

THE DON’S INVITATION
SEVEN
He did not bother to remove the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face as entered the room, and indeed, if he was being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that went out of his way to make sure that the expression that appeared on his face at that moment was as wide as possible, though just because the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was wide did not mean that it had the desired effect, after all, he was not even looking in the direction of the only other person who was inside the room at that moment. A heartbeat or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then went out of his way to widen the expression that he was wearing on his face, and even he would have to admit that the look that he was now wearing was theatrical, though he doubted that the intended recipient of the expression that he was wearing on his face would understand that.
That smile that was on his face became a little less theatrical, a few moments later, as he then remarked to himself that, of course, the person who was the intended recipient of the look that he was now wearing on his face would have something else to worry about, after all, he is in a cage that was barely big enough to fit him, and what he was wearing at that moment was the torn remnants of what must have been a three-piece suit that would have garnered him respect, if it was intact, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he inclined his head toward the direction of the man in question, causing a hiss of anger to escape from his lips.
The Don would have to admit that he did not need to hear any kind of word escaping from the lips of the man who was inside the cage for him to know what it was that he was thinking, though if he was being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that he would push words out of his mouth if only so that he could find something that he can use to insult him even more. He had to wonder if she had realized that he was waiting for her to say something and that is the reason why he decided against pushing words out of his mouth, but after another moment or two, he mentally shook his head as he forced himself to return to the present.
He knew that the expression that he placed on his face at that moment was his way of telling her that there was no way that he was going to do what it was that he was expecting him to do, and he was given assurance that his old rival had realized what the meaning behind the sound that had escaped from his lips at that moment was when he heard the hiss of anger that escaped from the lips of his old rival. Indeed, the look that he was wearing on his face soon turned to one that reflected the impression that he was about to push words out of his mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that his old rival might have wanted to say at that moment, it was something that only he would know.
The fact that Arthur was not able to push words out of his mouth at that moment had little to do with any action that the Don had taken, it just so happened that it was at that moment that he was about to push words out of his mouth, the door to the room that they were in opened yet again, and while it was true that it did not make that much of a sound, there was something that compelled the Don to turn his gaze toward the direction of the door.
Of course, just because he turned his attention toward the direction of the door at that moment does not mean that he was no longer able to see what Arthur was doing, and indeed, he focused his peripheral vision toward his direction at that moment, with the smile on his face widening even more when he realized that his old rival was also staring in the direction of the opened door, but whereas the expression that was on the face of the Don at that moment was one of amusement and excitement, the look that was on the face of Arthur was one of horror and no small amount of anger.
The Don could not help but remark to himself that, of course, he would be wearing that expression, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the billionaire focused his attention back toward the direction of the door, just in time to watch as Samantha was half-led, half-dragged into the room by one of the subordinates of the Don, and the beautiful young woman had to be half-dragged, half-led into the room because she was on her hands and knees at that moment.
He allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more as he noted the collar that was wrapped around the neck of the young woman, as aside from that – and the leash that was attached to the front of the collar – the beautiful young woman was wearing nothing else. 
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that regretted the fact that such was the only thing that the beautiful young woman was wearing, because if it was up to him, he would have gone out of his way to place clamps on her nipples as well, and he would probably attach bells to those clamps just for good measure as well.
The arousal that he felt at that moment was such that he was not able to stop a hiss of pleasure from escaping his lips at that moment, but even if that was the case, it was not as if there was anything about the sound that had escaped from his lips at that moment that caused him concern. Indeed, there was even a part of him that would have to admit that he would have gone out of his way to make sure that the sounds that had escaped from his lips at that moment were heard by not only his old rival but also by his daughter as she was half-led, half-dragged into the room that they are now in.
Of course, Samantha was not the only one who was going to take part in his evolution, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he returned his attention toward the direction of the door just in time to watch as Estera was led into the room, and much like Samantha, the beautiful young woman was also on her hands and knees with the collar around her neck and the leash attached to it as the only thing that she was wearing.
He supposed that the miserable expression that Estera was wearing at that moment was also something that deserved to be commented about, but with a mental shake of his head, the Don told himself that it was not as if Estera was the only one who was wearing such an expression on her pretty face, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, and this time, there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken.
Judging from the series of whimper that escaped from the lips of Estera at that moment, the billionaire would have to say that it would appear that she had heard the sounds that had escaped from his lips at that moment, but he mentally remarked to himself that such was something that added to the amusement that he was feeling, and that was reflected in the fact that his manhood twitched at that moment. It was just a shame that there was no way that Estera would have realized that such was the case because he was still wearing his pants.
After another moment, he was forced to come out of the reverie that he had not even realized he had fallen into as another series of whimpers echoed around the room that they were in, and judging from the direction of where the sound had come from, he would have to guess that it was Samantha and Estera who had made the sounds that had forced him to return to the present, but just because that was the case does not mean that he turned his gaze toward their direction, and indeed, he focused his gaze toward the direction of the door at that moment, with the Don then remarking to himself that doing so turned out to be the right decision, a few moments later, as he then watched the two women who were half-dragged, half-led into the room.
The expressions that were on the faces of Amanda and Asia at that moment also caused his manhood to twitch, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he watched as Jessica and Jennifer were also half-led, half-dragged into the room that they were in. 
Naturally, the four of them are wearing nothing but the collars that were wrapped around their necks and the leashes that were attached to the front of those collars, and the four of them were also on their hands and knees at that moment. When Jessica realized that he was now looking in their direction – or it might have been just coincidence – she turned her gaze toward him, and the miserable expression that she was wearing intensified even as she silently begged him for some sort of reprieve, though judging from the look that she was wearing, it was obvious that she understood that not even the look that she was now wearing was going to change anything, hence, the reason that she soon parted her lips, though before even the tiniest of sounds could escape from her lips, the Don had already turned his attention away from her.
That was because it was at that moment that two more women – Maya and Hailey – were led into the room on their hands and knees, also wearing the same collar and leash that the others were wearing. As he focused his attention toward their direction, a series of whimpers escaped from the lips of Jessica and Jennifer, and he did not even need to turn his attention toward them for him to know that the two of them were preparing to push the actual pleading word out of their mouths. 
There was a part of the Don that was looking forward to hearing whatever it was that they would have wanted to say at that moment, but even if that was the case, he did not bother to turn his gaze back toward their direction, preferring instead to just keep his expression focused toward Maya and Hailey, and naturally, the two of them are also wearing miserable expressions that were the same as the looks that were on the faces of the other women.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to ask them why they thought that the looks that they were wearing would cause him to grant them some sort of reprieve when the same expressions on the faces of their sister-slaves did not affect him, but after another moment or two, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then inclined his head toward their direction while widening the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face. 
The Don felt his cock twitch when he saw the expression of trepidation that appeared on the beautiful faces of Liezel and Maya, but even if he had wanted to keep his expression focused toward their direction at that moment, he was precluded from doing so as he then had to turn his attention toward the direction of the two other women that were half-led, half-dragged into the room at that moment, and even if it was true that he already knew who was going to be led into the room at that moment – after all, there were two only other slaves left – he still focused his attention toward their direction, and he made sure that the smile that he was wearing on his face was as wide as possible as Morgan and Anh Phan were led into the room, and naturally, they are also wearing nothing but the collar around their necks and they remain on their hands and knees.
He turned his attention toward the direction of Arthur in his cage, and even he would have to admit that the tone that he used at that moment was intended to provoke him as he inclined his head toward his direction before he then pushed more words out of his mouth, “Now that we are all here, old friend, can you guess what it is that is going to happen next?” and while it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phased as a question, it was not as if he waited for Arthur to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips before he was pushing even more words out of his mouth.
“Well, you will win no prizes for guessing though,” he added before he allowed amused sounds to escape from his lips, and those sounds were still coming out of his mouth when he inclined his head toward the direction of the farther end of the room where the women were now being gathered, and it was only after he was sure that Arthur had turned his gaze toward the direction indicated that he also turned his gaze toward that direction.
Although it was true that the women were led into the room on their hands and knees, by the time the Don had turned his attention toward the direction of where the women were, they were already forced on their feet, and if it was possible, the smile that was on the face of the Don widened as he then remarked to himself that they were indeed forced on their feet at that moment because he was sure that they are aware of what kind of evolution it was that they would be made to do next, and because that was the case, they would rather have remained on their hands and knees.
The Don was forced out of the reverie that he had not even realized he had fallen into, a few moments later when a series of protesting and pleading whimpers escaped from the lips of Anh Phan, and while it was true that he was looking in the general direction of where the women were, it was only after those sounds had escaped from the lips of Anh Phan did he focused his attention toward her direction, with the Don widening the expression that he was wearing on his face as he confirmed that she was indeed looking in his direction at that moment.
There was a reason that Anh Phan was looking in his direction, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that he did not need to think that much for him to know what the meaning behind the expression that she was now wearing was, after all, it was at that moment that the same man who had half-led, half-dragged her into the room had clipped a hemp rope extending from a socket in the wall on the other end of the room on the front of the collar around her neck, and it was obvious that the purpose of this rope was to drag her across the room toward the slit in the wall. Of course, Anh Phan was not the only one who was in that position, and indeed, by the time he had turned his attention toward her direction, she was the only one who was not in that position.
“Well, they are not just going to be dragged to the other end of the room,” the Don said, and while it was true that he was looking in the direction of the young women who were in the room at that moment, it should be obvious that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment were intended more for Arthur. Indeed, he made sure that she had realized that such was the case as he then turned his gaze toward him, and though he would readily admit that there was a part of him that was surprised when he realized that he was now looking in his direction, he still inclined his head toward his direction at the same time that he widened the smile that he was wearing.
“Ah!” protesting sounds escaped from the lips of the women at that moment, and because of the sounds that they had made, the Don was forced to turn his attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from. The billionaire would have to admit that he was not sure if it was the case, but he still would have laid odds that the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened when he heard the sounds that the women had made, though he would readily admit that not even he was sure who among them had made the sounds that made him turn his attention toward them, though he would readily admit that more than two of them had made the whimpers that had made him turn his gaze toward their direction.
While it was true that there was a part of him that was curious as to who were the ones who had made the sounds that had made him turn his gaze toward them, he pushed that curiosity out of the forefront of his mind as he then noted what it was that made them make the sounds in the first place, and while it was true that the smile that he was wearing on his face did not widen anymore, he was sure that most of them would have realized what it was that he was feeling at that moment.
As for the reason behind the amusement that he felt at that moment, he would have to admit that it was because of the hemp rope that had been pulled taut from the other end of the wall where the women were standing, though it was not the ropes that were attached to the front of the collars that they are wearing that had been pulled at that moment, rather, it was the rope that had been placed in between their legs, and because of the position that the ropes were in at that moment, it means that when they were pulled taut, the ropes were forced in between the lips of their most intimate parts, and it was that which had caused the sounds that had escaped from their lips in the first place.
Of course, he was not just going to make the women rub their most intimate parts against the rough exterior of the hemp rope, and the figurative flames of lust that were burning between the loins of the Don increased in temperature, a few moments later, as he then noted the knots that were placed on the hemp rope, with the billionaire then telling himself that they would feel no small amount of humiliation and arousal when their most flowers not only make contact, but were forced through those knots, and the Don would have to admit that as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he was unable to stop himself from widening the smile that he was wearing on his face even more.
The Don turned his attention back toward the direction of Arthur at that moment, and with a wide smile on his face and an amused tone, he then said, “Those ropes would pull them toward the other end of the room,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, it was not as if he waited for Arthur to say anything before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the ropes course yet again, and he pushed even more words out of his mouth, “And the knots would make sure that they would cum even if they do not want to.”
It was at that moment that he turned his attention toward the direction of the women and he was not the least bit surprised to see that most of them were looking in his direction at that moment while wearing pleading expressions on their faces, but if they were expecting him to be moved by the expression that they are wearing, then they would only be disappointed, but it was not as if he was going to say anything to them, and it was because such was the case that he then pushed more words out of his mouth, and it was directed toward Arthur.
“Of course, it is not as if they are allowed to cum without permission,” the Don said, and this time, the widened smile that had appeared on his face was genuine. From the sounds that escaped from the lips of the Arthur that escaped from his lips at that moment, it was obvious that he understood the meaning behind the sounds that had escaped from his lips at that moment, though he was hardly the only one who had understood the meaning behind the words that had escaped from his lips as a series of whimpers also escaped from the lips of the women at that moment.
It was obvious that the sounds that had escaped from their lips were their way of asking him to turn his attention toward them, and if he was being honest, he would have to admit that he was about to do just that, but he still has something else to say to Arthur, and it was because such was the case that he was soon pushing more words out of his mouth, “They know that it would not be easy to ask for permission, and they know what the punishment that they would be given would be if they do what they are not supposed to do.”
He had barely finished pushing the words out of his mouth when he turned his attention toward the direction of the women, and he picked one at random before he then addressed her using the demeaning nickname that she was given, “Tell your boss what the punishment would be, Sex-Toy.”
The expression that was on the face of Hailey at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for the Don to be sure that she did not want to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips, and indeed, for a moment or two, the beautiful young woman tried to convince him to go pick another woman with the expression that she was wearing on her pretty visage. If anything, however, the look that was on the face of Hailey at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see to further fan the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins, and the smile that appeared on his face at that moment should be enough of an indication.
Perhaps that was the reason behind the series of whimpers that escaped from the lips of Hailey at that moment, and it was clear to the Don that she was still hoping that the sounds that had escaped from her lips at that moment would cause the billionaire to stop what it was that he was doing. He did not need to respond – at least, not verbally – to the expression that had appeared on the face of the young woman, and instead, he simply inclined his head toward her direction, causing another series of whimpers to escape from the lips of the beautiful young woman.
Although it was true that Hailey began to shake her head at that moment, it was not as if that was going to change anything, and it was obvious that she understood that such was the case, after all, it was at that moment that she parted her lips so that she could then push words out of her mouth, and there was no denying that the sounds that were coming out of her mouth at that moment are pleading words, “The punishment would be to be fucked by dogs, Master,” she said before she then placed a remarkable expression on her pretty visage.
That look that was on the face of Hailey at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that even she felt no small amount of surprise at the fact that she was able to say the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment, and she certainly did not bother to remove the surprise that she felt from the expression that she was wearing as she looked in his direction. 
If she was expecting him to say something, however, then she would only be disappointed, and while it was true that he once more inclined his head toward the direction of Hailey, even before she could react to the action that he had taken, the Don had already returned his gaze to his old rival, and it was not long after he had done that before he was pushing more words out of his mouth, “that is right,” he said, and he did not even bother to hide the amusement that he was feeling at that moment, though it was not as if he was done with pushing words out of his mouth, and after another moment or two, he then added, “Sex-Toy is right, my old friend, those who cum without permission would be sent to the dogs.”
He paused at that moment, and if pressed, the Don would readily admit that part of the reason that he had paused was that he was enjoying the expression of anger and horror that was on the face of his old rival, but as enjoyable as that was for him, he soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then pushed even more words out of his mouth, and at that moment, he inclined his head toward the direction of his old rival once more before he then added, “It was tempting to say that they would get fed to the dogs, but that isn’t going to be accurate, after all, the dogs would not want to eat them, the dogs would just want to fuck them.”
If he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that part of the reason that he allowed those words to escape from his lips was that he was hoping that Arthur would respond to what it was that he had said, and he would have to admit to feeling no small amount of disappointment when he realized that he was just going to be disappointed in that regard because it was obvious that his old rival was not pushing words out of his mouth. In the end, he simply turned his gaze away from him, returning it instead toward the women who are in the room.
The series of desperate whimpers that escaped from the lips of the beautiful women at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that they were looking in his direction, and indeed, the expression that they were wearing at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that all of them would want to push words out of their mouths. There was a part of him that would have wanted them to say something, but perhaps the expression that he was wearing on his face conveyed that to the women in question, which was why rather than say anything, they simply allowed the expressions that they are wearing to do the talking for them. 
Of course, the Don could understand what it was that they were trying to say, but just because he could understand what it was that they were trying to say to him did not mean that he was going to give them what it was that they were asking for, and indeed, the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don widened even more at that moment, though he then deliberately returned his gaze toward the direction of Arthur before he once more inclined his head toward the direction of his old rival.
“You and I have been dealing with each other for so long that it does not seem fair for me to not grant you one boon for this evolution,” the Don said, and while it was true that he was using a serious tone at that moment, the expression that was on the face of Arthur was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that he could not bring himself to believe the words that had escaped from his lips. If he was being honest, however, the Don would have to admit that he could not care less if his old rival would not do what it was that he was about to ask her to do, after all, if Arthur refused to make a choice, then he could always claim that the fact that all of the women in the room are about to go through the evolution was the fault of the other man in the room.
This time, there was no denying the amusement that the Don felt as he once more inclined his head toward the direction of Arthur, and it was at that moment that he then allowed even more words to escape from his lips as he then said, “You get to choose one of them to sit this one out.”
The expression that appeared on the face of Arthur at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that instead of being assuaged by the words that had escaped from his lips, the old man was even more outraged, though if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that he can understand why that was the case, after all, Arthur had just been told to condemn nine of the women in the room that are with them to a humiliating ordeal while sparing only one,
Indeed, the Don would have to admit that he was reasonably certain that he already knew who it was that his old rival would pick, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen even more as he focused his attention toward the direction of his old rival. Doing so allowed him to see the expression that he was wearing on his face, and once more, the Don told himself that it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure of what it was that the other man was thinking.
He inclined his head toward the direction of Arthur at that moment, and using a theatrical pleasant tone – though he was unsure if Arthur would have realized that the tone that he used at that moment was just theatrical – he then pushed more words out of his mouth, “Well, are you going to make a choice, old friend?”
The Don was sure that it was more the tone that he used – rather than the words that had escaped from his lips – that was the reason behind the expression of sudden anger that appeared on the face of Arthur, and he could not help but remark to himself that the look that he was now wearing on his face was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that there was no way that Arthur was going to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips.
Indeed, a sort of silence descended inside the room at that moment, and the Don simply allowed that silence to go on for the next moment or two. After another moment, however, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, and that should be the only thing that Arthur would have needed to see for him to know that it would be in the best interest of everyone if he were to make a choice.
Just because that was the case, however, does not mean that the old man was going to make a choice, and indeed, he simply kept his gaze focused toward the direction of the Don at that moment even as he caused the expression of anger that he was wearing on his face to intensify. Indeed, within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that he was pretty sure that Arthur would have wanted to say something, but, in the end, whatever it was that he would have wanted to say would be something that only the old man would know.
He did not bother to push those words out of his mouth, after all, opting instead to simply stare in the direction of the Don while still wearing that expression of anger on his visage, and if he was being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to ask if his old friend would have thought that the look that was now on his visage would have changed anything.
He refrained from doing that, however, and instead, he fed the anger that Arthur was feeling at that moment through some other means, as it was at that moment that he inclined his head toward him before he said, “If you are not going to make a choice, then I suppose that you want to see all of them participate in this evolution,” and even before he had finished pushing the words out of his mouth, he had already turned his gaze toward the direction of where the women were.
The Don told himself that the decision to turn his gaze toward the women was the right thing to do, after all, it allowed him to see the expressions that had appeared on their faces, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins increased in temperature even as he studied the expressions that the women were wearing.
 For a change, however, it was obvious that the looks that were on their faces were directed not toward him, but toward the other man in the room, after all, the look that they were wearing was a combination of a desperate plea as well as anger at the fact that Arthur was not choosing one of them. Of course, the look that they were wearing was something that added to the pressure that the other man in the room was feeling, and the next words that escaped from the lips of the Don, he would have to admit, added to the pressure that his old rival must be going through at that moment.
“You know,” he began, and while it was true that the words that were about to come out of his mouth at that moment were intended for Arthur, he still did not bother to turn his gaze toward his direction, and instead, he simply kept his gaze focused toward the women in front of him as he then added, “I have always wondered if you have had your way with any of these slaves before, old friend,” and it was only after those words had escaped from his lips did he bother to turn his gaze toward the direction of Arthur.
The look that was on the face of the other man was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that he was outraged by the suggestion, but if Arthur was expecting the Don to be moved by the look that he was now wearing on his face, then he would only be disappointed, after all, that expression of anger was what the Don wanted to see, and because that was the case, rather than an expression that would have suggested that he was intimidated by the look that was on the face of the other man, the expression that appeared on the face of the Don at that moment was one of amusement.
He did not even bother to hide that fact from Arthur, and to further emphasize that what he was feeling at that moment was amusement, the Don allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen while he was looking in the direction of the other man in the room.
“Once this evolution begins, even if you beg me to spare one of them, I would just ignore you,” the Don said, “this is your last chance to pick one of them to be spared, old man.”
The look that was on the face of Arthur at that moment told the Don that he was still not inclined to make a choice, but that expression that he was wearing was also the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the reason that he was not making a choice was not because he did not want to spare anyone. On the contrary, the expression that was on the face of Arthur at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that he wanted to spare everyone.
Of course, there was no way that the Don was going to grant him that favor, and the next words that escaped from his lips at that moment were, he would have to admit, intended to cause the pressure that Arthur was feeling to intensify. 
“Not even your daughter, old man?” he asked.
As he had expected, the mention of his daughter caused the expression that was on the face of Arthur to tighten, and while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the look that he was now wearing was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to know what the thoughts that were going through the forefront of his mind at that moment were. The Don would readily admit that he wanted to hear the thoughts that were going through the forefront of the mind of Arthur at that moment, though before he could follow up with that thought, he was forced to return to the present.
The decision not to gag Samantha – or the other women for that matter – paid dividends, as it was at that moment that the beautiful young woman failed to stop herself from pushing pleading words out of her mouth, and as the desperate, “please…please, father, please…please…,” echoed around the room, the Don would have to admit that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
He would have to admit that he had already expected that his old rival would pick his daughter above all of the other women that are in the room with them, and because that was the case, he did not see the need to turn his gaze back toward the direction of Arthur so that he could see what he was sure would be an expression of decisiveness on his face now that his daughter had asked for his help directly.
The Don, however, would have to admit that he felt no small amount of surprise when he realized that no such assistance was forthcoming for Samantha, and Arthur kept his mouth shut at that moment, causing even more pleading sounds – but, for some reason, Samantha refrained from pushing actual words out of his mouth – to escape from her lips, and the Don remarked to himself that the sounds that are coming out of her mouth at that moment were causing more pressure on Arthur than anything that the Don could say at that moment.
Indeed, it was for that reason that he did not bother to stop Samantha from doing what it was that she was doing, preferring instead to just keep his gaze focused toward his old friend and rival, and judging from the look that was on the face of Arthur at that moment, he did not appreciate what his daughter was doing, but even if that was the case, he doubted that he would have gone out of his way to tell her to stop what it was that she was already doing.
The next words that escaped from the lips of the Don certainly added to the pressure that Arthur was feeling, and if he was being honest, the billionaire would have to admit that it was intentional, and the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was a reminder for Arthur as to what it was that he was supposed to be doing at that moment, “Well, old friend, are you still not going to make a choice?” and while it was true that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment were phased as a question, he did not bother to wait for her to say anything before he was pushing more words out of his mouth, “Even after your daughter has already asked for your help.”
In response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, Arthur turned his attention toward him, and even the Don would have to admit that he felt no small amount of surprise when he saw the expression of anger that was on the face of Arthur, after all, he did not think that his old rival was capable of placing that expression on his face anymore, though after another moment or two, he mentally shook his head as he forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind, before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the other man, and as expected, the expression of anger that he was wearing just intensified.
“Are you going to choose someone else then?” the Don asked, and while it was true that he made it sound as if that was an innocent question, he knew for a fact that Arthur would have realized that it was not, after all, the true meaning behind the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment was if he was going to ignore his daughter and declare that there was someone else more important than Samantha among the women that the Don had gathered. 
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