the future – “and today, you will be practicing for that ultimate show of submission.”
The Archduke turned his attention toward Miranda at that moment, and in response to the nod that the Archduke gave her, the newest member of the stables of the Archduke began to crawl toward the direction of where Natalia and Millie were. It would appear that even though this was supposed to be a show of submission and loyalty on the part of Natalia and Millie, the Archduke was not going to trust them to insert those eggs into their most intimate of parts themselves, for that was the reason why Emma had brought those eggs in the first place.
Natalia and Millie said nothing even as Miranda placed herself in front of them, though just because they did not say anything does not mean that they did not react, and the smile on the face of the Baker widened even more when he saw the pleading expression that appeared on the face of his two trainees a few moments later.
He would have broken into laughter at that moment as it was rather obvious to the Baker that both Natalia and Millie wanted to beg Miranda to let them have a break, but while there was a part of Miranda that would have probably sympathized with them, she knew better than to substitute her desires with the orders of her Master, and the Baker had no doubt that Miranda had been briefed as to what it was that she was supposed to do.
The Baker would readily admit that he was disappointed that he could not see the expression that was on the face of Miranda at that moment, but if he was being honest, he would have to admit that he had no trouble imagining that it must be an expression of regret. In any case, a few moments later, Miranda was already moving and though the Baker could not hear the words that were coming out of the mouth of the newest member of the stables of the Archduke, she was somehow able to compel Natalia and Millie to move into a position that saw them squatting with their knees as far apart as possible.
This position meant that the cunt of Natalia and Millie were again in full display and soon enough, the Baker – and the other members of the audience – were treated to the sight of Miranda trying to push one medium-sized half-boiled egg into the birthing canal of Natalia whose only reaction to this most unusual way of her cunt being forced to open and part would be to place a pleading look on her face. 
Perhaps one of the Archons in attendance would have been moved to give her what she was requesting, but unfortunately for Natalia, she had turned her pleading expression not toward either the Archduke or the Pianist, instead, she kept her pleading expression focused upon the direction of the face of the Baker who, even if he had wanted to give her a break, would not have been able to do so anyway.
“Please…Sir…,” she managed to let that simple plea escape from her lips, but the Baker merely shook his head in response to the plea that was directed to him. 
A few moments later, she realized that it was not the Baker that she should be begging, and she turned her attention to look in the direction of the Archduke – now whether or not she realized that it was the Archduke who ranks higher or not is another question entirely – at the same time that she opened her lips. The Baker had the distinct impression that she would have pleaded with the Archduke at that moment, but the only sound to escape from the lips of Natalia at that moment was another protesting scream even as another egg was forced up her cunt.
“I think Millie is feeling a little left out, Miranda,” the Archduke suddenly said, and in response to that, Miranda turned her attention toward the direction of the younger of the two trainees of the Baker. At the same time, Millie reacted as well, and although she turned her attention as well, she fixed her gaze toward the direction of the Baker with an expression on her face that begged him to do something to prevent what she was sure was about to happen to her.
As with Natalia, the only reaction that the Baker gave his trainee was a smile that indicated to her that he was not going to do anything about the predicament that Millie was now in. A disbelieving expression appeared on the face of Millie at that moment, but that expression lasted only for the briefest moment as soon, it was replaced by a pained look paired with a protesting scream even as Miranda inserted the first medium-sized, half-boiled egg up the cunt of Millie. 
“Ah!” she screamed, and the Baker was certain that if not for the fact that they were on a roof-deck porch that was open to the air, the scream that had just escaped from the lips of Millie would have been reflected toward them. Of course, the audience did not think about that anymore a few moments later because they were then treated to another round of loud scrams that escaped from the lips of Millie to mark the exact moment in time when Miranda had forced the second egg up the cunt of Millie.
With Natalia and Millie now sporting two half-boiled, medium-sized eggs each, the Baker expected Miranda to carry on with the third one and force it up the most intimate of parts of either Natalia or Millie, but the eyes of the Baker widened a few moments later as he watched Miranda suddenly reorient herself, turning her face so that she was soon looking toward the direction of the audience, and as she switched to mirror the same position that Natalia and Millie were in at that moment, the confused expression on the face of the Baker faded, replaced instead by a knowing smile as he told himself that the last two eggs were reserved for Miranda herself.
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