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[bookmark: _GoBack]The expression of horror written on the face of the woman in front of him fueled the smile that he was wearing on his face, and he did not even bother to hide that fact from her. If he were being honest, he would have to admit that he went out of his way to show her the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment because he knew that it would add to the trepidation that she was feeling, something that was made more poignant when he heard the whimper that she made.
It was obvious that she was hoping that the sound that escaped from her lisp at that moment would convince him to give her some sort of break, but if he were being honest, he would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment served only to fuel the smile that he was wearing on his face even more, adding to the expression of horror that she was wearing.
The Don would readily admit that he would not have minded falling into some sort of positive feedback loop at that moment, but with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind before he then focused his attention away from the woman who was in front of him and toward the direction of the three other women who were in the room.
He would have to admit that while it was true that he turned his attention away from Cindy at that moment, he still kept his peripheral vision focused on her, and because that was the case, he had no problem seeing the expression of horror that she kept on her face, even when it was obvious that she was aware that he is no longer looking in her direction.
Of course, that expression that Cindy was wearing at that moment was also the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that while it was true that there was a part of her that was grateful because he is no longer looking in her direction, there was also a part of her that would rather that he just keeps his attention on her because it meant sparing her friends and colleagues from whatever it was that he was planning on doing to them next.
The billionaire would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to take her up on that, but the fact that he is now looking in the direction of the three other women in the room should be more than enough to tell Cindy that he is not going to give her what it was that she was asking for. Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
Cindy allowed a whimper to escape from her lips at that moment, and that sound was the only thing that he needed to hear for the Don to be sure of just what kind of expression would be on the face of the woman in question. 
Even if it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to turn his gaze toward her – and even if it was true that part of his peripheral vision was still focused on her – he refrained from turning his gaze away from the three other women in the room, reminding himself that one of them would surely fail soon, and that his conscious mind wanted to watch that failure happen.
More whimpers escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment, with the Don then asking himself if she was aware that the sounds that she was producing gave him the impression that she wanted him to focus his attention on her. If he were being honest, the billionaire told himself that it was possible that there was a part of him that wanted to do that, but he soon pushed that thought to the forefront of his mind. 
In any case, he was still compelled to focus his attention toward the direction of the three other women in the room as all three of them not only continued to allow moans and whimpers that advertised the pleasure that they are feeling out of their lips, but also milk that their bodies were tricked into producing thanks to the very same enzymes that the four of them had developed.
The whimper that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she had seen the smile that appeared on his face, but even if it was true that there was a part of him that told him that it was time for him to return his gaze toward her direction, he refrained from doing so.
At that moment, the Don told himself that the expression that appeared on his face was the result of what the three other women in the room were doing, and because such was the case, it made sense for him to keep his attention focused on them. 
Within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of his mind, the smile that he was wearing widened, before he then noticed how Tiffany was forced to stop what she was doing so that she can allow a hiss of pleasure to escape from her lips, but just because she had stopped what she was doing does not mean that the same was true for Vivian, and the latter was compelled to continue what she was doing.
If it was possible, the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don widened even more as he then remarked to himself that while it appeared as if nothing was compelling the tree other women in the room to continue licking the slits in between the lips of the flowers of the woman in front of her, the same was not true, and the threat of punishment compelled them to continue what they are doing.
He is sure that all three of them are aware that there was no way that they could stop themselves from having as an unpermitted orgasm, but even if that were the case, they continued with the task that they were given, hoping that they can outlast the two other women that they are being forced to put up this entertainment with. 
With a mental shake of his head, the Don told himself that, as far as he is concerned, it does not matter who is going to win and who is going to lose.
What mattered to him was that someone was going to lose and that someone was going to be punished, though a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he mentally shook his head again as he told himself that it was time to begin the punishment phase. 
He returned his attention toward the direction of Cindy at that moment, and while it was true that the sounds that were coming out of his lips earlier told him that she was begging him to keep his gaze focused toward her direction, when he did focus his gaze toward her, the look that appeared on her face was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had changed her mind.
That was more than enough to fuel the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face, and when Cindy saw the expression that he is now wearing, she allowed more whimpers to escape from her lips before she began to shake her head, though just as she was about to do that, the Don grabbed a fistful of her hair before he then used that as his leverage to drag her toward the direction of a rack that had been placed inside the room.
The screams that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment were expected, with the Don then remarking to himself that he would have been more surprised if not such sounds were coming out of her lips as he dragged her toward their destination. Indeed, even though he was sure that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened, the screams that were coming from her lips increased in volume.
Even if it was true that the protesting sounds that were coming out of the lips of Cindy at that moment increased in volume, it was not as if she was going out of her way to allow actual protesting words to escape from her lips. 
For a brief moment, the Don wondered if it was because she was aware that any sounds that she made would be less than useless. After all, any pleas that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would have just fueled the figurative flames of lust burning between his loins – and he would readily admit that such were the case – but with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind.
He inclined his head toward the direction of the rack, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that was just about ready to push actual words out of her mouth, but he was forced to pause at that moment because he soon heard the sounds that escaped from the lips of one of the three other women in the room, and it was the kind of sound that compelled him to turn his gaze toward her direction.
The Don knew that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more at that moment, even as he watched Tiffany lose the race. 
Of course, in this context, losing the race meant that she just had an orgasm, and as he watched her arch her back even as she allowed a scream that advertised such fact to escape from her lips, the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don widened even more. He kept his attention focused on Tiffany for another moment or two before he then shook his head rather theatrically, and he returned his gaze toward the direction of Cindy. 
“I told you one of them is going to fail,” he said, though barely a moment had passed since those words had escaped from his lips before he was already allowing other thoughts to enter the forefront of his mind as he acknowledged that he is not sure if he had told her about it before. With a mental shake of his head, however, he pushed that thought to the forefront of his mind before he returned to the present, and he turned his attention toward Tiffany.
“You came without permission, Rape-Toy,” he said, and he did not even bother to make it sound as if he were asking her a question.
The musings of the Don were interrupted at that moment when Tiffany turned her attention toward the direction of his face, the expression that she was wearing the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would have allowed pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment, but before she could do so, the Don was already allowing words to escape from his lips.
At that moment, however, the words that were coming out of his mouth were directed not toward Tiffany, but toward Vivian and Kim, as he then inclined his head toward them at the same time that the words escaped from his mouth, “Get into a sixty-nine position, Rape-Cunt, Rape-Slut,” and the tone that he used should be more than enough to tell them that he is not going to tolerate any dissent from them.
The expression that appeared on their faces told him that Kim and Vivian would have wanted to protest against the instructions that they were given, though after another moment or two, the two women turned their attention toward each other before they then allowed whimpers to escape from their lips. The sounds that they were making at that moment were the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that they were still protesting, but they did comply.
It was an action on their part that caused the Don to smile, and he made sure that he was still wearing that expression on his face when he then turned his attention toward the direction of Tiffany who allowed more whimpers to escape from her lips when she realized that he is now looking in her direction. 
Indeed, the expression that appeared on the face of the doctor at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to push actual pleading words out of her mouth, but the moans and whimpers that once more escaped from the lips of Kim and Vivian cut off the pleading words that were supposed to come out of her mouth.
If he were being honest, there was a part of the Don that would have to admit to feeling no small amount of disappointment when he realized that the two of them are not going to resist the instructions that he had given them anymore than they already had, but with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he returned to the present.
While it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to watch Kim and Vivian at that moment, he forced himself to turn his attention back toward the direction of Cindy, and he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more when he saw the expression of horror that appeared on her face. 
Indeed, that expression that she was now wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to push protesting words out of her mouth, but before she could do so, the Don cut her off, and while it was true that he first simply inclined his head toward the direction of the rack, he was soon allowing actual words to escape from his lips as he then said, “get on the rack.”
The expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to push actual words out of her mouth, but she then saw the expression that was now wearing on his face. No more words may have escaped from his lips at that moment, but the expression that he was wearing was still more than enough to tell him just what it was that she was thinking.
Then again, given the situation that they are in, it would probably have been more surprising if Cindy was not thinking what it was that he knew she was thinking.
The Don shook his head at that moment – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken, which served only to add to the trepidation that Cindy was displaying on her visage, but if he were being honest, that was something which only fueled the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face – before he then schooled the expression that he was wearing into a serious and impatient expression.
Cindy flinched at that moment, an action that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had understood the meaning behind the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment. For a brief moment – and in an obvious response to the expression that appeared on his face – it looked as if she was about to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, she only allowed whimpers to escape from her lips before she turned her attention toward the rack.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but be disappointed by the action that she had taken, because by turning her gaze away from him at that moment, she failed to see the expression of amusement and lust that appeared on his face. A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he pushed that thought out as he then watched Cindy make her way to the rack.
Even the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot turn his gaze away from what was happening, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen even more, but it was not as if Cindy can see the expression that he is now wearing because it was at that moment that he went out of his way to turn his gaze away from her.
That smile, however, remained on his face as he looked in the direction of Tiffany, and it was for that reason that the woman in question flinched when she realized that he was now looking at her. Indeed, Tiffany went so far as to part her lips, but in the end, whatever it was that Tiffany would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know.
A whimper might have escaped from the lips of the doctor at that moment, but that did not mean that she was able to push coherent words out of her mouth. While it was true that the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment did not widen any more than it already had, the billionaire would have to admit that the expression on his face at that moment was still more than enough to tell her just what it was that he was thinking at that moment.
The whimpers that escaped from her lips at that moment caused the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face, and because she can see the look that he is now wearing, the trepidation and horror that Tiffany was feeling at that moment increased, adding to the amusement that was on the face of the billionaire.
“Please…please, Master…,” Tiffany began, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that he did not think that the doctor was capable of pushing pleading words out of her mouth at that moment. That he was proven wrong at that moment only caused the amusement that he was feeling to become more pronounced, which was reflected in the expression that he was wearing on his face.
More protesting and pleading whimpers escaped from the lips of Tiffany, a few moments later, but again, if she were expecting him to be moved by the sounds that were coming out of her mouth at that moment, then she would only be disappointed. The expression that appeared on the face of the Don at that moment is the only thing that Tiffany would have needed to see for her to know that such was the case.
Of course, that did not stop her from pushing more words out of her mouth, and as he approached her, the Don found himself being serenaded by the desperate sounds that were coming out of the lips of the doctor, “Master, please…please…please…,” she said, only for those desperate pleas that were coming out of her mouth to stop even as the Don grabbed a fistful of her hair before using that as his leverage to drag her toward the direction of where Cindy was already restrained.
Even though it was true that more screams were coming out of the lips of Tiffany at that moment, she was still somehow able to allow actual pleading words to escape from her lips, something that the Don would have to admit that he was thankful for, because the sounds that were coming out of her lips at that moment fueled the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins.
He stopped dragging Tiffany only after they had reached a spot practically beside where Cindy was restrained, but rather than turn his attention toward the direction of the restrained doctor, the billionaire went out of his way to return his gaze toward the direction of Vivian and Kim, with the smile on his face widening even more as he noted how the two of them had now resumed licking the cunt of the other.
As there are now only two of them left, there was no need for them to remain on their hands and knees, and instead, they have moved into a sixty-nine position, with the Don admitting – even if only to himself – that the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face widened even more as he watched what was happening.
“If you had controlled yourself better, you would have found yourself licking the cunt of one of those girls,” the Don said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he informed Tiffany that the words that escaped from his lips were intended for her when he then went out of his way to turn his attention toward her direction.
The look that was on the face of Tiffany at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she already knew that the message was intended for her, though it would appear that she was grateful that he turned his attention toward her as it meant that she could plead.
“Master, please…please…,” she said, and again, it was clear that she would have allowed more pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment if she were allowed to. 
For his part, the billionaire would have to admit that while it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to hear her push the pleading words out of her mouth, he pushed that part of him from the forefront of his mind at the same time that he schooled the expression that he was wearing to present a glare toward the direction of Tiffany.
The doctor flinched when she saw the expression that he was now wearing, and because that was the case, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say at that moment would be something that only she would know. It did not mean that no sounds escaped from the lips of Tiffany, however, because whimpers did escape from her lips at that moment.
He allowed an amused sound to escape from his lips before he then inclined his head toward the direction of where Cindy was restrained while keeping his attention focused on Tiffany. As expected, Tiffany turned her attention toward the direction of her colleague, the expression on her face changing to reflect the fact that she is not looking forward to hearing the next words that were about to come out of his mouth.
“I am going to fuck your friend’s ass,” the Don said, and he made sure to use a tone that was as conversational as possible, because he knew that doing so would add to the trepidation that Tiffany – and Cindy – was feeling at that moment.
He received confirmation that such was the case, a few moments later, when he saw the expression that appeared on the face of Tiffany, as well as the series of whimpers that escaped from her mouth at that moment. If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was also a part of him that would have wanted to see the expression that was on the face of Cindy, but he refrained from doing so as he waited for Tiffany to act on the words that had escaped from his lips.
Although it was true that he had not told Tiffany just what it was that she was supposed to do, there was a part of him that couldn't help but hope that she would realize what he wanted her to do. 
The disappointment that he was feeling intensified after another moment or two, however, when he saw the confused expression that appeared on the face of the doctor, and that expression that she was now wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that Tiffany was aware that she was supposed to do something. She just could not imagine what it was that she was supposed to do.
A sigh escaped from the lips of the Don at that moment – and even he would have to admit that the sound that escaped from his lips was not purely theatrical – before he then parted his lips so that he can allow words to escape from his lips, “Go and prepare the asshole of your friend, otherwise, she is going to scream when I take her in the ass.”
The expression of horror that appeared on the face of Tiffany at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the doctor had imagined that such was going to be the order that she would be given, but despite the horror that she was now wearing on her visage, it would appear that Tiffany had managed to rally whatever defiance it was that she was capable of rallying and she managed to shake her head.
He allowed the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face to widen when he saw the expression that appeared on Tiffany's face of Tiffany at that moment, and as expected, the smile that he was wearing on his face was something which added to the trepidation that Tiffany was displaying on her face. 
“Please…please…,” the doctor said, and again, there was no denying the desperation that she was feeling at that moment, but that was something which added to the amusement that the billionaire was feeling, hence, the reason that the smile that he was wearing on his face had widened even more.
“Master please, don’t make me, please…please…,” Tiffany said, and it was clear to him that she would have continued to push more of such pleading words out of her mouth, if he had not forced her to turn her gaze toward the direction of Cindy, a few moments later.
“Look at her,” the Don demanded, but even such a simple order had caused Tiffany to flinch, and that led to the Don remarking to himself that Tiffany was already aware of just what kind of expression it was that she would see if she were to turn her gaze toward Cindy. Of course, that was something which only made him want to compel her even more, and that was reflected in the tone that he used, a few moments later, with the next words that escaped from his lips, “Look at her!”
The whimper that escaped from the lips of Tiffany caused the cock of the billionaire to twitch, but he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind even as he watched Tiffany turn her attention toward the direction of Cindy and the expression of horror that the woman who was strapped on the rack was wearing on her face.
Tiffany flinched at that moment, and as she turned her attention toward the direction of his face, the expression that she was wearing was the only thing that the Don needed to see for him to be sure that she still would try to convince him to withdraw the order that she was given. It was for that reason that the Don is sure that the order that escaped from his lips, a few moments later, was something that surprised her.
“Fine, if you don’t want to do it, then don’t do it,” he said.
The surprised expression that appeared on Tiffany's face at that moment would have caused the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as well, but he pushed that thought to the forefront of his mind even as he turned his attention toward Cindy. As expected, when she realized that he was now looking in her direction, the doctor who was strapped to the rack allowed pleading moans and whimpers to escape from her lips.
When Cindy realized that the sounds that she was making was not having the desired effect, she finally allowed actual words to escape from her lips, “Master, please…please, no, please...please…please…,” she said, with the expression on her face the only thing that the billionaire needed to see for him to be sure that she was not done pleading.
The expression that appeared on the face of the Don at that moment, however, was the only thing that one needed to see for them to know that he was not going to change his mind anymore. He did delay slightly as he turned his attention toward the direction of Tiffany, and he would have to admit that he was glad that he did, because doing so allowed him to see the guilty expression that she was now wearing.
Once more, that expression that the other doctor was wearing told the billionaire that Tiffany knew what was going to happen soon, and how painful it was going to be for Cindy.
In that regard, he was assisted by the screams that escaped from the lips of Cindy as the Don placed himself behind her, and the screams that were coming out of the lips of the doctor who was strapped on the rack intensified in volume and desperation, a few moments later, when the billionaire then placed his hands on the cheeks of the ass of Cindy.
A scream escaped from the lips of Tiffany, a few moments later, prompting the Don to turn his gaze toward the direction of the woman in question, but that sound that she made was the result of some of his subordinates dragging her toward another rack. The Don told himself that he could spend time watching Tiffany be strapped on the rack, but with a shake of his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – he forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind.
Instead, he focused his attention on the direction of the woman who was now bent over and stuck in a rack in front of him. The whimpers that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment gave him the impression that she was aware that he was now focusing his attention on her, but with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that it did not matter.
“Please…please…please…,” the sound that escaped from the lips of the doctor at that moment was her response to him placing the tip of his cock against the rim of her asshole, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that the sounds that would come out of her lips at that moment would carry more desperation.
The fact that such was not the case was something which was interpreted to mean that she was aware that it would not matter what kind of pleas would have escaped from her lips at that moment.
At that juncture, the Don knew that he has two options, which would be to ram his cock as deep as possible inside the anal canal of Cindy and cause her as much pain as possible, or he could take things slow and build up to the trepidation and horror that the strapped doctor was feeling. In the end, even the Don would have to admit that he decided to just follow through with his original plan.
“AH!” the scream that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment advertised the pain that she felt as the inner walls of her anal canal were forced to part so that it could accommodate his invading manhood. 
If he were being honest, the Don would also have to admit that the tightness of the inner walls of her asshole was the only thing that he needed to note for him to be sure that his would be the first cock to invade the unwilling anal canal of Cindy and that was more than enough to cause him some pleasure, something which Cindy felt as his cock twitch while it was still inside her asshole.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that Cindy would allow protesting words – even just sounds – to escape from her lips in response to the action that he had taken, but after the scream that marked the moment that he forced his cock into her tight anal canal, it would appear that Cindy had reached a catatonic state.
That was not something which the Don wanted, and it was for that reason that, a few moments later, he grabbed both cheeks of the ass of Cindy before he then began to increase the pressure which he was gripping them, and as that happened, the doctor came out of the catatonic state that she was in, only for her to allow more protesting screams to escape from her lips.
The sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the Don at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to hear for them to know that he enjoyed the screams that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment, and because he enjoyed the sounds that she made, he proceeded to reward her.
He doubted that she would have thought of him ramming his cock in and out of her asshole as a reward, but it was the only thing that he was willing to give her, and as the moans of pain and exertion escaped from her lips at that moment, the Don would have to admit that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more.
“Such a tight asshole, Rape-Slave,” the Don said before he then allowed some grunts to escape from her lips, and he had to ask himself if she would have even realized that the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment are merely theatrical.
Of course, he was not going to ask her that question, and after another moment or two, he allowed more words to escape from his lips, and naturally, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment are intended to add to the trepidation that Cindy was feeling, “You’ve never had anyone in this hole before, haven’t you?”
The fact that Cindy did not respond to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment was the only answer that he needed, and the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more, a few moments later, when he heard the groans and moans that escaped from the lips of the three other women in the room.
Of course, he did not think that Tiffany, Vivian, and Kim coordinated the sounds that escaped from their lips at that moment, it was just that all three of them have allowed those sounds to escape from their lips at the same time, and for some reason, that was more than enough to cause the expression of amusement that the Don was wearing on his face to widen even more. 
He could have kept his attention focused toward their direction at that moment, but it was also at that moment that Cindy called for his attention again, allowing more protesting whimpers to escape from her lips, and he rewarded the sounds that she made by removing his cock from her anal canal, or at least, as much of his cock as possible such that only the bulbous tip of his manhood remained in her tight backdoor.
The protesting sounds that escaped from the lips of Cindy at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to know that she was aware of what was going to come next, but the fact that she was not even bothering to allow actual words to escape from her lips at that moment caused the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as he told himself that it meant that she was aware that there was nothing that she could do or say to stop what was going to come next.
“Ah!” another scream escaped from the lips of Cindy as the Don rammed his cock back into her tight anal canal, and even he would have to admit that he went out of his way to make sure that he dealt her as much pain as possible when he forced his cock back into her tight anal canal. The scream that escaped from her lips told him that he succeeded in that task. 
The scream that escaped from her lips also told the Don with more fuel to do what he wanted to do, and soon enough the screams that were coming out of the lips of Cindy filled the room that they were in even as the Don continued to ram his cock in and out of her anal canal, causing the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, and the figurative flames of lust that were burning between his loins to increase in temperature.
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