

THE EQUESTRIAN III
SEVEN
He could not help but place a smile on his face when he saw the expression that was written on the face of the young woman in front of him, and he knew that part of the reason that he had placed that smile on his face in the first place is so that she could see the expression that he was wearing. As he had expected, the moment that she saw the smile on his face, that expression that caused the smile to appear on his face in the first place widened, and even the Equestrian would have to admit that it would have been a never-ending cycle on their part if not for the fact that he stopped himself, a few moments later.
The trainer would have to admit that turning his attention away from the face of the young woman in front of him was not easy, but, at the same time, he reminded himself that there is something else that he should look into at the other side of where his trainee was on her hands and knees in front of him. Given the ordeal that she was about to go through, however, he was not the slightest bit surprised when he turned his attention toward the backside of the young thespian to find that his view was blocked by the face of the dog that had its cock buried in her most intimate of parts. 
Indeed, when the trainer turned his attention toward the visage of the animal, it was hard to deny the expression of pleasure that was on the face of the animal, and he is quite certain that if the dog could speak, it would already be begging him for permission to proceed. The Equestrian allowed a small amused sound to escape from his lips even as he told himself that the only reason why the dog had not yet proceeded with pushing and pulling its canine cock in and out of the tight cunt of the young helpless woman strapped on the modified rack is that the Equestrian was yet to give permission.
He turned his gaze so that he soon found himself staring at the visage of his trainee, and he was struck by the fact that he cannot label the expression that she was wearing. Sure, there was a part of her visage that told him that she would do anything to get her trainer to order the dog to remove its cock from her most intimate of parts, but that was the expected expression, one that the Equestrian would have to admit he knew would be on the visage of his trainee even before he turned his attention toward her.
The other expression on the face of the beautiful thespian was one that the Equestrian would have to admit he was having a hard time identifying, and he did not need to ask his trainee anything for him to know that Phoebe herself would not have been able to identify the expression that she was wearing, though if pressed, she probably would have labeled it as anger. If he was being honest, the Equestrian would admit that he would done so as well, though he would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have disagreed with that assessment.
He mentally shook his head, a few moments later, even as he forced himself to return to the present, and the first thing that he did once he had returned to the present would be to fix his attention upon the visage of his trainee once more, and if pressed, the Equestrian would have to admit that part of the reason was so that he could relish the expression that was written on the pretty face of the beautiful thespian.
Phoebe must have realized that he was now looking at her, because, a few moments later, she parted her lips, and he had no doubt that she would have said something if not for the fact that he deliberately and slowly shook his head, indicating to her that it would be better for her to keep her mouth shut. Even if that was the case, however, the expression on the face of the beautiful thespian was all that he needed to see for him to know that she hesitated, and that meant that despite the warning that he had given her, there was a part of her that wanted to speak.
It was, however, the command that the Equestrian had given her that won out, and he soon watched as she closed her mouth. Perhaps the reason that part of her won was that she realized that, by obeying the unspoken command that he had given, she could convince him to order the dog to remove its cock from her most intimate of parts, but with a wide mental smile, the Equestrian told himself that it was the opposite that she managed to convince him to do, and with that thought at the forefront of his mind, the trainer turned his attention toward the visage of the dog.
He turned his attention slow enough that he was able to watch as the eyes of Phoebe widened, because him turning his attention toward the direction of the dog was all that the beautiful thespian needed to see for him to understand what the next order that would come out of the mouth of her trainer would be, and indeed, at the same time that her eyes widened, the panicked young actress parted her lips. The Equestrian was sure that it was not a scream that she planned to allow to come out of her mouth, but that was what happened, though it was because the Equestrian finally gave the command that the dog was waiting for, “Breed,” he said.
Any thoughts that should have gone to the forefront of the mind of the trainer as he noted the reaction of the dog to the command was put on hold by the scream that escaped from the lips of the beautiful thespian. As loud as the scream that had escaped from the lips of Phoebe may have been, however, it was drowned out by the howl that escaped from the mouth of the dog a few moments later, and it was a howl that advertised to the Equestrian that the animal was enjoying himself.
“Ah….ah…ah…,” the sounds that escaped from the lips of the young actress in front of him echoed around the room, but while he is sure that Phoebe meant for those moaning sounds to advertise to anyone who was listening that she cannot find anything enjoyable in what was being done to her, the Equestrian mentally noted that the moans were also slowly but surely turning from moans of pain to moans of pleasure, and a glance at the expression on the face of Phoebe at that moment was all that he needed to be sure that she had not even realized that the tone of her moans had now changed.
He was not, however, going to point that out to her, and for, a few moments, the trainer closed his eyes so that he could enjoy the moans that were coming out of the lips of Phoebe even more. The fact that he had closed his eyes meant that he could not see what her reaction to what he had done would be, but he told himself that it was an acceptable trade-off and as if to provide him with further evidence that what he was thinking was correct, at that moment, he felt his manhood twitch even if the same was still hiding behind the pants that he was wearing.
By the time that the trainer had opened his eyes, the moans that were coming out of the lips of his trainee completely shifted from one of pain to one of pleasure, and another glance toward the beautiful visage of the young thespian confirmed to him that Phoebe understood that she was finding pleasure in what was being done to her. Of course, rather than be relieved about it, she looked more horrified, and as the smile on the face of the Equestrian widened, he told himself that even that was not surprising, after all, the reason for the horror that Phoebe felt lies in the fact that pleasure at what was being done to her, and she fears that, because of that, her life would change.
There was a part of him that wanted to point out to her that her life had changed a few days ago when she was picked up by the kidnapping team, but with a faint shrug, the Equestrian told himself that while there are lessons that he would have to teach her, there are also lessons that she would have to learn for herself, and the fact that she is now on her way into becoming a prized sex-toy for those who are lucky enough to own her is a lesson that Phoebe must learn for herself.
He did not doubt that she would learn her lessons well, and indeed, there are already a lot of lessons that he had taught her. As if to provide him with evidence that this beautiful young woman in front of him was, at least, capable of learning, she forced him out of the reverie that he had not even realized that he had fallen into, a few moments later, as she suddenly said, “Please….please…”
In response to the pleading words that were coming out of the lips of his trainee, the trainer turned his gaze toward her visage, and it would appear that she was waiting for him to do as much, because once she is sure that he was now looking at her, she did not even wait for him to say anything before she said, “May I cum, please, may I cum, please.”
The Equestrian placed a smile on his face, though it was a smile that did not reach his eyes, and indeed, a few moments later, when he fixed his gaze upon the visage of Phoebe, the tone that he had used to ask the question was one that he had specifically chosen to give her the impression that he is not impressed with what she was doing, “Are you asking for permission, cunt?” he asked her. 
He would have continued to speak, but found himself unable to do so because of the fervent nods that the young thespian was giving him, and, in the end, the only words that managed to escape from the lips of the trainer was an unamused, “Then you better ask for permission properly.”
As he had expected, a distressed expression appeared on the pretty face of Phoebe, and, for a few moments, he thought that she would become defiant again. He would have to admit that there was a part of him that was hoping that would be the case, but much to the surprise of that part of his being, Phoebe did not return to that. Instead, a few moments later, a moan of surrender escaped from her lips, and tears started to spill from her eyes as she fixed him with a desperate expression, “Please, Sir, please, may this whore cum for you, please?”
At the same time that those words were coming out of the lips of Phoebe, her canine partner was moving its cock in and out of her cunt, and it would appear that the motion of the dog was feeling not only the figurative flames of lust that were burning in between the thighs of Phoebe but also that of the animal in question because before the Equestrian could reply to the request of his trainee, he was cut off by the loud howl of pleasure that escaped from the lips of the dog in question.
He blinked at the same time that he turned his attention toward the visage of the dog, but at the same time that he turned his gaze toward that direction, another howl of pleasure escaped from the lips of the animal, though, unlike Phoebe, the dog is not going to ask for permission, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Equestrian could not help but remind himself that while they could instruct the dog when to force its cock into the unwilling cunt of a trainee, they cannot tell it when it could cum or not.
At that moment, the only thing that the Equestrian could do would be to turn his attention toward the direction of his trainee, and for, a few moments, the two of them just stared at each other. The expression on the face of Phoebe as the Equestrian stared at her was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was begging him now not only for permission to cum, but also to order the dog to leave her alone. Of course, while the dog waited for him to permit it to plunder the cock of Phoebe, there was no order that the Equestrian could give the dog that would see it remove its cock from her cunt, at least, not with the animal so close to reaching its orgasm.
The smile on the face of the Equestrian widened at the same time that he shook his head, and the eyes of Phoebe widened at that moment. He would have to admit that he was not sure if she interpreted him shaking his head as his way of telling her that she is not going to get his permission to cum, or if he was telling her that is not going to have the dog leave her alone, but whatever her interpretation may have been, another moan escaped from her lips, telling him that even if he would not give her permission, she would soon be reaching her climax, and from the expression that she was wearing, she was making it clear that she was not going to wait for him to give her permission.
That caused the Equestrian to blink even as he told himself that it was a display of defiance, but with a small smile as he inclined his head toward her direction, he told her, “Fine, slut, you may cum.”
An expression of relief appeared on the face of Phoebe at that moment, and he had the impression that if he had allowed her to speak, she would have been thanking him at that moment. it was not, however, any action on the part of the Equestrian that prevented Phoebe from saying anything, rather, the action that prevented her from saying something came from her canine partner, because, at that moment, it let out another loud howl even as he imagined the figurative dam that had been holding back the arousal of Phoebe had broken.
The reason why he had thought that she had reached her release was that, at that moment, another scream of pleasure escaped from the lips of the beautiful thespian, though it was a scream that was drowned out by howl that escaped from the mouth of the dog at the same time. 
It was only at that moment that the Equestrian removed his cock from the confines of his pants, and with both of his hands, he had soon retrieved his manhood. Less than five seconds later, he had wrapped the fingers of his right hand around the girth of his cock and was using that to guide the tip of the same toward the slit in between her lips. At that moment, the Equestrian was trying to see how she would react to him placing his cock in that position, and a smile came across the face of the trainer as he noted that the moment that the tip of his cock touched her lips, Phoebe did not even hesitate to part them to allow his manhood entry into her warm and wet oral orifice.
He watched as her cheeks bulged slightly when she used her lips to form an almost vacuum seal around the girth of his manhood, and it was at that moment that he told himself that the reason why she was acting the way that she was acting is that she was hoping that, by appearing to be as submissive as possible, he would order the dog to move away from her as soon as possible.
A moan entered the ears of the Equestrian, and it forced him out of his reverie at the same time that he could not help but ask himself where the moan came from. It took him another second or two before he realized that it had escaped from his lips, which surprised him as he had not even realized what he was doing, though he shook his head, a few moments later, even as he told himself to focus his gaze on the pretty face of his trainee.
 At the same moment that he fixed his gaze upon the visage of Phoebe, a smile appeared on his face, and he would have had no problem admitting that the reason behind the smile would be the expression that was on her face, because it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to know how desperate she was, at that moment, to please him. He decided to respond to the desperation that she was displaying by turning his attention toward the direction of the dog so that he could order it off of her.
By the time that he had turned his attention to the animal, it had finished hosing her most intimate of parts, which meant that it was now far more docile, which was why the Equestrian did not expect any defiance from the animal even as he said, “Dismount.”
Despite the expectations of the Equestrian, the dog did look as if it did not want to obey the order, but after a few moments, it obeyed the order, with the Equestrian hearing the barely audible sound that it made as it removed its cock from the cunt that it had just finished abusing. Strictly speaking, it was only when the dog had removed its cock from the tight confines of the cunt of Phoebe that it reached its climax, and it let out another howl even as its warm seed erupted from the tip of its cock.
At that moment, with the tip of the canine cock pointing toward the smooth back of Phoebe, it was but a matter of course that the warm seed of the dog would land on the unblemished back of the beautiful actress, though the Equestrian turned his attention away from that direction so that he could once more look at the expression on the face of his trainee.
“I planned to make you clean his cock after he is done hosing your cunt,” the trainer said, and as he had expected, an expression of horror appeared on the face of the young thespian. With his cock buried in her mouth, even if she wanted to say something – and it was obvious that she wanted to say something – she could not, which meant that the Equestrian was able to continue to speak, “But, I think we would spare you that for now, provided that you can make me cum within the next minute.”
If he was being honest, that was a rigged order, because there was no way that Phoebe would not have been able to accomplish the instruction that was given to her, considering that the Equestrian was already so close to having his release in the first place. It would appear, however, that Phoebe had not realized that, because in response to the order that he had given her, she increased the pace with which she was bobbing her head forward and back, and it was obvious that she was determined to make him cum as soon as possible.
The Equestrian allowed a smile to come across his face at that moment, even as he placed one of his hands on the top of her head. The reason that he did that was not important, especially when he realized that she took that to mean that she should increase her pace yet again, because that was what Phoebe did a few moments later, causing the smile that was already on the face of her trainer to widen even as moans began to escape from his lips.
***
It was but natural that there are only a few sounds – there are others who would say that there are no sounds at all – that are coming from the direction of the shed in front of him, after all, he is quite certain there are no people inside the shed in question, and as if to further remind himself of that fact, the man could not help but move his left hand toward the direction of the front of the jeans that he was wearing. He did not have that much of a hard time inserting his hand inside the front pocket of the jeans that he was wearing, and he only needed a few moments of rummaging around the same for him to confirm that the key that would remove the padlock to the shed in front of him was still in his pocket.
He fought the urge to sigh even as he reminded himself that there are only two keys in existence that could open the padlock in question – aside from a skeleton key, but if he was being honest, he would have to speculate that even that may not be able to open the special padlocks that had been placed in this shed – with the other key – aside from the one that was in his pocket at that moment – in the custody of the Archon who is supposed to be in charge of this facility. It was for that reason that the trainer known as the Equestrian is sure that he is the one who was holding the only operational key as he doubts that the man who had just taken over this sector of the territory of the Organization has had the time to look at everything.
Even if he is practically the son of the man who had once been in charge of this sector of the territory of the Organization, the Equestrian doubted that he had the time to go through everything, and with a sigh, the trainer reminded himself that there are other things that an Archon would be interested in. it was precisely for that reason that they tend to leave training the slaves in the hands of the trainers, and as the smile on the face of the Equestrian widened, he reminded himself that training the slaves is the most exciting and rewarding aspect of being an Archon.
If there are no other things that they have to personally take care of, he did not doubt that most of them would give the trainers quite a challenge, but though he kept the smile on his face, the Equestrian shook his head as he reminded himself that even if that is the case, trainers like him cannot expect to find themselves out of jobs soon. The Archons may prefer to train their slaves – and in certain aspects, that remains to be true, after all, only an Archon can own a celebrity, and only the Master of the slave can finish her training – themselves, but they leave the breaking in the hands of the trainers, and it is the molding – or, in their case, re-molding – that they concern themselves with.
He allowed himself a few more moments during which time he did nothing but play with the keys that were resting within the confines of the pocket of his jeans before he then mentally shook his head and forced himself to return to the present. The Equestrian was just about to remove his hand from his pocket when he heard a soft moaning sound coming from behind him, and though he would readily admit that his first reaction would have been to turn his attention toward the direction where the sound came from, he stopped himself from doing so, turning his attention instead to the reason why he had to use his left hand to play with the keys in his pocket.
Perhaps part of the reason for that choice would have something to do with the fact that the keys were in his left pocket, but even as he allowed that smile on his face to widen, the Equestrian turned his attention toward the direction of his right hand and the opposite end of a relatively short leash that he held with that hand. 
The leash itself was something that the Equestrian is very familiar with, considering that it is one of his favorite implements for humiliation. He did not get the moniker that the Organization had given him simply because he had asked for the same – indeed, he had not – rather, it was given to him because according to the man who had proposed the name, it was his penchant for humiliating his trainees by treating them like animals that struck the said Archon the most, and with another smile, as he shook his head, the Equestrian told himself that his moniker had nothing to do with his penchant for forcing his trainees to have sex with animals.
He forced himself to return to the present a few moments later, and the first thing that he did once he had returned to the present would be to turn his attention toward the direction of the leash that he was holding yet again. This time, however, the Equestrian did not bother to just stare at his end of the leash, and soon enough, he was turning his attention toward the direction of the other end of the leash.
If he was being honest, the trainer would have to admit that he was distracted by what he was seeing long before he had fixed his gaze upon the other end of the leash, and besides, it was not as if he had to see the other end of the leash for him to now that the other end was attached to the front of the collar that was wrapped around the neck of the woman who was crawling on her hands and knees behind him, and it was that pretty visage of that beautiful woman that distracted the Equestrian in the first place.
He knew that the frown that she was wearing would deepen when she saw the smirk that he placed on his face even as he turned his gaze toward her, and if pressed, the Equestrian would not have had any problem admitting that it is precisely because he wanted to see the deeper frown on the face of his trainee that he put on that smile that he was wearing in the first place. Indeed, she looked as if she wanted to say something with her lips parting, though whatever it was that she wanted to say, the Equestrian did not get to hear as she seemed to have changed her mind even as she was about to push sounds out of her mouth.
The Equestrian could not help but wonder if she would have decided to continue to speak had she realized that by stopping herself from speaking, she now gave him the time to do nothing but stare at her pretty visage, and he is certain that he did not have to tell her anything for her to understand what the reason for the smirk that formed on his face would be, a few moments later. Indeed, if it was possible, the frown that she was wearing at that moment deepened.
At that moment, the Equestrian would have to admit that she looked as if she wanted to do nothing more than to get on her feet and attack him, and, indeed, from the expression that was on her pretty face, he would have to say that it looked as if she was just a second or two away from making that decision. 
Of course, Phoebe realized that doing so would be worse than useless, as he doubted that she would have the strength to overpower him – and she knew that. That was also before they take into consideration the shock function of the collar that was wrapped around the neck of the beautiful thespian, and the Equestrian knew that Phoebe is well aware of the shock function of the collar, considering that she had experienced it for herself before.
A low sound coming from the direction of the lips of the beautiful thespian forced the trainer out of the reverie that he had fallen into, and while he would be the first to admit that the expression on the face of his trainee had not changed when he fixed his gaze upon that direction, he would also have to say that there is something in the expression that she was wearing at that moment, that reminded him of the task that was at hand, and suitable reminded of what it was that he was supposed to do, the trainer mentally shrugged before he turned his attention away from his trainee.
Another low sound escaped from the lips of Phoebe, a few moments later, and in response to her trainer suddenly pulling hard on the leash that was attached to the front of the collar that she was wearing. Unlike its predecessor, the sound that escaped from the lips of Phoebe at that moment was one of protest, but he did not need to hear any actual words coming from her mouth for him to know that what she was protesting about would be him pulling hard on the leash.
If she expected him to be dissuaded and convinced that he should not do what it was that he was doing at that moment, then she would be disappointed, because the protesting sounds that escaped from the lips of Phoebe had the opposite effect, in the sense that it made the trainer pull harder on the leash and soon enough, he was practically dragging her behind him, rather than simply pulling and guiding her at the same time. 
The distance where they had stopped and the padlock was not that great, and less than half a minute later, the Equestrian found himself fishing for the keys that he had brought with him. As he retrieved his keys, however, he happened to turn his attention toward the direction of the face of his trainee, and as he had expected, she was still glaring at him, though if she believed that would be enough to make him stop with what he was doing and compel him to cancel his plans, then she would be disappointed yet again, and the only reaction that she got from the man who was holding the other end of the leash attached to the collar around her neck would be another insolent smile before he turned his gaze away from her.
Unlike the first time, however, this time, the Equestrian spoke even if it was true that he had already turned his attention away from her, “I am sure that you will not like what we are going to do next, cunt,” he said, and even though he knew that it would be a wasted one because he is not even looking at her, the Equestrian allowed a smile to appear across his face before he added, “but you will soon learn to enjoy it, and indeed, I suggest that you learn to enjoy it.”
Whether or not Phoebe had a response to the words that escaped from the lips of the Equestrian was not something that the trainer could be sure about and, indeed, even if she had something to say, then he was sure that it would have been drowned out by the sound that the metal gate made as the Equestrian pushed the same to the side so that there could be space through which he and his trainee could pass through. As the sound that the gate made entered the forefront of his mind, the trainer could not help but frown even as he told himself that the only reason why the gate was making the sound that it was making at that moment was that it had not been opened in a long time.
The frown that appeared on the face of the trainer at that moment had more to do with him being reminded that, just a few months ago, this gate was opened almost every day as there are Masters – though few Archons – who tend to use the track that could only be accessed through this shed to train their fillies for a semi-annual tradition that happen in this farm once every six months. As his thoughts turn to those pony races, it was hard for him to allow a frown to take over the expression that he was wearing, but that was what he did, though this time, the frown that he was wearing was directed toward himself.
‘I should send word to the Masters that the track is open again,’ he thought even as he wondered if the news that the best track owned and operated by the Organization for pony races having been closed is one of the reasons why the Archduke had asked for him. The Equestrian shook his head, a few moments later, even as he reminded himself that it was not as if the Masters could pursue their hobbies in a more regular racing track, after all, the ponies that they race with here would have caused many raised eyebrows, not to mention possible arrest for violating obscenity laws.
After all, the ponies that race here are slave-girls who are dressed to look like ponies and who are latched onto relatively small carriages upon which their owners would sit, whipping them from behind to encourage them to run faster. As he crossed the threshold that separated the interior of the shed from the rest of the world, the trainer known as the Equestrian could not help but allow the smile that was on his face to widen as he reminded himself that even the team that would be attached to the branding cart – as the Smith had taken to calling his cart – had been trained here, albeit those six young slaves have been trained to work together as opposed to against each other.
“Do you recognize any of these?” the Equestrian asked, a few moments later. He had not even bothered to turn his attention toward the direction of his trainee when he asked the question, preferring instead to focus his gaze upon the assortment of material that was now in front of him, and if he was being honest, the Equestrian would have to admit that if he were the one who would have to answer the question that he had just asked, he would have to answer in the affirmative, as he could recognize a lot of the equipment that was in front of him.
It was because he was not expecting an answer from Phoebe that he was so surprised, a few moments later, when he heard a voice from behind him, “No, but then again, that would not be surprising.”
The trainer blinked at the same time that he noted the rather sarcastic way that the answer was given, and though he would admit that, at first, he found himself irritated even as he promised to make his trainee pay for answering him the way that she had answered, he was forced to pause, a few moments later, as he realized that it was not Phoebe who had answered him. There was a rather large difference in the voice of his trainee and whoever had answered the question, though he would have had no problems laying odds that it was a woman who had answered the question that he had asked.
It did not take long for him to remind himself that all of his speculations as to who was behind them at that moment and who had answered his question would be useless as he simply could turn his gaze toward the direction where the voice came from. That thought had barely entered the forefront of the mind of the trainer before he did as he had told himself that he should do, and his eyes widened at the sight of the woman behind him.
The trainer did not have to turn his gaze toward the direction of the visage of his trainee – which would have been impossible anyway, considering that Phoebe had also turned her attention toward the direction of their surprise guest – for him to know that there was a shocked expression on her pretty face. If forced to, the Equestrian would have to admit that he can understand why his trainee would have such an expression on her pretty face, after all, the woman who had entered the shed after them is a rather famous one, and she had certainly not appeared in the training videos that the Equestrian had forced Phoebe to watch.
Indeed, the trainer himself had never seen a video with this woman in it, and their guest is also one of the few celebrity slaves of the Organization he had never seen naked, considering how possessive the man who owns her is when it comes to this particular submissive woman. Perhaps one may consider that to be strange, considering that this would not be his first time seeing this particular slave, but with a shrug, the trainer told himself that he should think about something else.
Before he could come up with something else to think about, however, he was forced to return to the present as the beautiful brunette in front of him spoke. 
“Good day, Sir Trainer,” there was a smirk on the face of Emma Watson as she inclined her head toward the direction of the Equestrian. To the trainer, it would appear that the smirk that the poster-child of the gender-equality movement was wearing was her way of reminding the trainer that she is off-limits to anyone who is not her Master, and he fought the urge to frown as that thought entered the forefront of his mind.
A part of the Equestrian could not help but pray that this woman in front of him would somehow screw up, and the nature of her failure would be such that the Archduke would have to punish her by allowing someone else to mess her up, or even to replace her as the favorite of the youngest member of the Order of Archons in the history of the Organization, but with a mental shake of his head, the trainer told himself that it was precisely because she knew that others are waiting for her to screw-up and be punished in such a way that Emma is careful not to screw-up. 
It was not an exaggeration to claim that Emma is the most submissive and obedient slave in the Organization, and even if one could find someone who would claim otherwise, even such a person would usually concede that the beautiful thespian who has been owned by one man since she was seventeen would be in the top five.
The Equestrian returned to the present at that moment, and he inclined his head toward the direction of the beautiful woman in front of him. He was about to say something along the lines of asking her what she was doing there, but before the words could come out of his mouth, he found himself cut off, as the favorite of the Archduke continued to speak, with the words coming out of her mouth answering the question that the Equestrian had not even managed to ask her just yet.
“My Master has asked me to observe the reopening of the track,” she said simply.
Both the Equestrian and Phoebe blinked in reaction – or at least, the former imagined that the latter had blinked – though their reasons for doing so are rather different. The reason why the Equestrian blinked would be because he is surprised that his new superior would send a slave to observe, but then he shook his head as he told himself that it was most likely the way that the Archduke was expressing his disappointment with the recent actions of the Equestrian.
It was the reason why Phoebe blinked – or at least, he imagined that she blinked – that interested him even more, even if it was true that he already knew why should have blinked, after all, the beautiful brunette in front of her who had made a name for herself fighting for equality had impliedly acknowledged that she is a slave, and as if to provide him with further proof, the Equestrian realized rather belatedly that he turned his attention toward the direction of the collar that was wrapped around the neck of the older thespian.
The favorite of the Archduke must have realized that it was not only the Equestrian who was looking at the gold collar around her neck because she turned her attention toward the direction of Phoebe a few moments later, and with that smirk returning to her face, the older thespian spoke, “You cannot believe the words that I am saying right now, can’t you?” and though it was phrased as a question, even the Equestrian would have to note that it was a statement.
Still, it would appear that she has no intention of waiting for Phoebe to say anything as the favorite of the Archduke – and here, the Equestrian was forced to pause as he realized that just as the Archduke is the youngest Grand Archon in the history of the Organization, Emma was also the younger slave, having been taken when she was just seventeen and that was something that was against the rules, though the Archduke broke it without even thinking twice – simply continued, “I was like you once you know,” and here, she reached forward so that she could touch the face of Phoebe. 
The Equestrian did not imagine that it was a pleasant experience for the younger thespian, and indeed, a hiss of discomfort escaped from the lips of the younger actress. Still, she did not get the chance to say anything about it, because the favorite of the Archduke simply added, “The sooner you learn to accept that this is now your life, the better off you would be.”
It would appear that she was not yet done, however, as she soon turned her attention toward the direction of the Equestrian and with a smile, she added, “My Master has sent me here to check up on this slave as well.”
He watched as he inclined her head toward the direction of Phoebe, but he still was not able to say anything before she then added, “He seems to be interested in welcoming her in his stables, after all.”
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