

THE DOCTORATE EXPERIENCE
EIGHT
The scream that escaped from the lips of the young woman who was bent over the rack caused the smile that was on the face of the Don to widen even more, and while it was true that there was a part of his mind that was telling him that the two women who are in the room with him are staring in his direction while wearing expressions of horror on their faces, he did not bother to remove the expression that he was wearing. Indeed, if he were being honest, he would have to admit that he went out of his way to cause the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen specifically because he wanted them to see the expression that he was now wearing, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he turned his attention toward the direction of the two women in question at the same time that he went out of his way to widen the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face.
As he had expected, when the two of them saw the look that appeared on his face at that moment, they both flinched, but if they were expecting him to be moved to pity because of the expression that had appeared on their faces at that moment, then they would only be disappointed because, if anything, the expression that appeared on the faces of the two pretty women at that moment only caused the lust that he was feeling to intensify, and he told himself that the same should be obvious from the expression that appeared on his face at that moment. Even he would have to admit that he was forced out of the reverie that he had not even realized he had fallen into thanks to the scream that escaped from the lips of the third woman who was in the room, and before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, he had already turned his attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from.
The Don would have to admit that the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened even more as he found himself staring in the direction of the third woman in the room, and as he noted the position that she was in, he would have to admit that he felt his cock twitch in anticipation. 
He told himself that the position that the beautiful woman was now in at that moment was not a position that she had chosen for herself. Still, with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that such was the reason that he had placed her in that position. If possible, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more as yet another scream escaped from her lips, noting to himself that the scream that he heard at that moment was the result of a dog behind her licking the slit in between the lips of her flower.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask why it was a scream that escaped from the lips of Chelsea at that moment when it should be a moan of pleasure to advertise what he was sure she was feeling at that moment, but he then shook his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken at that moment – before he then returned to the present. While it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted him to turn his attention toward the direction of the two other women in the room so that he could see what he was sure would be expressions of horror written on their faces at that moment, he refrained from doing so, preferring instead to keep his attention focused toward the direction of the woman who was restrained on the rack.
Less than a moment after he had made that decision, the Don told himself that it would appear that he had made the right decision, as it was at that moment that yet another series of whimpers escaped from the lip of Chelsea. The sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment were her way of begging him to get her out of the predicament that she was in at that moment. Still, even if he was aware that such was the case, he simply allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen before he then turned his attention toward the direction of the two women in question.
Maureen and Elisabeth flinched when they realized that he was now looking in their direction, and the expression that appeared on their faces at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that both of them would have wanted to say something at that moment, but even if that was the case, the Don precluded them from doing that. It was not as if he used his words to stop them from saying anything, rather, what he did at that moment was simply to incline his head toward their direction, and that was more than enough to make them pause. 
He might not have allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen anymore – mostly because he was sure that the expression that he was wearing could not widen any more than it already had – but he was sure that the two beautiful women in front of him can tell that he was greatly amused by the expressions that appeared on their faces at that moment, after all, it was reflected in the actions that they had taken, as even more whimpers escaped from their lips.
The Don told himself that the sounds that were coming out of the lips of Maureen and Elisabeth at that moment are their way of begging him, and even he would have to admit that what they are begging for at that moment was for him to grant some sort of reprieve to their companion. Again, the smile that the Don was wearing on his face at that moment was not wide anymore, but he felt no small amount of amusement as he remarked to himself that they would not be begging him to grant Chelsea any sort of reprieve if he were to tell them that one of them would have to replace her on the rack for that to happen.
He allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen at that moment – and as expected, the two of them flinched when they saw the look that he now had on his face – before he then inclined his head toward them.
At that moment, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but ask if he should just inform them of what it was that he was planning on doing to one of them if he were to grant Chelsea some reprieve as he anticipated that seeing the panicking expressions on their faces in response to the words that would have escaped from his lips at that moment would be entertaining.
With a shake of his head, however – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that he took – he forced that thought to the back of his mind before he then returned his gaze toward the direction of where Chelsea was, and he went out of his way to remove the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face so that he could instead place a serious expression there.
That was not to say that the Don was not amused when he turned his gaze toward the direction of the bent over and restrained young woman. Indeed, the Don would have to admit that it was not just amusement that he felt when he turned his gaze toward that direction because he also felt no small amount of lust as he fixed his gaze toward that direction and he watched as the dog continue to lick the slit in between the lips of the flower of Chelsea. 
He might not be able to see the expression that the beautiful doctor was wearing on her face at that moment, but the protesting and desperate screams that were coming out of her lips at that moment were the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she did not like what it was that she was going through at that moment, though there was also a part of him that had to ask if the reason behind the sounds that were coming out of her lips at that moment was that she was able to watch the dog lick the slit in between the lips of her womanhood in real-time, thanks to the series of mirrors that had been placed under the rack that she was on.
The mirrors in question were angled in such a way that she was forced to watch what was happening behind her, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more. He knew, however, that the expression of amusement that appeared on his face at that moment had nothing to do with the series of protesting sounds that escaped from the lips of Chelsea at that moment, after all, it was impossible for her to see the expression that he was now wearing on his face.
Of course, just because Chelsea could not see the look that he was wearing does not mean that the same was true for Maureen and Elisabeth, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he turned his attention toward the direction of the two women, with the Don then remarking to himself that it would appear that turning his gaze toward their direction at that moment that he did was the right thing to do, after all, it allowed him to see the expressions of horror that appeared on the faces of both women when they realized that he was now looking in their direction.
Indeed, the expression that was on the face of Elisabeth at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only she would know, because the Don cut her off at that moment with words that escaped from his lips.
“The dog seems to be enjoying itself, right?” he asked as he looked at the two of them, and just so that he could acknowledge the fact that it was Elisabeth who looked the most ready to push words out of her mouth at that moment, he focused his attention toward her direction at the same time that he widened the expression that he was wearing on his face before he then added, “Are you enjoying yourself, Rape-Cunt?” he asked.
There was no way that Elisabeth was going to respond in the affirmative to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, but even if that was the case, it would appear that because she was staring in his direction at that moment, she had no problem seeing the expression that he was wearing on his face, and as that was the case, he was sure that she was aware of what kind of answer it was that she was supposed to give him.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that she was going to rebel against the instructions that she had been given, as that would mean that he would have an excuse to punish her, though with a mental shake of his head, the Don told himself that it was not as if he needed an excuse to punish her, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
Of course, that expression that he was now wearing was not simply intended to tell her just how amused he was at that moment, rather, that expression that he was now wearing on his face was also his way of adding to the trepidation that Elisabeth – and Maureen – was feeling at that moment, and judging from the series of whimpers that escaped from her lips, it was clear to the Don that the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment was doing what it was suppose to be doing, and that, in turn, further added to the amusement that he was feeling.
He pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind a few moments later, as he then turned his attention toward the direction of Maureen, but just because that was the case does not mean that he turned his attention completely away from Elisabeth. He was still able to keep his peripheral vision focused on her, and because that was the case, he had no problem seeing the expression of relief that appeared on her face at that moment, as it would appear that she interpreted the fact that he turned his gaze away from her to mean that he is no longer interested in hearing an answer from her.
That, of course, was not the case, and the Don was soon remarking to himself that he was soon going to correct the mistaken assumption of the beautiful doctor, but for the time being, he focused his attention toward the direction of Maureen, and he caused her to flinch, a few moments later, when he met her gaze with his at the same time that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen. Indeed, a moment or two after he had done that, she parted her lips, making it clear that she would have wanted to say something, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say was something that only she would know, because the Don cut her off.
“What about you, Rape-Slut?” he asked, and as he had expected, she flinched when she heard the demeaning nickname that she had been given, though even if that was the case, before she can say anything, the Don was already pushing more words out of his mouth as he then added, “Are you enjoying yourself with this evolution?”
As with Elisabeth earlier, there was no need for Maureen to respond to the words that he uttered for the Don to be sure of what the answer that the other woman would have given him if she was inclined to do so, but as with the other woman who was not strapped on the rack and screaming even as a dog licked the slit in between the lips of her flower, the expression that was on the face of the Don at that moment should be the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of what the answer that she was supposed to give him would be.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Maureen at that moment, forcing the Don out of the reverie that he had not even realized he had fallen into, and as he did so, he turned his attention toward the direction of where Chelsea was, with the smile on his face widening even more as he noted how the dog increased the rate with which it was licking the slit in between the lips of the womanhood of Chelsea. 
Naturally, the screams that were coming out of the lips of the beautiful woman advertised the fact that she did not want to be in the position that she was in at that moment, but with yet another mental shake of his head, the Don told himself that such was the point of this exercise, and he also could not help but remark to himself that if Chelsea was already protesting as loudly as she was now, then surely, when the dog forces its cock as deep as possible in her unwilling snatch, the protesting sounds coming from her lips would be louder still, and even he would have to admit that the smile that he was wearing on his face widened as that thought entered the forefront of his mind.
He was aware that there was no need for him to ask the question that next escaped from his lips, but even if that was the case, he still went out of his way to ask the question because he knew that it would add to the trepidation that Chelsea was feeling at that moment, though he also told himself that it was not as if he needed to add to the trepidation that she was feeling, “Are you excited for the next stage, Rape-Pig?” he asked her.
“Please…please…,” The fact that Chelsea was not gagged at that moment meant that she was able to respond to the words that had escaped from his lips, and judging from how desperate the words that escaped from the lips of the beautiful doctor was in response to what the Don had said, he would have to conclude that she was aware of what was going to come next. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more, though he did note to himself that it was a shame that Chelsea could not see the expression that he was now wearing.
He turned his attention toward the direction of the two other women who were in the room with him at that moment, and even he would have to admit that the expression that he was wearing on his face was intended to make the two of them flinch. After another moment or two, the expressions that they were wearing on their faces changed to reflect the fact that both of them would have wanted to say something, but in the end, the next series of words that echoed around the room escaped from the lips of the Don.
“What do you think would be the next stage of this evolution?” he asked them, and while it was true that he was not going to admit it outright, he would have to say that the arousal that he felt intensified when he saw the looks that appeared on their faces in response to the words that escaped from his lips. 
Indeed, the looks on the faces of both Elisabeth and Maureen at that moment were the only things that he needed to see for him to be sure that both of them would want to say something. While it was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to hear whatever it was that they would have wanted to say, he cut them off with the next words that escaped from his lips, “Well?” he asked, and he made sure that he was using a tone at that moment that advertised the impatience that he was feeling.
He did not doubt that both Maureen and Elisabeth had made that realization, after all, the two of them flinched when they heard the word that escaped from his lips, but in the end, the words that were supposed to come out of the lips of the two women were cut off by more words that escaped from the lips of the beautiful woman who was strapped on the contraption in the middle of the room as more desperate pleading words escaped from her lips, “please…please, Master, please…please…please…,” she said, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the words that were coming out of the lips of Maureen at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she was ready to promise him anything if it meant being removed from the contraption that she was now in.
If he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask if he should take her up on that offer and inform her that the only thing that she would have to do would be to nominate either Maureen or Elisabeth to take her place in the contraption. For a moment or two, the smile that he was wearing on his face widened as he then remarked to himself that it would be fun to watch that happen, but with a mental shake of his head, he forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he told himself that the decision had already been made.
Rather than keep his attention focused toward the direction of Chelsea, however, he soon turned his attention, but he did not return his gaze toward the direction of the two other women in the room as he instead focused his gaze toward the direction the dog that was still licking the slit in between the lips of the flower of Chelsea. The dog did not bother to turn its attention toward his direction, but the Don told himself that it was because the animal was busy with what it was doing, and that was more than enough to fuel the amusement that the Don was feeling at that moment.
More whimpers escaped from the lips of the two women who were not strapped on the contraption at that moment, but even if it was obvious that the sounds that were coming out of their lips were their way of begging him to turn their attention toward his direction, he refrained from doing what it was that they are asking for. He might be focusing his attention toward the direction of the dog at that moment, but he had no doubt that both Maureen and Elisabeth could see the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment, and because that was the case, he went out of his way to widen the smile that he was wearing on his face as much as possible.
The sounds that were coming from the lips of Maureen and Elisabeth reflected the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment, but even if that was the case, he refrained from turning his attention toward their direction, preferring instead to focus his gaze toward the direction of the dog and where it was still doing its work. As he kept his attention focused toward the direction of the creature, he could not help but remark to himself that if the dog were to turn its attention toward his direction at that moment, then it would have realized that it was about to receive a command that he was sure it would like, but with yet another mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind.
For a brief moment, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as much as possible, and judging from the series of whimpers that escaped from the lips of Maureen and Elisabeth, he was sure that both of them had seen the expression that he was now wearing, but even if it was true that the sounds that they made at that moment were intended to make him turn his gaze toward them, he refrained from doing so, and instead, he kept his attention focused toward the direction of the dog before he then inclined his head toward the creature as he said, “Mount!”
The dog stopped what it was doing before it turned its attention toward him, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the expression that was on the face of the creature at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that the creature had wanted to ask him who does he think he is to give him that command. Of course, that expression that was on the face of the animal disappeared a few moments later, replaced instead by an excited expression before it returned its attention toward the direction of Chelsea, though this time, rather than simply resume what it was doing, it leaped up to its hind legs so that it was standing on the same before it then placed its front paws against the back of the shoulders of Chelsea.
More loud protesting sounds escaped from the lips of Chelsea in response to the action that the dog had taken, and if he were being honest, the Don would have to admit that the sounds that escaped from the lips of the beautiful doctor at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she was aware of what was going to come next. Indeed, he expected more protesting and pleading sounds to escape from her lips at that moment, even as Chelsea once more begged him to spare her from what was about to come next.
The Don would have to admit, however, that even if he were inclined to give Chelsea what it was that she was asking for, it was already impossible for him to stop the dog, and as if to tell him that such was indeed the case, it was at that moment that the dog allowed a loud howl of triumph to escape from its lips. The Don would have to admit that even the smile that he was wearing on his face widened when he heard the sound that the dog had made, but because he was already looking in the direction of the dog, there was no need for him to turn his attention anywhere else.
Besides, even if either Maureen or Elisabeth – or even both of them – would have asked for his attention at that moment, he would have refrained from turning his gaze toward them, after all, he wanted to watch what was about to happen, and not even two beautiful women begging him to turn their attention to him was going to make him turn his attention toward them.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don could not help but remark to himself that it would appear that his decision to focus his attention in the direction that he had was rewarded, as he then watched as the dog that had positioned itself behind Chelsea soon ram its canine cock deep into the unwilling snatch of Chelsea. The silence that filled the room at that moment was soon shattered by the loud sound of pain and humiliation that escaped from the lips of Chelsea, but as the “Ah!” that escaped from the lips of the beautiful young woman echoed around the room that they are in, the expression of amusement that was on the face of the Don widened even more.
It did not take long before the single sound of pain and humiliation that escaped from the lips of Chelsea at that moment was compounded by even more sounds of pain and humiliation that escaped from her lips, and as the “Ah…ah…ah…,” sounds that were coming from the lips of the beautiful doctor echoed around the room, it served to fuel the smile and the figurative flames of lust that were burning between the loins of the Don.
He could not help but remark to himself that there was something to be said about watching a beautiful helpless woman as she was taken from behind by a dog against her will, and even the Don would have to admit that as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the pleasure that he was feeling at that moment intensified to the point that he felt his cock twitch. Even if that was the case, however, the pleasure that he was feeling intensified even more a few moments later when, in between the screams of pain and humiliation that were escaping from the lips of Chelsea at that moment, she was able to push actual pleading words out of her mouth.
“Please, Master, please…please…,” she said, and if not for the fact that she was soon forced to allow more moans of pain and humiliation – and no small amount of pleasure – the Don was sure that more pleading words would have escaped from her lips at that moment.
The Don would readily admit that he was not even sure that he had fallen into a reverie at that moment and that the only reason that he was able to come out of the same would be the howls that escaped from the lips of the dog. Naturally, he cannot tell what the dog was thinking, but if he were pressed at that moment, the Don would have to admit that the impression that he got was that even the animal relished just how tight and perfect the cunt of Chelsea was against its canine cock.
He allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen as he then remarked to himself that he had no problem understanding the dog if that was the case because he, too, relished the feeling of just how tight the inner walls of the cunt of Chelsea felt against his cock the last time that he took the beautiful doctor against her will. 
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, but rather than amusement, what the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment reflected was lust, and it was for that reason that when he turned his attention toward the direction of where Maureen and Elisabeth were, the two women flinched in response to seeing the expression that he was wearing on his face.
“Watch,” the Don said, and he did not think that there was a need for him to tell them what it was that they were supposed to watch at that moment. Judging from the looks that appeared on their faces in the immediate aftermath of the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, the Don would have to say that it would appear that they both understood what it was that they were supposed to do, and he would also have to admit that he enjoyed seeing the expressions of reluctance that they are wearing on their faces at that moment.
Even if that was the case, however, the two of them still turned their attention toward the show that was happening, and he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as, in obvious reaction to the words that had escaped from his lips, Chelsea pushed even more pleading words out of her mouth, though this time, the words that escaped from her lips were intended for the other doctors in the room, “please, don’t, please…please don’t watch me, please…please…,” she said, and it was clear that she would have allowed more of such pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment if not for the fact that the next sound that escaped from her lips took the form of a scream which echoed around the room that they are in.
Before even he had realized what it was that he was doing, the Don turned his attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from, and while it was true that the smile that he was wearing did not widen anymore, anyone who would have seen the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment would have realized that he was amused and aroused by what it was that he was watching.
From the position that he was in, the Don would have to say that the scream that escaped from the lips of Chelsea – and which had made him turn his gaze toward her – was the result of the dog burying its cock even deeper into her unwilling snatch, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Don would have to admit that he had to suppress a hiss of pleasure which threatened to escape from his lips as he then remarked to himself that while it was true that his cock was not the one that was buried deep int the unwilling snatch of Chelsea at that moment, he had no problem imagining just how tight her cunt was, and once more, the lust that he was feeling intensified.
Again, by the time the Don had realized what it was that he was doing, he had already turned his attention toward the direction of Maureen and Elisabeth, and he would have to admit that there was a part of him that was rather glad to see the two of them obeying the order that he had given them in the sense that both of them are looking in the direction of the show that was happening in front of them.
At that moment, the Don would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to pick one of them so that he could bury his cock in the snatch of whoever it was that he was going to pick, and indeed, the Don would have to admit that he had already taken several steps toward the direction of where the two women were before he had been able to stop himself from doing that. If pressed, the Don would have to admit that what made him stop at that moment would be a part of his mind reminding him that the next evolution that was planned for Maureen and Elisabeth would not involve him directly, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
The Don turned his attention toward the direction of Chelsea and the dog at that moment, and he did nothing to stop the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment from widening as he then told himself that even if some would have seen the expression that he was now wearing, it was not as if there was anything that they could have done about it. 
Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face widened even more, though, with a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind even as yet another scream escaped from the lips of the young woman who was bent over the contraption, and the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Does it not seem as if she is enjoying herself?” the Don asked, and because neither Maureen nor Elisabeth turned their attention toward his direction in response to the word that had escaped from his lips at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lip as he then asked, “What do you think, Rape-Slut?” and because the demeaning nickname that she had been given was mentioned by the Don at that moment, Maureen turned her attention toward the direction of his face.
The expression that was on the face of the beautiful doctor at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she regretted turning her attention toward the direction of his face because the first thing that she saw when she did so would be the wide smile that he was now wearing on his face. She flinched when she saw the expression that he was now wearing, but it was also at that moment that he made a show of turning his gaze toward the direction of Elisabeth, and he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Maureen in response to the action that he had taken, and that was the only thing that he needed to hear from her for him to be sure that she already knew that he was going to call for the attention of the other woman in the room. At that moment, Maureen could have interrupted him, though he would have to admit that he was not the least bit surprised to see that she refrained from doing so, and because that was the case, the Don was able to push the next words that escaped from his lips out of his mouth.
“What do you think about this, Rape-Cunt?” he asked, and as expected, Elisabeth turned her attention toward his direction in response to the words that had escaped from his lips, “Does it seem like Rape-Pig is enjoying herself?”
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