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EIGHT
The only sounds that the two women who are crawling behind him are allowing to escape from their lips would be moans, but even he would have to admit that he was having a hard time labeling the nature of the sounds that were coming out of their mouths. The problem that the trainer known as the Baker was having at that moment had nothing to do with his experience, rather, it was because the two women who are behind him were having problems with the moans that were coming out of their lips in the sense that not even they are sure if they should be sending out protesting moans or if the moans that are coming out of their mouths should be ones that reflected pleasure.
As that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he still did not turn his attention behind him, but at the same time, he told himself that the confusion that they are feeling at that moment was an indication to him that they are now reaching the end of their time with him, and he could not help but feel a sense of regret at that, yet at the same time, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that was excited about that because it means that he would soon have new trainees that he could play with. 
The Baker would have to admit that he had always felt regret whenever his trainees would leave him, but he then mentally shook his head as he reminded himself that his job is to train these celebrities and mold them into perfect canvasses from which the perfect living sex-toy could be made from. He might not get the chance to mold them into the final product – because only the members of the Orders of Archons could own celebrity slaves and only the Masters of the slave can finish her training – but he still had played a role in molding the slave. 
He allowed those thoughts to move away from the forefront of his mind so that he could return to the present, but again, rather than turn his attention toward the direction of the two women who are crawling behind him, the Baker instead focused his attention toward the direction in front of him, and as he regarded the rather long but relatively narrow hallway in front of him, he could not help but note how empty the hallway was. He smiled, however, even as he told himself that he should have expected that this place of the underground facility would be empty as these are some of the deepest – though in terms of vertical height because there is only one floor in the underground facility – parts of the facility.
The Baker finally turned his attention toward the direction of the two women who are following behind him, and if it was possible, the smile that was on his face widened even more. The fact that neither Victoria nor Madison had been completely broken is demonstrated by the expression that appeared on the faces of the two women when they realized that he was now looking at them, but rather than focus his attention on their visages, the trainer instead focused his attention upon the collars that were wrapped around their necks – even as he noted that those collars are the only things that they are wearing at that moment.
Though they remained black at that moment, the fact that they are nearing the end of their training with him means that they would soon be wearing silver collars around their necks, and the smile that was on their faces widened even more as he told himself that both of them might get lucky – or unlucky, he realized, as it would depend upon their perspective – enough that they would get to wear gold collars. Of course, if both of them would get to wear gold collars, then that meant that they would be separated, as even the Supreme Archon can only have one favorite.
The Baker was soon telling himself to return to the present, and as he did so, he focused his attention toward the red leashes that were attached to the front of the collars, and though he was not the one who was holding the other end of the leash, the two of them were wearing expressions on their faces that told him that they both knew that he is the one that they should glare on about that collar.
They would be correct in that matter as well, considering that it was by his order that the handlers had attached those leashes on the front of their collars in the first place, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he turned his attention slightly so that he was able to focus his attention toward the direction of the face of the two men who stood between him and his trainees. 
Neither Richard nor Marc had bothered to turn their attention toward the direction of Victoria and Madison, with the two of them instead keeping their attention focused upon the direction of their immediate superior, and perhaps that was because they had both realized that turning their attention toward the two women that they are half-leading, half-dragging would cause both of them to display on their visage what they are thinking about at that moment. Indeed, as he fixed his gaze upon the two men that he had picked to assist him in the training of Victoria and Madison, he would have to admit that he could see that both of them are barely able to keep the smiles from their faces, and the Baker told himself that he could not blame them for feeling that way.
He said nothing even as he returned his attention forward, and soon enough, he was walking again toward the direction that he had turned his gaze toward. On either side of him, he passed closed doors that had numbers stenciled on them, but rather than think about the reason why those numbers are not arranged in some seemingly logical fashion, the Baker instead found himself thinking about his immediate superior and the man that he had replaced. 
That was because it would be during this time that the Archduke would make an appearance and introduce himself to the trainees, but the same could not be said for the Pianist because the Archon was not even in the facility at this moment. The Baker told himself that it is not part of his job to think about where his superior may be, but at the same time that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he could not help but feel a slight sense of disappointment, and even at that moment, he would have continued to think rather unflattering thoughts about his immediate superior – which he told himself he was entitled to, after all, he is not the one who had recruited the Baker into the Organization – had it not been for the fact that, a few moments later, he found himself standing in front of a metal door with four numbers stenciled on the surface of the same.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that there was no need for him to look at the numbers that were on the surface of the metal door because he had been in this place countless times before, and he would not have made a mistake, but he still found himself studying the numbers that had been placed on the front of the door even as he wrapped the fingers of his right hand around the handle of the same.
The Baker was sure that if he were to turn his gaze toward the direction of Victoria and Madison at that moment, the expression that would be on their pretty faces would tell him that both of them are expecting something momentous from the other side of the door, and that, in turn, caused the smile on the face of the Baker to widen even more as he told himself that they would be disappointed in that regard, after all, the only thing waiting for them at the other side of the door would be hay.
As he stepped through the threshold that was marked by the door that he had just opened, the first thing that the Baker turned his attention toward would be the wooden dividers that had been placed inside the room, and he noted that whoever had designed this room had done such a good job of it that, if not for the fact that he was sure that they are underground, he would have thought that they are in an actual barn. Of course, it was not just the fact that he was sure that they are underground that made the Baker remember that this is just an artificial barn, and that was the fact that he could neither smell nor hear horses. 
In the California facility, the barn was equipped enough that they have live horses in their barn, but that does not mean that they could not bring horses to this place, it was just that they do not have them at all times, and because the paperwork that was necessary for him to make the request irritated him – and because he is not sure if the Pianist would have signed off on it – the Baker decided that he would make do with what was available to him.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he turned his attention toward the center of the room, and if it was possible, the smile on his face widened even more at the sight of the wooden contraption that was in the center of the room. It was a fucking bench of some sort, but one with a small raised platform behind it, as if it was intended for the use of someone short. The bench itself could have been lowered to the floor because the slave who would be strapped upon it would be horizontal anyway, but the bench had been raised because of the mirrors that were placed under the bench.
The mirrors, the Baker reminded himself, are the true torture part of these benches, after all, they are angled in such a way that the slave who would be strapped upon the same would have no choice but to watch as her cunt or asshole is violated in real-time. It was made doubly humiliating for the slave who would be strapped on the same by the fact that it would not be a human being who would be using their holes while they are strapped in these benches.
He altered his gaze slightly so that he was able to turn his gaze toward another bench in the room, and the fact that there are two inside should have clued Victoria and Madison to the fact that both of them would be strapped on those benches soon. Rather than give the order right away, however, the trainer instead inclined his head toward their direction before he smiled as he said, “I know I promise you a chance to service a hundred men with your cunt and asshole, but we, unfortunately, had to cut our visit to the Club.”
The expression that appeared on the face of the two beautiful celebrities at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to know what they are thinking about at that moment, and rather than allow them to voice that out loud – that would appear to be the case because both of them were parting their lips – the Baker instead cut them off, “Today, we would be continuing your lessons on how to properly beg to be used.”
It would appear that the words that had uttered are more than enough to make the two of them pause, and the fact that both of them had paused at that moment was something that the trainer took advantage of, a few moments later, when he said, “Today, you would be begging your handlers to use you the way that you are supposed to be used.”
Both Victoria and Madison reacted to the words that he had uttered by widening their eyes, and if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he had expected that reaction from them. He also expected that both – or at least one – of them would part her lips and say something, but the moment that he saw that both of them had parted their lips, he cut them off as he then said, “Of course, I know that you are not going to do as you are ordered without some sort of incentive,” before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the fucking benches.
He watched as the two of them turned their gazes toward the direction in question, and from the way that their eyes had widened, even more, he could tell that both of them had guessed what the benches are for, or at least, what the general idea behind the fucking benches are for as he would have laid odds that neither of them could even begin to imagine that they would be strapped on the same so that dogs could have their way with them, and if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he has no intention of telling them anything about that.
In any case, it would appear that the mere prospect of being strapped on the fucking bench was more than enough to persuade the two of them to obey the order that they had been given as the two of them then turned their attention toward the direction of their trainer. It was true that he had told them that they should beg their handlers rather than him, and they had turned their attention toward him rather than toward the direction of their handlers, but the fact that they are already pleading should still be something that should be taken as a positive.
“Please, Sir,” it was Madison who had been the first to speak, “please fuck me, please.”
Just because it was Madison who had been the first to speak, however, does not mean that Victoria was keeping silent, and indeed, a few moments later, the older sister was also begging him, “No, Sir, please fuck me instead, please.”
It would appear that the two of them had realized that there was only one of him, and because that is the case, both of them understood that he could only have his way with one of them. Of course, if they were to turn their attention away from him and focus them instead toward the direction of their handlers, then they would have realized that there are two other men inside the room, and those two men could fuck both of them at the same time.
As he has no intention of pointing that out to them, however, neither Victoria nor Madison had so much as turned their gaze toward the men who had been holding their leashes – both Richard and Marc had already discarded the leashes – and instead, they continued to beg him, “Please, please, Sir,” the two women were pushing the words out of their mouths, and indeed, the two of them were soon crawling toward his direction, only for them to stop when they saw the stern expression that appeared on his face in reaction to what they are doing.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that the glare that he placed on his face at that moment was something that he regretted, because it would appear that both of his trainees had remembered the order that he had given them earlier, with both Victoria and Madison turning their attention toward the direction of their handlers, a few moments later. Even if it was true that they had turned their attention toward the men who are in charge of them during their time here, however, neither Victoria nor Madison had said anything, and because he did not want to have to activate the shock function of the collar to force them to return to the present, the Baker instead tapped his foot once against the floor under him.
The sound that such an action had made was not loud enough, but it would appear that it was enough for the two of them, because, a few moments later, the silence that had been first shattered by the small sound that he made when he tapped on the floor was completely broken by the desperate words that escaped from the lips of Victoria and Madison.
“Please, please, use me as much as you want, please,” Victoria told Richard, and indeed, the older sister was using far more than just the words that are coming out of her mouth in her attempt to seduce her handler to fuck her, because the older sister had also turned around so that it was her hips that were closest toward the man who had held her leash.
No one had ordered Victoria that she has to raise her hips and reach behind her with both of her hands so that she could then use them to part the cheeks of her ass and display the entrance to her womanhood to her handler, but that was what she did, a few moments later, and from the smile on the face of her handler, the Baker could tell that the actions of Victoria were very much appreciated.
The Baker knew that Richard would turn his attention toward his direction at that moment because he would also have to ask permission to bury his manhood into the tight cunt of his charge, and that, he told himself, is the reason why he then turned his attention away from them, pointing it instead toward the direction of Madison. He also had the perfect excuse to turn his attention toward the direction of the younger sister, after all, it was at that moment that Madison had also started to beg her handler.
“Please, Sir,” she said, and unlike her older sister, the younger simply focused his attention toward the direction of her handler, “Please use me, Sir, please.”
She then made a show of raising her hips as high as possible before she then wiggled same, causing the cheeks of her ass to move from one side to the other, though because he had not bothered to reorient herself as her sister had done, it would seem as if her actions are being wasted as no one could watch what was going on.
The Baker, however, knew what the younger sister was doing, and by shaking her hips the way that she was doing it at that moment, she was enticing her handler. The fact that he could not see the entrance to the holes of Madison as she did what she was doing served only to increase the lust that Marc must be feeling at that moment, and the puppy-eyes that Madison was making as she then made a show of kissing the floor in front of him certainly did not help in regards to Marc keeping his lust in check.
It was for that reason that the young handler turned his attention toward the direction of the Baker, a few moments later, the expression on his face asking him permission to give Madison what she was asking for, but rather than give permission, the Baker instead turned his attention toward the direction of Richard, though the other handler was also looking at his direction with that same questioning expression on his face, and that told him that he was also silently asking permission to proceed to claim his reward.
He fought the urge to sigh at that moment, but he then gave both men a nod, and as he had expected, the smile that was written on the face of both men widened. They turned their attention toward the direction of their changes, and it was precisely because they had turned their attention away from him that both of them failed to see the rather disappointed expression that appeared on the face of their immediate superior. After all, if they had, then they probably would have realized that he had lowered his evaluation of them, even if he would also have to admit that he could understand why the two of them are excited.
Any further musings on the part of the Baker were interrupted, a few moments later, by screams that escaped from the lips of both Victoria and Madison, and the Baker turned his attention toward the direction of where the screams had come from at the same time that he placed a wide smile on his face. The screams that escaped from the lisp of Victoria and Madison would be the only thing that he had to hear for him to conclude that even though they had been begging their trainers, they still do not want what was happening to them.
By the time that he was able to turn his attention toward their direction, Richard and Marc had already positioned them in such a way that the two of them were facing each other, and because they remained on their hands and knees, the two handlers had to move to a kneeling position even as they began to piston their cocks in and out of the tight flowers of Victoria and Madison. He doubted that it was because they wanted to be in the kneeling position as they claimed their prizes that Marc and Richard had placed Madison and Victoria in the position that they are now, and his thoughts in regards to that were confirmed, a few moments later, when he turned his attention toward the direction of the face of his two trainees.
The miserable expression on the face of the two young women as they stared at the face of the other spoke volumes, and it told him that both Victoria and Madison were aware of what the other was going through, which only added to the misery that was being reflected upon their visage, and the first indication that he had of the two of them finally feeling less misery came, a few moments later, at the same time that a hiss of pleasure escaped from the lips of one of the handlers. Who had first moaned was a matter of little consequence because soon enough, the other handlers also let out his hiss of pleasure, and the expression on the face of Victoria and Madison began to reflect more relief when that happened.
It was obvious that both of them understood that the sounds of pleasure that escaped from the lisp of the two men that had been using them were an indication that both men were about to reach their release, and that meant that their ordeal would be over soon. Indeed, when he turned his gaze toward the direction of the face of Madison, a few moments later, he could confirm that even though the miserable expression remained on her face, there was also an expression of relief there, one that he knew had appeared on her face because she thought that her ordeal would soon be over.
There may be a part of the Baker that wanted to tell her that was not the case because her ordeal was not yet over, but then he shook his head at the same time that he told himself that she – and Victoria – would find out about it soon enough. In any case, even if he had wanted to tell her about it, he ran out of time, a few moments later, when both of his handlers let out hisses of pure pleasure from their lips, and he only had to hear those sounds for him to know that both of them are about to reach their release and, indeed, a few moments later, that was exactly what they did, even if it was true that because both of them have been permitted to release their seed deep within the confines of the cunt of their charges, neither Richard nor Marc had removed their cocks from the abused flowers of Victoria and Madison.
The expression on the faces of the two handlers told him that both of them would have wanted to keep their cocks buried in the abused flowers of the two beautiful women, and while it was true that there was a part of the Baker that could not help but wonder if his handlers are going to disobey the orders that they had been given, he also reminded himself that even though Richard and Marc had disappointed him, they are still members of the staff of the underground facility, and because that is the case, the two of them are well aware of what would happen to them if they fail to obey the orders that they had been given.
In a sense, the junior members of the staff of the underground facilities operated by the Organization throughout the places where they have influence are as much of a prisoner as the trainees are, though, unlike the trainees, they had willingly entered the Organization with the hope that they would someday make it big and be allowed into the ranks of Masters. As far as the Baker knows, however, no member of the staff had managed to climb up to the rank of Archon, but then again, that was because the members of the Order are handpicked by the older members.
The Baker shook his head as he forced himself to return to the present, and as he did so, he turned his gaze back toward the direction of his trainees, just in time to watch as the two of them were finally disconnected from the men who had just hosed their cunts with their seeds. The expression on the face of the two beautiful women carried with it a sliver of hope, and if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he could understand why that was the case, after all, the two of them had been taken by their handlers and in their mind, that meant that they accomplished the task that they had been given.
Even the Baker would have to admit that, strictly speaking, that was the case, but just because the two of them had been taken by their handlers does not mean that their ordeal was over, indeed, as he bent his hands over his chest at that moment, the trainer could not help but tell himself that, from the very start, this evolution was rigged in such a way that Victoria and Madison would always be given to the dogs, after all, he would not have bothered to have had the fucking benches – two of them – prepared otherwise.
He turned his attention toward the direction of the handlers, a few moments later, though he still kept his peripheral vision focused upon the visage of Victoria and Madison, and using that, he was able to confirm that both of them are looking in his direction. It was for that reason that he was able to see how wide their eyes had become the moment that he gave a nod toward the direction of the handlers and, indeed, he could also see that Madison was about to say something as she parted her lips.
The words that were supposed to come out of her mouth, however, did not make it, but it was not any action on the part of the Baker that interrupted them, or at least, not any direct action on the part of the trainer, because the screams that escaped from the lips of the two women, a few moments later, were the direct result of both Richard and Marc pulling hard on the leashes that were attached to the front of the collars wrapped around the necks of Victoria and Madison. 
Aside from the surprised screams that escaped from their lips, the fact that both of them were unable to resist being pulled toward the direction of the benches was another indication for the Baker that both of them had thought that the ordeal was over. By the time that both of them had been able to rally their strength so that they could effectively resist being pulled toward the direction of the benches, they were already halfway toward the same, though that did not mean that both of them had realized that it would be useless to resist because they did give both Richard and Marc a hard time. So hard, that, a few moments later, the Baker could not help but smile even as the two of them turned their attention toward him with expressions on their faces that told him that both of them are asking permission to stun their charges by slapping them on the face.
It was clear from the expressions that they are wearing that they are expecting him to permit them, but though the two of them placed a surprised expression on their faces, the two of them also knew better than to question the decision that the Baker had made and it was for that reason that rather than protest his refusal to permit them, the two handlers instead concentrated on what they are doing, and because the defiance that Victoria and Madison are displaying at that moment could not last forever, it was not long before the two of them found themselves being forced to bent-over the fucking benches by their handlers.
The Baker turned his attention so that he was able to focus upon the expressions that were on the faces of the two women, a few moments later, and as he had expected, the look that both of them are wearing on their faces was a protesting one, though even if that was the case, it was also obvious that both of them now understood what the purpose of the mirror was, if the rather significant amount of horror that was present on their faces were to be of any indication. He supposed that it should not have surprised him, after all, the two of them were now able to see what the mirrors were reflecting.
In any case, the Baker distracted Victoria and Madison, a few moments later, as he said, “Both of you failed,” and in response to those words that had escaped from his lips, the two of them turned their attention toward his direction. From the expressions that were written on their faces, it was obvious that both of them looked ready to say something, though whatever it was that they wanted to say, only the two of them would know because the Bake did not allow them the chance to say anything, and instead, he simply continued to speak, “but then again, maybe this was your plan all along, after all,” and here, he allowed the smile that was on his face to widen before he continued, “the two of you would do anything and everything to make sure that you have cocks in your cunts.”
The expression on the face of Victoria and Madison would be the only thing that he needed to see to know that both of them were about to protest, and because that was the case, it was obvious that both of them rather violently disagreed with the word that had escaped from their mouths. He was also sure that neither of them had realized that their handlers had disappeared because they are so busy glaring at him, and he could not help but wonder if the two of them would have even bothered to keep glaring at him had they know where their handlers had disappeared to at that moment.
Neither Victoria nor Madison, however, got the chance to say anything, because at that moment, their handlers had returned, and their eyes widened, after a second or two, when they realized that they are hearing sounds that they are rather familiar with, but know could not have been produced by a human being. It was Victoria who was the first to realize what the sounds that they are hearing would be, and as she turned her attention – or at least, tried to because there are straps on her forehead which prevented her from turning her attention – toward the direction of her trainer, the expression of horror on her face was very evident.
“Please,” she was able to speak, and those words that escaped from her lips compelled him to keep his gaze focused upon the older sister. He could see the fresh tears that were spilling out of her eyes, but if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that it was not the sight of those tears that convinced him that she does not want what was about to happen, indeed, the tone that she was using at that moment was more than enough, but before he could say anything about it, he found himself cut off as Victoria continued to speak, “Anything but this please.”
The way that she was pleading at that moment convinced him that she knew what was about to happen next, and rather than voice out his denial of her plea, the trainer instead placed a wide smile on his face at the same time that he shook his head. As he had predicted, the sight of him shaking his head the way that he did fuel the desperation and horror that Victoria felt, and a scream that reflected both escaped from her lips.
Just as the coherent words that had escaped from her mouth earlier had compelled the Baker to keep his gaze focused upon the direction of the face of Victoria, the scream that escaped from her lips, a few moments later, lifted whatever compulsion it was that she had cast upon him, and soon enough, the Baker was able to turn his attention toward the direction of Madison. The expression that was written on the face of the older sister was all that the trainer needed to see for him to know that Madison had also realized what was about to happen, but somehow, unlike her older sister, the younger had resigned herself to being given to a dog.
He paused at that moment, even as the trainer asked himself if the reason for that would be the fact that this would not be the first time with Madison with an animal, but then he mentally shook his head as he told himself that even if that was the case, it still would not have changed anything. 
The Baker turned his attention away from the visage of Madison, focusing it instead toward the direction of the handlers in the room, and he noted that both men had returned their cocks back into the confines of their pants, though even if that was the case, both men were still sporting rather large tents on the front of their pants, and that indicated to him that both men are also rather excited about what was about to happen. 
He inclined his head toward them at that moment, and if it was possible, the smiles that the two men had on their faces widened. The excitement that the handlers were feeling, however, was nothing compared to the excitement that the two Dobermans that they had brought into the room was feeling, and the Baker was sure that was the case because the two of them were wagging their tails as if there was no tomorrow, and they kept wagging it even as they galloped toward a spot that would place them behind the two helpless women in the room.
Both Madison and Victoria released moans from their lips the moment that the dogs had reached their places, though it was not simply the fact that the dogs are in a position that caused them to moan the way that they had, rather, it was the fact that the moment that the dogs had reached their position, both began to lick the slit in between the flowers of both helpless young women, and the Baker could not help but remark to himself that the protesting sounds that escaped from the lips of Victoria and Madison in response to that were their rather poor attempts to drown the pleasure that they felt when the dogs had begun to lick the entrance to their most intimate of parts. 
The Baker knew that these dogs are part of a bunch that could make a woman cum just from their oral ministrations, but that was not the reason that he had these dogs brought here, or the reason why he had Victoria and Madison strapped on these benches. Indeed, even though it was true that the two of them could watch as their canine partners licked their cunts in real-time through the series of mirrors under them, the Baker has another show that he would have loved for them to watch, and as his thoughts turned toward that, he could not stop his cock from twitching in anticipation.
Even if that was the case, however, the Baker held himself from saying anything, focusing his gaze instead toward the direction of the face of Victoria, and while it was true that he had to see her face using the mirrors – because the way that she was strapped meant that even he could not turn his gaze directly toward her face – the mirrors were positioned perfectly to allow him to see the misery, confusion, and arousal on the face of the older sister. The misery that she was displaying was a reflection of the fact that she knew what was going to happen to her next, while the arousal that was there was a reflection of the effect that the tongue of her canine partner was having on her.
As for the confusion, that was what connected the two other expressions on her pretty face as he was sure that she was telling herself that she should not be as aroused as she was at that moment given the misery that she was feeling. Had he been feeling generous, the Baker told himself that he would have told Victoria why she could not help but feel aroused, but with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that she would figure out the answer for herself soon enough.
He was far more interested in seeing the expression that was on the face of Madison, especially given her earlier thought to himself that this may not be her first time taking the cock of an animal in her body – occasionally, the intelligence that their people had gathered may be wrong – but the same expression that was on the face of Victoria was on the visage of Madison, and that was more than enough to tell him that her earlier thoughts were incorrect. This was also the first time of Madison to be forced to take an animal in her body, and the prospect of that happening was fueling the horror that was written on her face.
Like Victoria, the younger sister could not turn her attention toward his direction, but it would appear that such a limitation was not enough to stop her from speaking, because, a few moments later, Madison said, “Sir, please,” she said, “Anything but this, please.”
He knew that it was exceptionally cruel of him, but at that moment, he spoke, “But I want to watch the two of you being taken by these dogs, and by so doing, you will learn that you are even lower than them in this totem pole.”
The Baker did not wait for either Victoria or Madison to say anything before he then said, “Mount.”
As one, the two dogs stopped what they are doing, but neither of his two trainees had placed a relieved expression on their faces in response to that, after all, the order that he had given the dogs would see them force their canine cocks into their most intimate of parts, and as a prelude to that happening, the two dogs placed their hands on the back of the shoulders of their unwilling partners.
Protesting moans and pleas for mercy escaped from the lips of both Victoria and Madison at that moment, but the dogs that are about to make them their bitches are not listening to them. Drive purely by their biology, the dogs cared not if their partners did not wish for what was about to happen, indeed, the Baker told himself that these dogs are trained to interpret such resistance from their partners as permission to be as violent as they could be.
“AH!” The scream that escaped from the lips of Victoria at that moment made the Baker return to the present, and he did so just in time to hear the scream that escaped from the lips of Madison. He, however, did not need to turn his attention toward the direction of their nether regions for him to understand that the sounds that escaped from their lips were their way of marking the moment that their canine partners had driven their cocks into their unwilling flowers.
Indeed, when he turned his attention toward the faces of his trainees, the defeated expressions that they are wearing reflected that as well, with both of them not doing or saying anything even as their bodies began to move forward and back against the surface of the bench that they are strapped on even as their animal partners began to push their canine cocks forward and back.
The pace with which the dogs were pushing and pulling their cocks in and out of the cunts of their unwilling partners was driven by biology, and it was very fast, though judging from the fact that neither Victoria nor Madison had come out of the reverie that they had fallen into as a result of the pain that accompanied the canine cocks breaking into their most intimate of parts, the Baker would have to admit that he doubted that both of them are even aware of the pace with which the animals were having their way.
Indeed, less than five minutes later, both dogs let out howls of pleasure to reflect the fact that they are reaching their release, and it was indeed cruelty when those same howls that escaped from their lips served only to bring the two of them back to the present. It was Madison who had returned to the present first, and the Baker watched as the eyes of the younger sister widened as she realized what was happening, and she once more tried to turn her attention toward him though again, the fact that she was unable to turn her gaze toward him did not stop her from screaming, “Sir, please, tell him to take his cock out, please.”
Unfortunately for Madison, even if he was inclined to give her what he wanted – and he most certainly was not, even he could not order the dog to leave Madison alone. He did not, however, have to tell that to the younger sister, because soon enough, the older sister was also demanding his attention, “Please, please, Sir,” Victoria said, “please stop him, please.”
Although it was true that neither of them could see the smile that appeared on his face at that moment, he was sure that both of them could infer the fact that he was wearing a smile from the amused tone that he used, a few moments later, when he suddenly said, “You don’t need to worry about getting pregnant, you are not literal bitches,” before he suddenly burst out laughing.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that the sound of amusement that escaped from his lips at that moment was deliberate, after all, it increased the horror and helplessness that the two of them felt at that moment, and that was most certainly reinforced, a few moments later, when the two dogs then let out another howl of triumph that even the Baker understood was different from the ones that were escaping out of their lips over the past few seconds.
Indeed, the expression of horror on the faces of both Victoria and Madison also reflected the fact that both of them understood what those howls meant, and the fact that neither of them said anything else – not even to beg him to have the dogs pull out of them – meant that they have accepted that nothing else could be done, except for them to take the blast of canine cum that was about to erupt from the tip of the dog cock that had been inserted into their most intimate of parts.
That was what happened, a few moments later, and as the dogs hosed the insides of the cunt of Victoria and Madison with their seed, the Baker could not help but allow the smile that was on his face to widen even more. The defeated expression on the faces of his trainees had a lot to do with the expression that was written on his face, and that defeated expression that they are wearing became more pronounced, a few moments later, as he then added, “I am sure that your future Masters would have you repeat this performance for his amusement soon enough.”
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