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She blinked as she heard the words that escaped from the lips of the facsimile in front of her, and even she would have to admit that she did not bother to hide the confusion that she felt as a result of those same words. Indeed, she would also have to admit that the confusion that she felt at that moment was such that she found herself just staring at the figure in front of her, with her mind somehow unable to process what she was seeing.
As she stared in the direction of the facsimile in front of her, she noted how the figure did not move from the position that it was in, holding a perfect curtsy in front of the monster who had her brought to this island with the intention of turning her into his pet. She would have to admit that the anger that she felt at that moment caused an angry hissing sound to escape from her lips, though if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she did not bother to stop the sound.
Emma told herself that she did not need a mirror for her to know that the look that appeared on her face at that moment was one of confusion even as she remarked to herself that the sound that she made was supposed to make her captor and the facsimile in front of him to turn their attention toward her while she remained in the cage that she was in. 
The former actress told herself that she can excuse him not turning his gaze toward her, after all, he surely had realized that such was what she was going to do, but she cannot help but a confused – and probably even a concerned – expression on her face when the facsimile did not turn its attention toward her as a result of the angry sound that she had made.
Less than a moment later, however, the rational side of her brain came up with a reason why the facsimile of Sophie Turner in front of her Master did not turn its attention toward her is that it was a machine. It was easy for someone with the knowledge to program it so that it could ignore sounds below a certain threshold, and Emma told herself that such was the case here.
As that realization came and went through the forefront of her mind, however, the former actress would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face was less relieved and more concerned. It was true that the Sophie that she was looking at that moment was just a facsimile of the real one, but it looked so real, and besides, Emma told herself that she had been stuck on this island long enough for her to know that these machines can act as if they are the real persons.
A frown appeared on her face – and even she would have to admit that the look that she was now wearing was a waste because it was not as if either the Master or Sophie could see the expression that she was now wearing – as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, and even Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if she needed to do more.
The grunting sound that escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment forced Emma out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into. She blinked yet again, but because she was already looking in the direction of her Master even as she fell into that trance, Emma told herself that there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else. 
Even that thought remained at the forefront of her mind for only a brief moment, however, as she was forced to think about something else when she realized that he had now focused his attention on her. Emma narrowed her eyes at that moment, telling herself that the expression that she was now wearing was her way of expressing her anger, but he responded to that look that she was wearing with a smile.
If she were being honest, however, the former actress would have to admit that she expected as much from him, and as that were the case, she simply allowed that frown that she was wearing to widen even more. There might have been a part of her that was disappointed when that expression that he was wearing did not change, but then she blinked as she pushed that part of her to the back of her mind.
At that moment, Emma would have to admit that the reason she was able to push the thought that coalesced at the forefront of her mind was that she found herself thinking about what he was seeing at that moment as he stared in her direction. Certainly, that expression that he was wearing on his face advertised the amusement that he felt at that moment, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she could understand why. 
The former actress would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing turned to reflect even more anger on her part, but even if that were the case, it was not as if that look that she was now wearing was going to make him remove that look that she was now wearing.
He did not have to say anything for her to know just how amused he was at that moment, after all, the smile on his face at that moment was more than enough to reflect that.
Emma narrowed her eyes as she then remarked to herself that what he was seeing at that moment was her inside the cage that he had forced her in, wearing nothing but the collar that he had wrapped around he neck and which she cannot remove even if the voice coming from the back of her mind told her that it would be a simple enough task. 
The hiss that escaped from the lips of the former actress at that moment was the only thing that she needed to do for her to be sure that he had already realized just what it was that she thought about the vision that he was looking at that moment, but though it was true that a second series of sounds should have escaped from her lips at that moment, she refrained from allowing the sound out of her mouth as she simply glared in the direction of her captor.
She saw him allow the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen just a bit more, and Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but wish that he turn his attention away from her. She blinked, a few moments later, however, when he gave her the impression that he was aware of what she was thinking about.
It was at that moment, after all, that he turned his attention away from her, focusing it solely instead toward the direction of the facsimile in front of her. Just because he turned his gaze away from her, however, does not mean that Emma did the same, and the former actress would have to admit that she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the Master, which meant that she was able to see him widen that smile that he was now wearing on his face.
At that moment, however, the look that he was wearing on his face was directed not toward Emma, but the facsimile of Sophie in front of him, and while it was true that there is a part of her that cannot help but feel relieved that such were the case, she soon forced that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she realized that what she should be feeling at that moment was anger.
It was true that the Sophie in front of her at that moment was a facsimile, but that will not stop what it was that she was about to see, and it was for that reason that she soon parted her lips. Emma would have to admit that the words escaped from her lips even before she knew what she was doing.
“You…,” she began, only for her to realize just what it was that she was doing, but even she would have to admit that by the time that she did so, it was already too late as the Master turned her attention toward her direction, the expression on his face the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he wanted to ask her why she called for his attention.
Even though it was true that there was a part of her that wanted him to do that, Emma would have to admit that when she realized that he was now looking in her direction, all of the defiance that she felt evaporated, and she could only stare at him. She blinked, however, as the former actress remarked to herself that, at least, she could waste his time, though that did not last for long.
The smile that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was aware of not only what it was that she was thinking at that moment, but also of why she allowed that single word to escape from her lips in the first place. 
Even Emma would have to admit that she was not sure how she was supposed to react to that, but it was not as if she was given enough of a chance to think that before she was suddenly forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of her Master, and that was even if it was true those words were not directed toward her.
“What do you see?” he asked, and the fact that he turned his attention toward the direction of Sophie at that moment made it clear that the words that escaped from his lips were meant for her. Emma watched as he then inclined his head toward the direction of the facsimile in front of him, making it clearer that the words that escaped from his lips were meant for the facsimile.
Even from the cage that she was trapped in, Emma had no problem seeing the confused expression that appeared on the face of Sophie, even as she turned her attention toward the direction of where Emma was. If it was possible, the expression of confusion that the facsimile was wearing at that moment intensified even more, and Sophie blinked before she then returned her attention toward the direction of the Master.
“I do not…,” she began, and the confusion that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was unquestionable, though before the former actress can think about that, she was forced to return to the present as more words then escaped from the lips of Sophie, “I do not understand, my Lord,” she said.
Again, the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie carried with them the confusion that she felt at that moment, and Emma can see that reflected upon the expression that she was wearing as well. Indeed, that look that appeared on the face of Sophie at that moment was the only thing that the former actress needed to see for her to be sure that, whether the machine or not, this Sophie truly cannot see her.
“So,” the single word that escaped form the lips of the Master tore Emma out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, but it was not as if she could have said anything as more words then escaped from the lips of the Master, even as he inclined his head toward the direction of where Emma was restrained, “you do not see the most beautiful woman in the world in a cage over there, right where she belongs.”
Emma allowed a hissing sound to escape from her lips at that moment, but if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but feel a not small amount of confusion as he complimented her with the words that escaped from his lips. If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that she did not doubt that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were genuine.
Still, the anger that she felt at the fact that she was being kept in the cage that she was in overwhelmed her soon enough, and the expression that finally appeared on her face at that moment reflected that anger.
It was not as if the Master kept his attention focused toward her direction, however, as after another moment or two, Sophie allowed more words to escape from her lips, “No, my Lord, I do not…,” she said, and there was no question that she was supposed to allow more words to escape from her lips.
She probably would not have allowed those words to escape from her lips in the first place if not for the fact that the Master inclined his head toward her. While it was true that no words escaped from his lisp at that moment, the expression that appeared on his face was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that it was his way of telling Sophie to go ahead and tell him what it was that she wanted to say.
Again, hesitation appeared on the face of Sophie, but since she was given a direct order to push speak, she soon parted her lips, “Forgive me, Your Grace, but I was told that the Queen is the most beautiful woman in the world,” she said, and there was no question of how convinced she was with the information that she had just given.
Emma blinked at that moment, even as she acknowledged to herself that there was something about the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment that did not make sense to her. Even the former actress would have to admit, however, that she was not sure how she suddenly realized that, as far as this facsimile was concerned, the ‘Queen’ is the most beautiful woman in the world.
“That is not…,” she began before she could stop herself, and she watched as the Master turned his attention toward her, a questioning expression appearing on his face. 
It would appear, however, that the facsimile of Sophie did not do so, and the expression that she was wearing on her face was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that the facsimile of Sophie did not hear the words that escaped from her lips at that moment. Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to ask herself how she did not see it before.
She turned her attention toward the direction of the facsimile of Sophie, and she then reminded herself that the Sophie that she was seeing was a machine. It was probably easier to program her as Sansa Stark rather than as Sophie Turner, who then had to pretend that she was Sansa Stark.
“That is not…,” Emma began, and while it was true that she hesitated at that moment, it would appear that the fact that she hesitated meant that he could then turn his attention toward her direction, displaying the smile that had appeared on his face. 
It was true that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he is waiting for her to speak, and that doing what he wanted her to do was the last thing that she wanted to do at that moment, but that was not enough to stop her from pushing the words that were supposed to come after the ones that she already uttered, “That is not Sophie.”
The smile on the face of the Master at that moment was wide, and using her peripheral vision, Emma can tell that the expression that appeared on the face of the Sophie in front of her was one of confusion, and that became even more pronounced, a few moments later, the Master than allowed words to escape from his lips while he was looking in the direction of Emma, and he made sure that the words that escaped from his lips were intended for the former actress.
“She never said that her name is Sophie,” he said, the amusement figuratively dripping from his voice as he spoke made Emma flinch at the same time that she would have wanted to say something, but the words that were supposed to escape from her lips were cut off as the Master turned his attention toward the direction of Sophie, inclining his head toward the beautiful blonde as he did so, and before he allowed more words to escape from his lips again.
“What did you say your name was again, girl?” he asked, with the tone of his voice turning gruff and aggressive, and that, in turn, caused Sophie to flinch.
“Sansa Stark, my Lord,” she replied, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I am the daughter of the Warden of the North, Your Grace.”
Emma watched as the Master inclined his head toward the direction of Sophie, and using a thoroughly unimpressed and bored tone, he then asked her, “And that is supposed to mean something to me?” 
The expression that appeared on the face of Sophie at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that she was offended by the words that escaped from the lips of the Master, but even if that were the case, she said nothing. It would appear that he was not the only one who had realized what the meaning behind the look on the face of Sophie was, because the Master allowed a smile to appear across his face at that moment.
He might not have said something, but it was obvious that the look that appeared on his face was his way of acknowledging the no small amount of indignation that the Sophie in front of him had felt at that moment, even if it was true that the words that next escaped from his lips had nothing to do with the expression that appeared on her face.
“Tell me again,” the Master said, and he was once more using that same bored tone that he had used before, “What are you doing here?”
Emma watched as the facsimile of Sophie in front of her blinked, the expression on its face changing to reflect even more indignation at the fact that she was being asked that question, but then Emma told herself that it was not as if she knew what this facsimile was doing here as well, and because that were the case, she was sure that the facsimile had not answered that question before.
“I am here to negotiate for peace, Your Grace,” Sophie said, and there was something about the tone that she used at that moment which made it clear to Emma just what it was that she was going to say next. Of course, before she could delve into that particular train of thought, she was forced to return to the present as words did escape from the lips of Sophie a few moments later, “I am ready to do anything to ensure peace, Your Grace.”
Emma would have to admit that she hated seeing that smile that appeared on the face of her Master, and she hated it even more when it was directed toward her. The former actress would have to admit that, at that particular moment, the expression on the face of the Master was not directed toward her, but even if that were the case, she still could not help but remark to herself that she hated it.
Besides, just because it was not directed toward her does not mean that the reason why she hated that expression had diminished. Indeed, less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the former actress told herself that the expression was directed toward another woman, even if it was true that the said woman was just a machine.
Any further musings on the part of Emma were interrupted at that moment when the Master then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Anything?” he asked, and from the tone that he used at that moment, even Emma would have to admit that she already knew what the words that would come out of his lips next would be.
It would appear that Sophie was aware that such was the case as well, because it was at that moment that she flinched. 
The expression that appeared on her visage at that moment – and Emma had to wonder how that was even possible – was the only thing that the former actress needed to see for her to be sure that Sophie hesitated at that moment, but she just as easily pushed that hesitation to the back of her mind as she inclined her head toward the Master.  
It was true that no words escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment, but the expression that appeared on her face was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was steeling herself for what was going to come next. It would appear that the Master was not even going to bother to wait for Sophie to do so, however, as he then allowed even more words to escape from his lips at the same time that he inclined his head toward her.
“Tell me, Lady Stark,” the voice of the Master took on a neutral tone at that moment, but if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that the neutral tone that he used at that moment made her more wary, “Why should I accept you as a tribute for peace when I can have the pick of many wenches in your godforsaken country after I have conquered it?”
Sophie flinched in response to the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of her, and it was clear that she had not considered the possibility of the events that the Master had described. At the same time, however, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her mind that was already telling her that this was just a trap for Sophie.
There was, after all, no country to conquer, and no wenches to dominate. This is just a scenario, but as she looked in the direction of Sophie at that moment, Emma would have to admit that it was clear that she was not aware that such was the case.
“Why…?” Emma began, and as she had expected, the Master turned his attention toward Emma in response to the words that escaped from her lips, “Why are you doing this?”
The expression that appeared on the face of the Master at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the answer that would have escaped from his lips at that moment was that he was doing this because he could. It would appear, however, that he was aware that she had already realized what it was that he would have said at that moment, hence the reason that he did not bother to push the words out of his mouth.
He kept his attention focused toward her, however, and the more that she looked at the expression that was written on the face of the Master, the more that she got the impression that he wanted to say something, but he refrained from doing so. It was also easy to see why the Master wanted to speak, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie.
She knew that the facsimile could not see her, but it could hear the words coming out of the lips of the Master, and if he were to speak words for her at that moment, then Sophie would hear it. Emma did not doubt that it was an action that would cause the facsimile no small amount of confusion and distress. 
The former actress did not even need to turn her attention toward the direction of the Master for her to realize that such was the objective of the Master in the first place.
In any case, the musings of Emma were soon interrupted as more words escaped from the lips of the only man in the room, and that was even if it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended for Sophie. 
“Tell me, my Lady, what did they say before sending you here?” he asked, and he made sure that amusement was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, adding to the distress that the young woman in front of him was feeling at that moment. Indeed, Sophie flinched, but he pretended not to have seen it as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Did they tell you what is likely going to happen?”
The expression of horror that appeared on the face of Sophie was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure of what the answer to the question was going to be. She turned her attention toward the direction of her captor, and as she had expected, the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he already knew the answer that she was going to give him.
“Yes…yes, Your Grace,” Sophie said, and the tone that she used at that moment only belied the hesitation that she felt at that moment. It was something that both Emma and the Master had recognized, and they reacted to the tone that Sophie had used at that moment differently.
That tone that Sophie used at that moment fueled the anger that Emma felt, but it had the opposite effect on the Master, though if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that was sure that such would be his reaction from the beginning. With a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about that action – she pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she prepared to push angry words out of her lips.
Emma would have to admit that she already knew what it was that she was going to say at that moment, but just because that were the case does not mean that she was able to push the words out of her mouth, after all, it was at that moment that the Master allowed words out of his mouth, and again, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not even directed toward her.
“I think you already know what I am going to make you do next, right, Lady Sansa?” he asked, and there was no denying that amusement was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment.
At the same time, however, Emma was sure that the expression that he was wearing on his face was his way of achieving the lust that he was feeling at that moment, and it would appear that Sophie in front of him had realized that such was the case. She moved her hands toward the direction of the neckline of the bodice that she was wearing, only for her to suddenly blink and pause as she then turned her attention toward the direction of the face of the Master.
The expression that appeared on the face at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that pleading words are going to come out of her lips at that moment, but even if that were the case, it was not as if she was able to push the actual words out of her mouth as the Master cut her off.
“Well?” he asked, but while it was true that Emma was able to tell that the tone he used at that moment was theatrical, he was sure that the Sophie in front of him was not programmed to do so. Indeed, that made it more poignant, a few moments later, when she then flinched, at the same time that the Master then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Are you not going to continue?”
From the way that he asked that question, it was obvious that he already knew what the answer that she would have given him would be, and perhaps it was for that reason that whimpers escaped from the lips of the facsimile.
Emma turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie – indeed, she would have to admit that she was not even sure when she focused her attention toward the Master – and even she would have to admit that the anger that she felt intensified when she saw the tears that began to spill from the eyes of Sophie.
She turned her attention toward the direction of the Master at that moment, the expression that she was wearing on her face intensifying so that the anger that she felt at that moment became more pronounced. Emma would have to admit, however, that she had not even managed to turn her attention toward the direction of her Master before she was already telling herself just what kind of expression it was that she would see there.
The former actress would have to admit that she expected the smile that he was now wearing on his face, but even Emma had to flinch when she realized just how wide that expression was on his face at that moment. 
There was no way that Sophie – or Sansa, or whoever she might have been programmed to be at that moment – would not have seen the look that appeared on the face of the Master. Even more tears spilled from the eyes of the facsimile, even if it was true that it was just a machine. 
Indeed, that thought – that it was just a machine – remained at the forefront of the mind of Emma as she attempted to control the anger that she felt at that moment. Even as that voice coming from the back of her practically screamed at her to show that anger, however, she still refrained from doing so, preferring instead to just stare in the direction of the Master at the same time that she kept that expression on her face.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment, she must have done something that made the Master turn his attention toward her direction. Of course, the former actress was soon telling herself that it was just as likely that he had just decided to turn his attention toward her at that moment, and he already knew what expression she would be wearing at that moment.
The smile that was on the face of the Master at that moment served only to fuel the expression of anger that she was wearing on her face. 
That smile that he was wearing on his face, on the other hand, gave her the impression that he was about to say something, and because that was the case, she refrained from pushing words out of her mouth. 
As she was looking in the direction of the Master at that moment, Emma would have to admit that she had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on his face, and as she told herself that the expression that he was now wearing cannot be labelled as anything other than an expression of amusement, the former actress allowed the expression of anger that she was wearing on her face to deepen.
Emma did not bother to blink at that moment as she then told herself that she should have expected that he would be more amused by the look that she was now wearing. At that moment, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to turn her attention away from him, but in the end, she refrained from doing that as she marked to herself that doing so meant a surrender of sorts.
That, the former actress told herself, was the last thing that she wanted to do, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she found an excuse to deepen the frown that she was wearing even more.
This time, however, the Master did not see the look that she was now wearing, after all, it would appear that he returned his attention toward the direction of Sophie, and if she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that as she realized that such was the case, she also turned her attention toward that direction.
Emma blinked as she saw the facsimile of Sophie standing in front of the Master, and she was wearing nothing. If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to protest at that moment, but she was precluded from doing so by the words that escaped from the lips of the Master.
What made it worse for the former actress was the fact that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not even intended for her.
“It seems that whoever sent you here knows what they are doing,” the Master said, and Emma blinked as she asked herself if he was following some sort of script at that moment. She did not get the chance to even think of an answer to that question, however, as she was forced to return to the present thanks to more words that escaped from the lips of the man in the room, “They certainly sent a pretty one.”
No words escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment, but she could tell from the expression that appeared on her face that she was trying to decide if she should interpret the words that had escaped from the lips of the Master as a compliment. In the end, it would appear that she told herself that she had to, because that was the impression that Emma got thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie, a few moments later.
“Thank you, My Lord,” she replied, and though it was true that no one can deny the hesitation that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, she tried to put on a brave smile on her face as she kept her attention focused toward his direction. 
She whimpered at that moment, but it would appear that the actions that she had taken served only to amuse the Master even more.
Indeed, it was at that moment that he stood from where he was seated, before he made his way toward the direction of where Sophie was. That action forced Emma to turn her attention, and she soon found herself focusing her gaze toward the direction of Sophie and the pleading expression that she was now wearing on her face.
That look that she was wearing, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that Sophie would have wanted to do nothing more than to run, but she kept her place. Emma blinked as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, and she would have to admit that it was possible that she was not even programmed to be able to run.
Emma would have narrowed her eyes at that moment to reflect how irritated she felt, but she then remarked to herself that even if she were to do that, it was not as if he was suddenly going to turn his attention toward her and acknowledge that look that she was now wearing. Indeed, Emma would have to admit that she was not even sure that she wanted him to acknowledge that she was looking in his direction, or for him to even know that.
The former actress was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when a whimper suddenly escaped from the lips of Sophie. As she was already looking in that direction, there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else, but that thought fled from the forefront of her mind when she realized just what it was that had caused that sound to escape from the lips of Sophie.
At that moment, after all, the Master had finally reached a spot in front of the naked facsimile of the beautiful actress. He did not bother to ask permission – and besides, even if she had denied him permission, he still would have done what he wanted to do – before he then touched the side of her face, and that expression that he was wearing on his face made even Emma flinch. 
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