

THE SALT GARDEN
TWO
The sound of her footsteps echoed in the large, cavernous interior of the hallway that she found herself in, but while it was true that there was a part of her mind that noted the sounds that she was making, she also refrained from turning her gaze toward the direction from which the sound was coming.
[bookmark: _GoBack]If pressed, she would have to admit that the only reason she refused to even acknowledge the sounds that she was making as she walked forward was that she did not want to turn her attention away from the two figures in front of her. She knew that it was probably an irrational thought on her part, but she could not help but feel that if she were to turn her gaze away from her two companions – and she was being generous with that term – they would disappear.
Emma mentally shook her head at that moment, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that the thoughts that were at the forefront of her mind at that moment may be irrational. Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, the former actress told herself that it might not be as irrational as she first thought, especially considering that she was looking at her doppelganger at that moment.
With yet another mental shake of her head, Emma told herself that what she was looking at that moment was not her doppelganger, rather, it was a robot copy of her, and if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that she could not help but clench her fists even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind.
Emma focused her attention toward the direction of the back of her doppelganger at that moment, and while it was true that there might have been a part of her that was telling her that she cannot be sure because she had never watched her walking back before, there was also a part of her that was telling her that the machine that was made in her image was walking the same way that she was, causing the anger that she was feeling to become even more pronounced.
If it was possible, the anger that Emma felt at that moment intensified, a few moments later, as she then turned her attention toward the other woman who was with them, but as soon as she fixed her gaze upon the perfect copy of the face of Saoirse, the frown that the brunette was wearing on her face intensified as the voice coming from the back of her mind reminded her that she was not looking in the direction of her friend at that moment, despite appearances to the contrary.
She knew that the Saoirse that she was looking at that moment was much like the machine that was leading her deeper and deeper down this hallway that she had found herself in, and even Emma would have to admit that as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the expression of irritation that she was wearing on her face intensified.
As she looked in the direction of the robot Saoirse at that moment, the machine had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face. The robot certainly gave her the impression that it was able to read her thoughts – and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that was not convinced that such was impossible – when it allowed the smile that it was wearing on its face to widen.
Emma narrowed her eyes while looking in the direction of the robot Saoirse at that moment, but even though it was true that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was about to push angry words out of her mouth, she still refrained from doing that, preferring instead to depend only upon the look that she was wearing on her face to deliver the message that she wanted to give.
The robot that she was looking at that moment inclined its head toward her, but while it was true that the smile that it was wearing on its face at that moment widened even more, it was not as if it allowed words to escape from its lips. The smirk – and there was no way that the expression that it was wearing at that moment was not a smirk – that appeared on its face was more than enough to tell Emma just what its reaction to the look that had appeared on her face at that moment was.
It was also at that moment that Emma told herself that the robot Saoirse was walking beside her rather than ahead of her, as her robot doppelganger was doing. A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma could not help but remark to herself that the reason why Saoirse was beside her was to compel her to walk forward should she ever feel the need to run.
With a mental shake of her head, however, the former actress told herself that even if she were to suddenly develop the urge to run, it was not as if there was anywhere else that she could have gone to at that moment. She was, after all, on an island, and even she was sure that there was no way that the occupants of this island were going to help her escape from this place. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she felt her eyes narrow even more.
That was because there was a part that could not help but ask if there are even actual people here who are not machines. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma turned her attention toward the direction of the figure in front of her, and while it was true that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that the figure that she was looking at that moment was just a machine, it was still looking like her.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, a hiss escaped from the lips of Emma, and because she was looking in the direction of her robot doppelganger, it was impossible for her to see the look that appeared on the face of the robot Saoirse.
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that did not want to see the expression that was on the face of the other robot, but the sounds that escaped from the lips of the machine soon forced the former actress to turn her attention toward the direction in question, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that regretted the action that she had taken at that moment.
Indeed, Emma would readily admit that she wished that she could turn her at attention away from the robot face in front of her, but just as she was about to do that, she was forced to return to the present thanks to the sounds that escaped from the lips of Saoirse. Emma narrowed her eyes even more at that moment, before she then parted her lips, but the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth at that moment did not make it out of her mouth.
Of course, that was because she stopped herself from saying anything, and if she were being honest, Emma would readily admit that it was because she had already realized that allowing words to escape from her mouth at that moment was what the machines wanted because the only word that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would have reflected the anger that she was feeling.
Once more, the robot Saoirse gave her the impression that it could read the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment. Much as Emma tried to tell herself that she should calm down, the expression that was on the face of the robot that she was looking at that moment did nothing but fuel the anger and outrage that she was feeling, and before she could stop herself, the former actress allowed hissing sounds to escape from her lips.
Saoirse allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment to widen even more, and at the same time that she did so, she inclined her head toward the direction of Emma. It was obvious that the action that she had taken at that moment was intended to fuel the outrage that she was feeling even more, and it was for that reason that, before she could stop herself, the former actress had already opened her mouth and words were already coming out of it.
“I am glad that you find my predicament amusing,” Emma said, and naturally, she did not bother to go out of her way to make the tone that she was using less sarcastic. Indeed, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that went out of her way to make sure that she sounded as sarcastic as possible.
The expression of amusement that appeared on the face of the robot that she was looking at further fueled the anger and outrage that the former actress was feeling at that moment, but it was not as if she was able to push words out of her mouth – and she would readily admit that she was about to do just that – before she was forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of the machine in front of her.
“That is what the Master wants,” Saoirse – or at least, the facsimile of the Irish actress – said even as it once more inclined its head toward her direction. Despite the expression on the face of the machine making it clear that she would have wanted to push more words out of her mouth, it remained silent, giving Emma the impression that it would have pushed more words out of its mouth.
Even if that were the case, however, the silence lasted far longer than Emma would have wanted, and she soon narrowed her eyes while looking in the direction of Saoirse. As she accepted that the facsimile of her friend was not going to push words out of its mouth at that moment, Emma allowed words to escape from her lips, a few moments later, “and you’ll do whatever he tells you to do?” she asked.
Of course, the former actress would have to admit that she made a mistake with the question that she asked at that moment, something that was made even more poignant when she saw the expression that appeared on the face of the robot in front of her. Indeed, Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to go out of her way to remove that look that was now on the face of Saoirse.
Any further musings on the part of Emma were interrupted at that moment when she heard the soft chuckling sounds that escaped from the lips of the robot Irish actress. As the sounds coming from the lips of Saoirse echoed around them, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that the sounds that were coming out of the mouth of the machine sounded as if it was the real laughter coming from the lips of her old friend.
Before she could delve deeper into that particular thought, however, she was forced to return to the present as more words then escaped from the lips of the robot in front of her, “Of course,” the facsimile of her friend said, and the tone that it used at that moment made Emma flinch because it was clear from that tone alone that the machine did not think that there was even a need to question that.
That tone that the machine Saoirse used was also the only thing that Emma needed to hear for her to be sure that the machine would do whatever it is that the ‘Master’ would order her to do, and as that realization – and the implications of that realization – entered the forefront of her mind, Emma would have to admit that she cannot help but flinch.
The fact that she was forced to pause at that moment was something that Saoirse was then able to use, a few moments later, as the machine then allowed more words to escape from its lips, “That means anything that he will ask me to do,” the robot said, and though it was just a machine, the smile that it was wearing on its face conveyed just how serious it was with the words that had just escaped from its lips.
Emma was still looking in the direction of the robot facsimile of her friend at that moment, and because such was the case, she had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face at that moment. The smile that was on the face of Saoirse disappeared at that moment, replaced instead by a serious expression, and considering that the machine was looking in her direction, it was obvious that the words that escaped from its lips were intended for her.
“Soon enough, you will feel the same thing,” the machine said, and again, it went out of its way to use a tone that advertised just how serious the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment were. Indeed, when Emma made that realization, the former actress could not help but part her lips, though the words that were supposed to come out of her lips were cut off thanks to the next words that escaped from the lips of the facsimile of her friend, a few moments later.
“You might resist now, Emma, but soon, you will feel the same way that we do,” the machine said.
There was something about the way that those words had escaped from the lips of the machine doppelganger of her friend that caused the anger that Emma was feeling at that moment to go out of control. Even she would have to admit that she did not bother to stop the anger that she felt at that moment, as she then allowed the next words to escape from her lips.
“What do you mean, what you feel?” she asked, and again, there was no denying the anger that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment. She certainly did not give the machine any chance to say anything before more words were coming out of her lips, “You are machines, you do not feel, you are programmed.”
Emma blinked even as those words finished escaping from her lips, but if she were being honest, she would have to admit that what made her pause at that moment was not the fact that she regretted the words that had escaped from her lips, but the fact that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was supposed to make the machines in front of her angry.
As she had said, however, these machines are programmed, and if their programming does not allow for them to become angry in response to the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment, then the words that escaped from her lips would be wasted.
“Perhaps,” the single word that forced Emma to come out of the trance that she had fallen into as a result of the thoughts that had come across the forefront of her mind escaped not from the lips of the facsimile of Saoirse, but from her own copy, and as she made that realization, the true Emma found herself forced to turn her attention toward the direction of her copy.
The words that were supposed to escape from the lips of the real Emma at that moment were unable to escape from her lips because the expression that appeared on the face of her facsimile at that moment made it clear that it was about to push more words out of its mouth. Of course, she had to blink, a few moments later, when Emma saw that her copy was now looking in her direction while wearing a neutral expression on her face.
Emma blinked yet again when she realized that the reason her copy was looking in her direction at that moment was that there was no need for it to look forward. It was obvious that it was because they had already reached their destination, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the true Emma allowed her eyes to narrow even more.
“You, I think, will provide the Master with much excitement and pleasure,” the copy of her said, before it then allowed the smile that it was wearing on its face to twist into an image that was the only thing that the real Emma needed to see for her to be sure of what it truly meant with the words that had escaped from its lips.
Although it was true that an expression of anger remained on the face of the true Emma at that moment, she was unable to stop herself from flinching when she saw the look that had appeared on the face of her copy. Indeed, the true Emma would have wanted to allow angry words to escape from her lips at that moment, but she found herself unable to because the machine that she was looking at soon allowed more words to escape from its lips.
“I am sure that you can imagine what the things that our Master will order you to do,” the robot Emma said, and it soon went out of its way to widen the expression of amusement that it was wearing on its face, leading the true Emma to once more remark to herself that she would want to wipe that smirk that it was wearing off its face.
In the end, however, the words that were supposed to come out of her lips died down because her copy turned its attention away from her. That was hardly enough to cause her to pause, but it was not the fact that the machine had turned its attention away from her that made the real Emma pause, rather, it was the fact that in doing so, her robot copy opened the door that the real Emma did not even realize was there until the same had been opened.
The real Emma blinked as she glimpsed the interior of the room, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that part of the reason that she found herself just looking in the direction of the interior of the room was that it looked like it was an ordinary office or library. Indeed, there was a part of her that was sure that she would be looking at some sort of dungeon or torture chamber at that moment, but it would appear that such was not going to be the case.
Indeed, the surprise that she felt at that moment compelled her to blink, and before she had even realized it, she was already looking in the direction of her double while wearing an incredulous expression on her face. While it was true that no words escaped from her lips at that moment, the expression that her double was wearing made it clear to Emma that her doppelganger was aware of what she was thinking, leading to the real Emma parting her lips.
As determined as she was to push words out of her mouth, however, the real Emma was forced to pause, a few moments later, when she saw the expression that appeared on the face of the double in front of her. The smile that her fake was wearing widened, but it was not as if the robot kept that expression on its face for long, as after another moment or two, her double had to remove that expression from its face so that it could push words out of its mouth.
“Won’t you please come in?” her double asked, and Emma would have to admit that she was struck by hearing her voice at that moment outside of her skull. Still, she soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind even as she narrowed her eyes, but the words that were supposed to come out of her lips at that moment were cut off as her double allowed more words out of its lips, “Our Master is waiting.”
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the words that escaped from the lips of her double in front of her were more than enough to cause her to glare in that direction even as she told herself that such a revelation was even more reason for her to refuse the invitation.
The expression that she was wearing morphed to reflect that thought, but if anything, her robot double simply allowed the expression that it was wearing on its face to widen. Her first thought when she made that realization was that the machine was mocking her, though after another moment or two, the former actress blinked as she then remarked to herself that such was what the machine was doing.
A hiss of anger escaped from the lips of the former actress at that moment, and even she would have to admit that she was about to launch into an angry tirade when she was suddenly forced to pause, even as she heard sounds of amusement coming from the direction deeper into the room.
Before she had realized it, Emma was already looking in the direction in question, and even she would have to admit that she made sure that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment reflected the irritation and anger that she was feeling. Of course, the position that she was in at that moment meant that it was impossible for her to see who was laughing, but there was no question that whoever was laughing at that moment was male.
“Won’t you come in?” the words that echoed in the ears of Emma at that moment all but confirmed that the person who was laughing was a man, but the former actress told herself that such was expected. Indeed, while it was true that there was a part of her that could not help but feel confusion at that moment, she soon schooled the expression that she was wearing to reflect the anger that she was feeling.
It was with that look written on her face that the former actress then entered the room, and if pressed, Emma would have to admit that she was hoping that the person who was waiting for her inside the room would be able to see the expression that she was now wearing on her face and realized what she truly thought about the invitation that she had received.
With her attention focused toward the interior of the room, Emma found herself with no chance to turn her gaze toward the direction of the two facsimiles that were following after her, but she was aware that they walked into the room after her because she heard their footsteps. While it was true that two are just machines made in her image and that of her friend, Emma can somehow sense their presence as well, as if they are real people.
Even that thought had to be pushed to the back of her mind, however, as she found herself looking in the direction of a man who was seated behind a rather impressive desk while holding a glass of amber liquid with his left hand. There was something about the way that he relaxed in his seat that moment which made Emma narrow her eyes, but before she could decide if the fact that he did not get up from where he was seated was part of the reason that she disliked him, he spoke.
“Welcome, Emma,” the man said, and there was no denying how wide the smirk that he was wearing on his face at that moment became as he then inclined his head toward her before allowing words to escape from his lips, “May I call you Emma?” he asked.
The words that escaped from his lips at that moment may have been phrased as a question, but there was no denying that he was making a statement. Indeed, the more that she looked at the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment, the more that she became convinced that he was hoping that she would refuse him.
In the end, Emma did the only thing that she could think of doing, which was to ignore the question that he had asked at the same time that she schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it reflected the anger that she was feeling even more, “Why did you lure me here under false pretenses?” she asked, but even she would have to admit that within a moment or two of that question escaping from her lips, she had already come up with an answer.
The man who was seated behind the desk allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen even more, and he kept that expression on his face for the next moment or two. Of course, when he removed that look from his face, that was only so that he could part his lips and allow words to escape from his lips.
“I think you already know why I asked for you here,” the man said, before he allowed the smile that he was wearing to return to his face.
Emma would have to admit that she was about to push angry words out of her mouth at that moment, but again, even though she was determined to do that, she was forced to pause when she saw the expression that appeared on his face, because even she would have to admit that the expression that he was now wearing reflected the no small amount of lust that she realized he was feeling at that moment.
That was more than enough to make her flinch, but the action that he had taken, a few moments later, made her want to jump, because while it was true that he turned his gaze away from her, he did so to focus on the two facsimiles that had led Emma here, and if it was possible, the lust that he was wearing on his face widened even more.
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that feared what she would see if she were to turn her attention toward her facsimile and that of her friend. It was for that reason that she told herself that she was determined to keep her attention focused toward his direction, but she had to flinch and turn her attention somewhere else when she realized that he had now turned his attention – and the look on his face – toward her.
Emma could not stop the whimper that escaped from her lips at that moment, even if she wanted to. As she did not want to think about that, she soon parted her lips so that she could then push words out of her mouth, but even though it was true that she was determined to push words out of her mouth at that moment, she was forced to pause as he allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Are you not going to see if I was able to guess what you look like without clothes accurately?” he asked, and there was no denying the humor – and the lust – that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment.
Emma narrowed her eyes at that moment, ready to push words out of her mouth, but while it was true that he said nothing, the expression that he was wearing on his face compelled the former actress to turn her attention toward her facsimile.
The words that had escaped from the lips of the Master already made it clear to Emma that her facsimile would be naked at that moment, but even if that were the case, she still could not help but flinch and whimper as she found herself staring at an image of her that was wearing nothing but a dog collar around her neck.
“Well?” the words that escaped from the lips of the Master forced Emma to come out of the trance that she would readily admit that she had not even realized she had fallen into at that moment. Yet, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that was also grateful for the words that had escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment, after all, it forced her to look in his direction.
If she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to say something, but the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off with the words that escaped from the lips of the Master, and naturally, it was in connection with the question that he had asked her earlier.
“Did we guess accurately?” he asked while keeping the humor figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips and the smile on his face.
Emma parted her lips at that moment, and while it was true that the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to curse at him, she would have to admit that if she were to part her lips at that moment, the only words that would have managed to escape from her lips would be more pleading words. It was for that reason that she refrained from parting her lips.
Judging from the expression that appeared on the face of the man in front of her, however, it was clear to her that he understood that such was the case as well. It was perhaps for that reason that he soon inclined his head toward her, and while it was true that the look on his face remained as a smile, it was clear that he was excusing her from having to answer the question that he had asked.
That was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when he then allowed words to escape from his lips, and naturally, the words that he uttered were intended for her, “I am just joking, of course,” he said, and it would appear that he waited for an expression of relief to appear on the face of Emma, before he then added, “I have seen your naked body before.”
If the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment were intended to cause her no small amount of trepidation, then Emma would have to admit that he succeeded in what he had set out to do. Of course, the former actress soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she parted her lips, ready to rebut the words that had escaped from his lips.
Again, as determined as she was to push words out of her mouth, the former actress found herself forced to pause as even more words escaped from the lips of the man who was seated behind the desk, “Still, I would like to see my new property with only my collar around her neck.”
Emma blinked in response to the words that had escaped from his lips, and even she would have to admit that the anger that she felt at that moment threatened to overwhelm her. Indeed, angry words were supposed to escape from her lips at that moment, if not for the fact that she was forced to pause because it was at that moment that she suddenly realized that someone – or something – was approaching her from behind.
Before she could stop herself, Emma found herself already looking in that direction, and she did so just in time to watch as her double suddenly grabbed both of her arms, placing her in a position that made it impossible for her to effectively resist as the facsimile of Saoirse then took its position in front of her.
Emma had no problem seeing the wide smile that appeared on the face of the robot in front of her, and she had no problem interpreting the meaning behind the look that the machine was wearing, even if she would have to ask just how the machine was able to do that. If she were being honest, however, she would have to admit that she pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she realized that she needed to push other words out of her mouth.
“Please…please…,” the former actress said, but even she would have to admit that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment seemed only to convince the facsimile of Saoirse to continue with what it was doing.
Indeed, the words that escaped from its lips seemed only to make that even more obvious, “Soon, you will learn to enjoy being stripped in front of our owner,” the machine said, before it then grabbed the neckline of the blouse that Emma was wearing. The former actress did not need to be told about what was going to happen next, and indeed, it was for that reason that she schooled the expression that she was wearing on her visage.
Even Emma would have to admit that pleading words would have escaped from her lips at that moment, but she was forced to pause as she felt the fabric of the top that she was wearing being ripped from her torso. Within another moment or two, she was wearing nothing but her bra to cover her breasts, and the urge to cross her arms over her chest overwhelmed her.
She would have done that if not for the fact that her double was still holding onto her wrists at that moment.
“It is nice to see her in her bra, Saoirse, but I prefer to see her naked breasts,” the voice that escaped from the lips of the only man in the room made Emma turn her attention toward his direction at the same time that she remarked to herself that if there was one person in the room who can stop what was happening, it was going to be him.
Emma would have to admit that she was ready to push pleading words out of her mouth at that moment if only to convince him to stop what was happening, but she was forced to pause when she saw the expression that he was wearing on his face.
It was true that the former actress saw that expression that he was wearing for just a moment or two because he soon sipped from the glass that he was holding with his left hand, though even if that were the case, it was obvious from that expression that he was wearing that he was enjoying the predicament that he had placed her in.
Emma parted her lips at that moment, but in the end, the only sound that managed to escape from her lips would be more protesting and desperate screams as the facsimile of Saoirse in front of her cupped both of her breasts through the cups of the bra that she was wearing.
“Please…,” there was no denying the desperation that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment, but when she looked at the expression that was on the face of the robot in front of her, it was obvious that it was enjoying the trepidation that Emma was displaying at that moment.
A moan of protest escaped from the lips of Emma, a few moments later, as the machine then increased the pressure with which it was gripping her breasts, and by chance, the former actress turned her attention toward the direction of where the Master was seated.
Whimpers escaped from the lips of the brunette when she saw the expression that appeared on his face at that moment. After all, that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he enjoyed the predicament that she was going through.
Of course, Emma was soon forced to think about something else, as it was at that moment that the facsimile of Saoirse suddenly used its hands on her breasts to rip the bra that she was wearing. The loud and prolonged screams that escaped from the lips of the former actress at that moment were more in surprise than pain, but, in the end, it did not matter, and she was forced to turn her attention toward the direction of the Master, a few moments later.
The expression that he was wearing on his face advertised just how much he liked what he was seeing at that moment. Indeed, that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when he then inclined his head, and while it was true that Emma first thought that he did so toward her direction, she realized that such was not the case because he inclined his head toward the direction of the facsimile Irish actress standing in front of Emma.
“Carry on,” he said, and even Emma was sure that what he was feeling at that moment was more impatience than anything else.
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