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Not even she would have been able to label the expression that appeared on her face even as she stared at the facsimile of one of her closest friends in front of her. If she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to label the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment as one of outright anger, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she imagined reflecting even more of that anger upon her expression.
[bookmark: _GoBack]At the same time that she did that, however, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that she also cannot deny the trepidation and horror that she was feeling, and that the same was reflected in the expression that she was now wearing on her face as well. Indeed, she would have to admit that she had to stop a whimper from escaping from her lips as that thought entered the forefront of her mind.
Emma did allow some sounds to escape from her lips a few moments later, and even she would have to admit that it was her way of expressing the anger she was feeling. She would have announced as much as well, if the facsimile of her friend in front of her – or the others in the room – had asked about it, but that was not what happened.
Instead, the robot Saoirse in front of her merely caused the expression of amusement that it was wearing on its face to widen before it then slowly but surely increased the pressure with which it was gripping her breasts through the cups of the bra that she was wearing. There was no way that Emma would not have been able to react to the actions that the robot had taken at that moment, and she allowed a protesting hiss to escape from her lips.
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that she was hoping that the sound that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would have caused the machine in front of her to stop what it was doing, but it would appear that she was not going to get that. It was true that the facsimile of Saoirse was no longer increasing the pressure with which it was gripping her breasts, but the pressure that it exerted earlier was still considerable.
The look that was on the face of Emma changed at that moment, and while it was true that there was a part of her that wanted to say that the look that had appeared on her visage at that moment reflected even more of the anger that she was feeling, the former actress can hear the voice coming from behind her head – and naturally, it was her voice – which told her that such were not the case.
Rather, it became obvious to the former brunette that the sounds that were coming out of her lips at that moment reflected trepidation and horror, and judging from the smile that appeared on the face of the robot Saoirse in front of her, she concluded that it was the kind of sound that the machine wanted to hear from her.
Emma had to stop herself from flinching when she made that realization, but if pressed, she would have to admit that what scared her the most at that moment would be imagining what kind of expression would be written on the face of the only other true person inside this room would be.
Indeed, while it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted to turn her attention toward his direction if only so that she could display the expression of anger that was supposed to be on her face at that moment, Emma found herself forced to pause as she realized that just imagining the smile that he might be wearing was more than enough to cause her trepidation.
The former actress shuddered as she then asked herself what seeing the actual expression on his face at that moment would do to her, hence the reason that she focused her attention toward the direction of the facsimile of her friend in front of her. It would appear that focusing her attention toward Saoirse was also the correct decision, as after another moment or two, the expression that she was wearing on her face changed to reflect even more amusement.
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the look that appeared on the face of the machine at that moment caused her eyes to widen. It was true that the machine had not said anything – even if it was capable of speaking – but the expression that it was wearing was more than enough to tell him of what was going to come next, hence the reason that the former actress parted her lips.
At that moment, even the brunette would have to admit that the words that would have escaped from her lips would be desperate pleas. Indeed, Emma would have to admit that whatever sounds would have escaped from her lips at that moment would be desperate pleas.
There was a part of her that urged her not to do that because doing so would be interpreted as a sign of surrender by the only other person who was in the room with her. The former actress had to push that part of her to the back of her mind, however, as she told herself that she did not have a choice, if she did not want the machine to continue with what was going to happen next.
All of those musings on the part of the young actress, however, turned out to be for naught because Emma found herself unable to push the sounds that she wanted to push out of her mouth. It was, however, true that the next sounds that echoed around the room that they were in escaped from her lips, it was just that the sounds that she made at that moment were not the kind that she would have wanted to make.
That was because the only sounds that managed to escape from the lips of the former actress would be loud protesting sounds that echoed around the room that they are in. As for the reason behind the scream that escaped from her lips, even Emma would have to admit that it was because it was at that moment that the facsimile of Saoirse suddenly removed its hands from her breasts.
Of course, the mere fact that it would have removed its hands from her breasts would have been a cause for celebration on the part of Emma, but the facsimile of Saoirse removed its hands from her breasts in such a way that doing so meant that that the bra that she was wearing was ripped from her body, and that was the reason behind the surprised and protesting screams that escaped from the lips of Emma.
At the same time, the knowledge that her breasts were now exposed caused the former actress to want to cover them up by crossing her arms over her chest. What was supposed to be a simple action on her part failed when the robot that was holding her in the position that she was in at that moment prevented her from even moving her hands.
More sounds escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment, and the former actress would have to admit that, much as she would have wanted to say that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment are sounds of anger, there was a part of her that could not claim that such was the case. That part of her told her that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment advertised the horror and defeat that she felt.
Inadvertently, Emma turned her attention toward the direction of the only other human who was in the room, and even she would have to admit that she regretted the action that she had taken, even before she had finished completing that task. Of course, when she saw the expression that he was now wearing, the former actress could not help but flinch again, and she parted her lips before she realized it.
The smile that was on his face at that moment widened even more, though the fact that no actual words escaped from his lips at that moment meant that the former actress was able to push words out of her mouth, “Please…please, Sir…,” she said.
In the immediate aftermath of the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, the smile that was on the face of the only other man in the room widened. He might not have allowed words to escape from his lips at that moment, but the look on his face was more than enough to tell Emma just what it was that he was thinking.
She flinched yet again as that realization entered the forefront of her mind, and again, before she had realized it, more pleading words escaped from her lips, and naturally, the words were intended for the man that she was looking at that moment, “please…please tell them to stop, please…please…,” she said.
If it were possible, the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face widened even more, and Emma would have to admit that she could not help but flinch when she realized that such was the case. The former actress parted her lips yet again, but this time, before she could push the pleading words out of her mouth – and this time, she was aware of what she was about to do – he cut her off with the words that escaped from his lips.
“And here I was, operating under the impression that you would never beg me to get them to stop,” he said. He might have had to remove the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment before he could push the words out of his mouth, but if she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the tone that he had used at that moment was more than enough to advertise the amusement that he was feeling at that moment.
There was not even a need for her to ask what was fueling that amusement, which was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips, after all, the fact that he was looking in her direction while wearing that expression on his face made it clear that the amusement that he was feeling was intended for her.
She blinked at that moment, though she then parted her lips as she prepared to speak.
While it was true that Emma was already aware of what the words that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would be, before she could push the words out of her mouth, she was forced to return to the present, as it was at that moment that the only other human being inside the room allowed words to escape from his lips again.
First, he inclined his head toward her direction, and before he had recovered from that, he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “It is incredibly arousing to hear you pleading for mercy, though,” he said, as he then fixed his gaze toward her before he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen.
As she was looking in his direction at that moment, Emma had no problem seeing the look that appeared on his face, and while it was true that he did not allow words to escape from his lips at that moment, she would have to admit that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was more than enough to tell her just what it was that he was thinking.
For a moment or two, Emma kept her gaze focused toward his direction, and if pressed, the former actress would have to admit that, at that moment, if she were to be asked what she was thinking, she would not have hesitated to admit that she was about to push angry words out of her mouth.
In the end, however, even as Emma would have to admit that her determination to push such words out of her mouth increased, she was forced to return to the present because the facsimile of her friend that had positioned itself reminded her of its presence.
Emma would readily admit that she had to blink as she turned her attention toward the direction of the robot Saoirse in front of her, and she could do nothing about the expression of anger that appeared on her face, but even if that were the case, she would have kept that look on her face. Indeed, the former actress would have to admit that she was about to part her lips and push angry words out of her mouth.
The words that she was supposed to utter, however, were cut off when Saoirse suddenly placed his hands on her hips. While it was true that her first reaction to the feeling of the robot hands on her body was to widen her eyes, it did not take long before Emma was able to muster as much defiance as she could muster as she then focused her attention toward the direction of the facsimile of her friend in front of her.
It was because she was able to muster that defiance that she was then able to push the next words that escaped from her lips, and because she was keeping her attention focused toward Saoirse at that moment, she knew that the robot would have realized that the words that escaped from her lips were meant for her, “What do you think are you doing?”
If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that she did not think that the robot would turn its attention toward her, but what she did not expect even more was the expression that the facsimile of her friend was wearing on its face. Emma had to consciously remind herself that what she was looking at that moment was a machine and that it was not capable of human emotions, but it certainly gave her an impression otherwise.
“Why are you using that tone?” the machine asked, and it was obvious that it was going out if its way to give the impression that it was hurt by the tone that Emma was using. It was not as if the former actress was able to pursue that line of thought, however, as she was soon forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of the machine, “Are we not friends?”
Emma narrowed her eyes at that moment, but she kept her attention focused toward the facsimile of Saoirse as it remained in front of her, with its hands on her hips. If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to respond to the word that had escaped from the lips of the machine, but she was forced to pause when she suddenly saw the expression that appeared on its face.
That expression on the face of the machine was the only thing that the former actress needed to see for her to tell herself that it did not care about her answer. Of course, Emma had to remind herself that it never cared about her answer, though before she could follow through with that particular train of thought, she was forced to return to the present as the machine finally began to move again.
“What…what are you doing?” The words that escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment are the only words that entered the forefront of her mind as she suddenly realized that the facsimile of Saoirse was now lowering the pants that the former actress was wearing.
Even as she felt her pants being lowered, Emma recovered from the surprise that she felt, and it did not take long before more words – and this time, the anger that was figuratively dripping from her words – escaped from her lips, “Stop…stop that, please…please…,” she said. Even the brunette would have to acknowledge that while it was true that the words that first escaped from her lips carried anger, it did not take long before that faded.
She did not want to turn her attention toward the direction of the only man in the room, but at the same time, Emma told herself that he was the only one who could stop what was happening. It was with that thought at the forefront of her mind that the former actress was forced to turn her gaze toward him, and even she would have to admit that she expected to regret the action that she had taken before she had even finished.
“Please…please tell her to stop, please…please…,” she said.
This time, she did not even bother to hide the desperation that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips, and because she was looking in his direction, the former actress had no problem seeing the look of amusement that appeared on his face in response to the words that she was forced to utter.
“Are you begging?” he asked, and again, there was no denying the amusement that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips.
Indeed, it was because she could tell that amusement was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment that made Emma hesitate. The expression that she was wearing on her face faltered at that moment, but it would appear that the look that appeared on her visage at that moment served only to fuel the amusement that he was wearing on his face.
After another moment or two, he inclined his head toward her direction, before allowing more words to escape from his lips, “It is such a refreshing tone, when you beg, Slave,” he said.
Emma would readily admit that she saw red when he used that term to refer to her, and before she had even realized it, she had already parted her lips. Of course, she was prepared to push words out of her mouth, but before she could do so, she was forced to return to the present as the facsimile of her friend finally pulled the pants that Emma was wearing.
The former actress turned her attention toward the direction of the robot in front of her, and even she would have to admit that she was ready to give it a piece of her mind. The anger that Emma felt at that moment, however, faded when she saw the expression of amusement that was on the face of the robot in front of her, and that amusement that the former actress saw was reflected in the words that escaped from the lips of the machine in front of her.
“We are all slaves here,” the machine said, and even though it was just a machine, there was no denying the contentment that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from its lips. That contentment that it was feeling was certainly reflected in the next words that escaped from its lips, a few moments later, “It is a great honor to be chosen as a slave by our Master.”
Even Emma – who stood in front of the machine while wearing nothing but her panties – would have to admit that she was not sure how she was able to push the next words that escaped from her lips in the way that she had, but there was no denying that she went out of her way to reflect as much of the anger that she felt at that moment with the words that escaped from her lips.
“He is not my master,” she said, and even she felt stupid at that moment as she contradicted a machine. Still, the former actress pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she then allowed even more words to escape from her lips, “No one is my Master.”
The expression that appeared on the face of the facsimile of Saoirse at that moment was one that Emma would have had no problem labelling as amused contempt. It kept that expression on its face for another moment or two, and the only reason that it removed that look from its face was that it soon allowed words to escape from its lips, “He will be yours soon,” it said.
Again, the former actress had to convince herself that she was dealing with a machine, but she would have to admit that she was greatly disturbed by the confidence that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from the lips of the machine in front of her. Indeed, it was for that reason that she soon placed an expression of anger on her face, as Emma then told herself that doing so was the only way to stop an expression of trepidation from appearing there.
Emma would have to admit that she felt no small amount of surprise when she realized that she was able to keep that expression that she was wearing on her face far longer than she had anticipated. Of course, less than a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, she was forced to return to the present as the facsimile of Saoirse replaced its hands on her hips.
The eyes of the former actress widened at that moment because she already knew what the reason behind the action of the machine was, and before she realized it, she was already looking in the direction of the facsimile of her friend while wearing a look on her face that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was about push questions out of her mouth.
If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that she already knew just what it was that she was about to say, but just because Emma already knew what she was going to say does not mean that she was able to push the words out of her mouth.
In the end, while it was true that the sounds that echoed around the room that they are in escaped from her lips, Emma would have to admit that it was not the sounds that she would have preferred to utter, because the only sounds that managed to escape from her lips at that moment are protesting sounds that were the result of Saoirse inserting her fingers in between the band of the underwear that she was wearing and her hips.
It would appear that the facsimile of her friend was going out of its way to tease her, because rather than lowering the panty that Emma was wearing at the first instance, it paused in the sense that it took time to look in her direction. The former actress flinched when she saw the expression that was written on the face of the machine in front of her, after all, it was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the machine was waiting for her to respond.
As that was the case, Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that did not want to respond to the expression that the facsimile of her friend was wearing on its face. As determined as she was to do that, however, she was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when a small sound of amusement escaped from the lips of the machine.
“Stop it,” the words that escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment were something that even she would have labelled as something that expressed the anger that she was feeling at that moment. If she were being honest, however, Emma would have to admit that she was not the least bit surprised to see the expression of amusement that appeared on his face at that moment.
Rather than respond to the words that had escaped from her lips, the facsimile of Saoirse merely inclined its head toward her while keeping that smile that it was wearing on its face. Emma would readily admit that her eyes widened when she saw that smile, after all, it was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of what was going to come next.
Indeed, it was for that reason that the former actress soon parted her lips, and even Emma would have to admit that the words that escaped from her lips were figuratively marinated in the desperation and horror that she was feeling at that moment.
“Stop it, stop it, please…please…,” she said, and because she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the machine in front of her, she was able to see the look that it was wearing on its face. No words may have escaped from the lips of the machine at that moment, but it was not as if one was needed for Emma to understand what it was trying to say.
Indeed, at that moment, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that did not want to do it, but before she had even realized what she was doing, she found herself already looking in the direction of the only other person in the room.
The smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that he expected her to turn his gaze toward his direction at that moment. Of course, just because he was wearing that expression on his face does not mean that he cannot give her another message through the use of that expression, and when she made that realization, Emma could not help but whimper.
She was able to shake her head at that moment, but she could tell from the look that he was wearing on his face that the action she had taken at that moment served only to fuel the figurative flames of lust and the amusement that he was feeling.
In the end, the former actress found herself forced to do as the expression that he was wearing on his face commanded her to do, and though it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was figuratively dripping with the regret that she felt at that moment, what mattered was that he was still forced to push the words out of her mouth.
“Please…Master, please…please…,” she said, and she could not help but cringe when she saw the smile that appeared on his face as a result of her calling him ‘Master’.
As she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the Master at that moment, there was no way that she could have seen the expression that appeared on the face of the facsimile of her friend. Emma, however, was forced to turn her attention toward the direction of the robot, a few moments later, thanks to the machine audibly clearing its throat.
The smile that was on the face of the facsimile of Saoirse at that moment made Emma flinch, after all, that expression that it was wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that it was waiting for her to do just that. A moment or two after that realization came across the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of the machine.
“See,” the machine said, and the smile that was on its face at that moment caused Emma to flinch, though it would appear that the machine did not even notice that as it simply continued to push words out of its mouth, “I told you that you will call him Master soon,” and without waiting for Emma to say anything, it returned its attention toward the direction of the underwear that she was wearing.
“Should we not celebrate you accepting your proper position by showing our Master your secret treasure?” the facsimile of Saoirse asked, and once more, the smile that it was wearing on its face at that moment made Emma flinch. Of course, she also knew what the implication behind the words that had escaped from the lips of the machine was, and it was for that reason that the former actress fought to part her lips and push words out of her mouth.
In the end, however, the only sounds that managed to escape from the lips of Emma would be more protesting sounds that echoed around the room that they are in, and anyone who was looking in her direction at that moment would have been able to realize that it was because it was at that moment that Saoirse lowed the panties that she was wearing, revealing the entrance to her womanhood.
“Stop…stop, please, stop…please…,” there was no denying the desperation that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from the lips of Emma in response to the action that the machine in front of her had taken. While it was true that she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the machine, it did not take her long to realize that there was no point in keeping her expression focused toward the facsimile of Saoirse.
There was nothing, after all, that the machine could do, and it was for that reason that she forced herself to turn her attention toward the direction of the only other human in the room. It was true that the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face at that moment compelled her to wish to curse at him, but that was not what Emma did.
“Please…please, Master, please…please…,” she said, though even as those words escaped from her lips, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to ask just how effective the pleas that were escaping from her lips at that moment were going to be.
Any further musings on the part of Emma were interrupted at that moment when she saw the smile that he was wearing on his face widen. While it was true that the action on the part of the Master was more than enough to make her return to the present, it was not as if she was able to push words out of her mouth, and after another moment or two, the Master was the one who was pushing words out of his mouth.
“Show me,” he said, but while it was true that he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Emma, it was obvious that the words that escaped from his lips were not intended for the machine that was holding her, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma had to remind herself that it was a facsimile of her that was holding her.
There was no need for him to remind her that such were the case, but even Emma would have to admit that the words that escaped from his lips next would have reminded her of that anyway, as he then said, “I have always dreamed about seeing you hold yourself while being presented naked to me,” while he inclined his head toward her direction.
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that she wanted to curse at him. Indeed, perhaps that was what would have happened if not for the fact that she was forced to return to the present even as the robot that was designed to look as if it were her exhibited strength that Emma knew she would never have, as it then turned in such a way that the two of them are soon looking in his direction.
“Fuck you!” The words that escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment took her by surprise, mainly because she did not think that the words would have escaped from her lips. Even though it was true that she felt surprise, however, it would appear that the same was not true for the man that she was now looking at.
Indeed, the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that the former actress needed to see for her to be sure that he expected that action on her part.
After another moment, he inclined his head toward her, and he did so in such a way that made it clear that he felt even more amusement at that moment. Emma knew, however, that the action that he had taken at that moment was in preparation for him pushing more words out of his mouth, and it was for that reason that she would have to admit that she could not bring herself to be surprised when he finally spoke, a few moments later.
“We would be doing that soon enough,” he said, and though it was true that amusement was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, when the former actress saw the expression that he was wearing on his face, even she would have to admit that she flinched because it was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was serious.
Indeed, at that moment, the former actress seriously debated with herself about pushing pleading words out of her mouth, but before she could do so, he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “It would appear that I have guessed correctly when I was designing your Thespian,” he said.
She would readily admit that she had no idea what those words meant – or at least, what it meant to signify – and it was because such was the case that she placed a confused expression on her face.
Judging from the enthusiastic expression that appeared on the face of the Master at that moment, however, it was clear that even if she had not placed that expression on her face, he still would have allowed the next words that escaped from his lips to do so.
“I call them Thespians, because that is what they are,” he said, and although it was true that she was not sure how, Emma realized that the only other human that was in the room with her was referring to the machines that were made to look like her and Saoirse.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the former actress would have to admit that she narrowed her eyes even more, and though it was true that such was the only action that she was able to take at that moment, the words that escaped from the lips of the Master made it clear to Emma that he was aware of just what it was that she was thinking.
“They are rather handy for the things that we do here,” he said, and while it was true that he paused, that was only so that he could display the wide smile that appeared on his face, and Emma can tell that the expression that he was now wearing was intended for her because he went out of his way to focus his attention toward her.
If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to say something, but while it was true that she was in the middle of forming the words that she told herself would escape from her lips in another moment or two, she was forced to pause as the Master then allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Most people would not be able to tell what the difference is between the real thing and a Thespian,” he said, and even Emma would have to admit that she can sense the pride that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips.
As she was looking in his direction in the immediate aftermath of him pushing those words out of his mouth, the former actress had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on his face, and if not for the fact that she was restrained at that moment, Emma would have wanted to place as much distance between him and her when she saw that expression.
If it were possible, the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more, and somehow, Emma interpreted that to mean that he was aware of just what the thought that had gone across the forefront of her mind was going to be. Even as she told herself that what she was thinking at that moment was impossible, however, she was soon forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of the man in front of her.
“We are going to put that to the test soon,” he said, and while it was true that he paused again, he soon allowed sounds of amusement to escape from his lips when he saw the confused expression on Emma was wearing.
He did not even bother to wait for her to say anything before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, and this time, he inclined his head not toward the direction of Emma, but toward the Thespian that was restraining the former actress.
“After all, if you are going to stay here to be trained to be my perfect slave, who is going to play your role in the world at large?” he asked her,
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