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From the cage that she found herself forced in, she watched with an expression on her face that even she would have labelled as one of horror and anger as the man who had placed her in this cage – well, not literally – kept the back of his right index finger against the face of the woman in front of him. She was aware that the look that she was wearing on her face at that moment was wasted because it was not as if he was looking at her, but she still did not remove that look.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she told herself that the expression that she was wearing was not wasted because it showed the state that she was in, and at that moment, she told herself that such was the only thing that she wanted to do, hence, the reason that she kept that expression on her face even if it was true that the man who had placed her here had not bothered to look at her.
Emma allowed a hiss to escape from her lips at that moment – and even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips was her way of asking the Master to turn his attention toward her direction – but even she would have to admit that she already knew that the sounds that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would not be enough to make him turn his gaze toward her, hence, the reason that she was not surprised when nothing happened.
The former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to push actual words out of her mouth, but she was forced to pause a few moments later, when the Master removed the back of his finger from the face of Sophie, causing the facsimile to flinch, but it was not as if she moved from the position that she was in.
There was something about the way that he removed his hand from the face of the facsimile in front of him at that moment which made Emma realize that he was about to turn his attention toward her direction, and it was because such was the case that she was not the least bit surprised when that was what happened, a few moments later. 
As she knew that he was going to turn his attention toward her direction, the former actress went out of her way to make sure that the expression that she was wearing on her face reflected the anger that she wanted to show him in the first place. As that were the case, Emma told herself that she was justified in keeping that expression that she was wearing on her face.
That thought, however, fled from the forefront of her mind, a few moments later, when she was forced to return to the present as a result of the voice at the back of her mind telling her to return to the present and see the look that was on the face of her captor. If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that this was not something that she wanted to do, but she also knew that she had to.
Even the former actress would have to admit that she cannot help but frown – though she made sure that the expression that she was wearing did not change – when she saw the smile that was on his face, after all, that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that her Master not only expected the angry expression that she was now wearing on her face, but had also been counting on it.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of the mind of Emma, she narrowed her eyes even more, reflecting even more of the anger that she told herself she felt at that moment, but in response to the expression that she was now wearing, her captor simply inclined his head toward her at the same time that he widened that smile that he was wearing on his face.
It was obvious that the action that he had taken at that moment was intended to fuel even more of the anger that she was feeling, and if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to do just that. The voice coming from the back of her mind, however, remarked to her that if this was what her captor wanted, then perhaps it would not be in her best interest to do what he wanted her to do.
There was no way, however, that she could remove that expression of anger that she was now wearing on her face, and because that was the case, that look remained on her visage even as the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more. 
If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the look 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 just what the thoughts that had gone through the forefront of her mind were, forcing her to clamp down – figuratively speaking – on what she was thinking as she told herself that she cannot play into the game that he is playing.
After another moment or two, the smile that he was wearing widened even more, before he then inclined his head toward the direction of Emma again. This time, however, he did not bother to wait for her to respond to the action that he had taken before he made a show of turning his gaze back toward the facsimile of Sophie.
It was an action that, Emma would have to admit, compelled her to turn her gaze toward that direction as well, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she was soon looking in the direction of the facsimile and the confused expression that it was wearing on her face. It took Emma less than a moment to realize why that was the look that the facsimile was wearing, after all, it was not as if she was programmed to see Emma.
For the past few moments, while it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the Master, he had been interacting with Emma, and thus, from the point of view of the machine, the only person that she could see in this room was interacting with a ghost. Emma blinked at that moment, even as she asked herself if the facsimile of Sophie could even think in those terms, but she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she turned her gaze toward the direction of the Master.
She can see the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face, and if she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the look that he was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was still aware of just what it was that she was thinking.
Of course, she pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she schooled the expression that she was wearing to present an angry expression, and after another moment or two, she parted her lip so that she could then allow word to escape from her mouth, “Can she even feel confused, or is that something that you have to program into her as well?” she asked.
Even Emma would have to admit that the tone that she used at that moment was aggressive, but she was soon remarking to herself that such was the point. Of course, she would have to admit that she did not expect the amused expression that appeared on the face of the man in front of her in response to the words that she had uttered.
For a brief moment, Emma would have to admit that she did not think that he would verbally respond to the words that had escaped from her lips because that would confuse the facsimile of Sophie even more. It took the former actress less than a moment to realize that there was no need for her to be worried about Sophie being confused, because the Master certainly was not.
“Yes,” he responded, and the way that the single word rolled out of her lips at that moment made Emma flinch. It would appear that the Master liked seeing her flinch because the smile that he was wearing on his face widened even more, though he soon returned his gaze toward the direction of Sophie at the same time that he inclined his head toward the direction of the cage that Emma was in.
“What do you see?” he asked, and because he was looking in the direction of the facsimile, it was obvious that the question was meant for Sophie.
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 the facsimile had realized that, but at the same time, that look on the face of Sophie was also the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that she was already remarking to herself that this was the second time that she had been asked this question.
“Nothing, my Lord,” the facsimile replied, and even Emma could sense the confusion that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips even as she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the Master. Indeed, it was because such was the case that she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I do not understand, my Lord,” she said.
If it was possible, the confusion that Sophie was displaying at that moment became more pronounced, and though it was true that she paused at that moment, Emma was sure that more words should have escaped from her lips at that moment, if not for the fact that the Master cut her off, and though it was true that the tone that he used at that moment suggested amusement, there was nothing about the words that escaped from his lips which suggested that.
“You don’t need to worry your pretty little noble head over it, Sansa,” he said, and it was that tone that he used at that moment which made Sophie flinch. If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that she also flinched when she heard the words that escaped from his lips.
It was not as if, however, that she had the chance to truly think about the meaning behind the words that had escaped from his lips, after all, she was just as soon forced to return to the present even as the Master made his way back to his seat at the edge of the long table that is the centerpiece of the room that they are in. Using her peripheral vision, Emma noted that she was not the only one who had focused her attention toward the direction of the Master.
The expression on the face of the Master was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that he was excited about what was going to come next. Of course, the former actress knew that the fact that he was excited about it meant that she should be wary about it, though she then turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie and the expression that she was wearing.
That look on the face of the facsimile was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that she was not looking forward to what was about to happen, even if it was true that nothing was happening yet. There was something about the look on the face of Sophie at that moment, however, which made Emma flinch, and before she had realized what she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of the Master.
“What…what are you planning?” she asked, though even Emma would have to admit that she was sure that the word that escaped from her lips at that moment was not going to make him say anything. It was for that reason that the former actress could not help but be surprised when he turned his attention toward her direction before she then allowed words to escape from his lips.
“Just wait for the show to begin, Emma,” he said, and to the former actress stuck inside the cage, the words that escaped from his lips sounded patient and advising. It was obvious that he expected her to ask the question that she had asked, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma blinked.
She recovered from the surprise that she felt at that moment, however, before she then narrowed her eyes in anger, and if she were being honest, the words that were going to come out of her lips at that moment would reflect the anger that she felt at that moment. She was determined to push the words as well, but all of the determination that she felt at that moment evaporated when she realized that the Master was not even looking in her direction anymore.
There was only one other direction that he could have turned his attention toward, and before she turned her gaze toward the direction of Sophie, the former actress would have to admit that she took a moment or two to look at the expression that the Master was wearing on his face. Even Emma would have to admit that she instantly regretted the action that she had taken at that moment.
That regret was centered on the expression that the Master was wearing on his face as he looked in the direction of Sophie. Indeed, Emma would have to admit that the expectant and lecherous smirk that the Master was wearing on his face at that moment was part of the reason that she quickly turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie, only for her to flinch yet again when she saw that look that she was now wearing.
As if her turning her gaze toward the direction of the facsimile was the only thing that he was waiting for her to do, it was at that moment that the Master finally parted his lips, and the words that escaped from his mouth at that moment carried with it a tone that was the only thing that Emma needed to hear for him to confirm where that excitement and lechery that he was wearing on his face was coming from.
“Are you a virgin, Lady Sansa?” he asked.
Emma saw red in response to the question that escaped from his lips, but at the same time, the face of the woman that she was looking at turned red, not out of anger, but of embarrassment at the question that she had been asked. Judging from the laughter that escaped from the lips of the Master, it was clear that he expected the response of Sophie.
Indeed, the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment told Emma that he also knew what the answer to the question that he had asked at that moment was going to be, but then again, the former actress told herself that it was not as if that was going to be surprising. 
The sounds of amusement that were coming out of his mouth ended, a few moments later, and even Emma would have described what happened as rather abrupt. He did not bother to turn his attention toward the direction of Emma, however, before more words escaped from his lips, and naturally, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were meant for Sophie.
“Get up on the table,” he told her, and toward the end of the words that escaped from his lips, the tone that he was using took on an edge that was the only thing that Emma needed to hear for her to be sure that he was not going to tolerate any dissent from her. Indeed, the expression that appeared on his face reflected that as well.
Just because that was the case, however, does not mean that Sophie was going to obey the order that she was given. The expression that the facsimile was wearing on its face was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that it had no idea why it was being told to get up on the table, but that look was also the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that Sophie was not going to enjoy the reason.
“My Lord, I…,” she began, and judging from the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment, it was clear that she would have wanted to push protesting words out of her mouth at that moment. In the end, however, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say would be something that only Sophie would know because the Master did not bother to wait for her to finish speaking.
“Up on the table, now,” he said, and even Emma would have to admit that the fact that he took the time to make sure that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment only made the words that escaped from his lips more threatening.
Emma turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie's face before she realized it, though if she were being honest, the former actress would have to admit that she already knew that the look on Sophie's face at that moment would reflect horror. Yet, even if it was true that there was horror there, she was still able to push words out of her mouth.
“My Lord, I…,” she began again, but this time, while it was true that she still hesitated, she soon forced herself to push even more words out of her mouth, “I would like to have your assurance.”
The Master laughed in response to the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment, and to Emma, the sounds sounded genuine even if it was true that there was a part of her mind that was already telling Emma that he was aware of what the response of Sophie at that moment would have been, after all, he was the one who had programmed her.
That thought was still at the forefront of her mind when she was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, and even she would have to admit that it was the sound of his laughter suddenly ending which forced her to return to the present and turn her attention toward the direction of the Master.
It was true that the sounds of amusement coming out of his lips had ended, but that did not mean that the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face had been removed. Indeed, Emma told herself that she would have taken the time to study the look that he was wearing on his face, if not for the fact that he soon removed that expression so that he could then push words out of his mouth.
At first, he inclined his head toward the direction of Sophie, before he then asked, using that same stern tone, “Assurances of what exactly, Lady Sansa?” he asked.
Emma saw Sophie flinch in response to the question that she heard, and judging from the look that she was now wearing, it was obvious that she would rather not answer the question that she had been asked. In the face of the expression that was on the face of the Master at that moment, however, the young woman was forced to part her lips, and the words that escaped from those lips were in response to the question that the Master had asked.
“Assurances, my Lord, that you and yours will stop your attacks against the Seven Kingdoms,” she said, and it would appear that Sophie had used all of the strength that she was keeping in reserve to ask that question, because the look that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that she wanted to collapse.
The Master laughed in response to the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie, but rather than respond to her request, he instead steeled the expression that he was wearing on his face before he inclined his head back toward the direction of the surface of the table in front of him.
Judging from the look that appeared on the face of Sophie at that moment, it was clear that she was aware of what the next words that were going to come out of the lips of the Master would be. Indeed, it was probably for that reason that Sophie parted her lips again, but this time, the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off by the words that escaped from the lips of the Master.
“I would give those assurances if you prove satisfactory, Lady Sansa,” he said, and the fact that he did not even bother to raise his voice – and yet, he kept the steel there and on the expression that he was wearing – served only to add to the trepidation and horror that Sophie felt. Indeed, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that Sophie had realized the mistake that she had made.
Perhaps it was for that reason that the expression on her face changed again, and while it was true that no words escaped from the lips, the look on the face of Sophie told Emma that she was preparing to apologize for being presumptuous. Technically, she could have pushed the words that she wanted to say out of her mouth, but just because that was the case does not mean that she was able to do so.
That was because it was at that moment that the Master stood from where he was seated. While Sophie could still have allowed words to escape from her lips at that moment, Emma would have to admit that she can understand why she hesitated when she saw what it was that he had done, and that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when it became clear that he was heading toward where Sophie was with every step that he took.
When the Master was halfway between where he was seated and where Sophie was still standing, he finally allowed words to escape from his lips, and the words that he uttered were intended to cause no small amount of trepidation on the part of Sophie.
“Right now, Lady Sansa, I would have to say that you are not proving satisfactory,” he said.
Emma glared in the direction of the Master in response to the words that escaped from his lips, but it was not as if he turned his attention toward her direction. He kept his gaze focused toward the direction of Sophie even as whimpers – which advertised how defeated she felt at that moment – escaped from her lips.
Sophie turned her attention toward the direction of the Master at that moment, the expression on her face changing to reflect some newfound determination that she probably would have been able to use to allow more words to escape from her lips, but it would appear that just as she was about to push the words out of her mouth, she was forced to pause as it would appear that the Master was now in front of her.
Emma hissed in anger – she would have shouted if she thought that it would have made a difference – even as the Master placed both of his hands on the shoulders of Sophie, pinning her in place, even though it was true that he still did nothing to the naked facsimile of the actress. Less than a moment later, however, he allowed words to escape from his lips, “What are you doing here?” he asked.
The confusion that appeared on the face of Sophie at that moment was something that even Emma could see, but it was not as if she could voice the question that she wanted to ask. It would appear, however, that there was no need for her to do that, because it was at that moment that Sophie allowed the question that Emma wanted to ask out of her mouth.
“My Lord,” she began, “I do not understand,” and judging from the tone that she used as well as the expression that she was wearing on her face, it was clear that she was not just saying that.
The sigh that escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment, Emma realized, was theatrical, but just because she was able to realize that the sound that escaped from the lips of her captor was that, it does not mean that the same was true for Sophie. Indeed, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that Emma needed to see for her to be sure that she was even more genuinely terrified because of the sound that escaped from the lips of the Master.
“I did not think that you would be this naïve, Lady Sansa,” he said, before he then used his hand on her shoulders to force her to face toward the direction of the table. 
In the end, the only thing that Sophie could do in response to the action that he had taken was to allow whimpers to escape from her lips, but it was not as if the sounds that she made were going to change anything, and that was something that Emma was sure even Sophie had already realized at that point.
“Why are you here?” the question that escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment was the same as the one that had escaped from his lips earlier, but this time, he asked the question at the same time that he made Sophie bend over the table. 
Judging from the desperate pleading whimpers that escaped from the lips of the young redhead at that moment, it was clear that even if she was programmed with the personality of Sansa Stark, she already knew what was going to happen to her next. Indeed, barely a moment after that particular thought came across the forefront of her mind, Emma would have to admit that she heard whimpers escape from the lips of Sophie.
Despite the whimpers that escaped from her lips, however, she was still able to answer the question that had escaped from the lips of the Master, and if she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that it was probably because the facsimile of Sophie had realized that she needed to answer the question that she forced herself to, a few moments later.
“I am here…,” she began, but she hesitated even as she gasped sharply, and even from her cage, Emma could tell that the reason Sophie gasped at that moment was that she felt the tip of his cock against the slit in between the lips of her cunt. Still, she recovered from whatever horror it was that she must have felt at that moment to say what it was that she wanted to say, “I am here to negotiate, my Lord,” she said.
The sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the Master at that moment made even Emma flinch, and as he parted his lips to push words in response to what Sophie had said, Emma watched him wrap the fingers of his left hand around the girth of his cock before using that to guide the tip of his manhood as it slid up an down the slit in between the lips of her womanhood.
“You must have known,” the Master began, “what negotiating truly meant, Lady Sansa.”
The Master did not bother to stop what he was doing, and Emma knew from how he was acting at that moment that he was aware of what the ministrations that he was giving her were doing to Sophie. Indeed, as she felt the anger that was burning between her increase in temperature, the former actress told herself that the Master was doing what he was doing to increase the trepidation that Sophie felt.
“Yes…" Yes, Sir,” Sophie said, “Yes, my Lord,” and as those final words escaped from her lips, Emma saw the tears spill out of the eyes of the younger woman. 
There was a part of Emma that was screaming at her, reminding her that what she was seeing at that moment was not Sophie Turner, but even if that were the case, her conscious mind could not truly accept that the facsimile that the Master was but a few moments away from raping was the real actress. It was that part of her that caused the hiss of anger that escaped from her lips.
Although Emma told herself that the sound that escaped from her lips was loud and that there was no way that the Master could have heard the sounds that had escaped from her lips at that moment, it was not as if he turned his gaze toward her direction. 
Of course, that might have to do with the fact that it was at that moment that he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “And yet, Lady Sansa, if you know what was going to happen, why did you come?” he asked, and even as she asked that question, he made sure that he was still teasing the entrance to her virgin cunt with the tip of his cock as he moved it up and down that slit.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment, and the former actress would have to admit that the sounds that she heard were the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that Sophie did not want to answer that question. Still, she was soon forced to part her lips and allow words to escape.
“I came because I was ordered to, my Lord,” she said, and when she heard the words that escaped from the lips of the facsimile, Emma would have to admit that she felt her eyes narrow. 
No one needed to ask her anything for her to admit – even if, at that moment, it was only to herself – that the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie irritated her. She knew why, too, and it was because the words that escaped from the lips of the younger actress at that moment were the only thing that she needed to hear for her to know that, at least in the mind of this facsimile, this was supposedly her duty.
Another angry hiss escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment, the voice from behind her head screaming at her that those words that escaped from the lips of the facsimile of Sophie were programmed, and once she reminded herself that such were the case, Emma would have to admit that it was easy for her to realize why Sophie was saying what she was saying.
Emma turned her attention toward the direction of the Master, and she blinked when she realized that he was looking in her direction, the smile on his face wide. If she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that the expression 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 was aware of what she was thinking.
The former actress parted her lips at that moment, ready to push words out of her mouth, but before she could push the actual words out of her mouth, Sophie allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I am a woman, my Lord, I need to obey my lords and my father,” she said.
Emma snapped to attention at that moment, and before she even had realized what she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of Sophie, with the words coming out of her mouth before she could stop herself, “Who told you that?” she asked.
The words that escaped from her lips at that moment were, of course, intended for Sophie, but it was not as if she could have heard the words that escaped from the lips of the woman in the cage, and because that was the case, rather than answer the question that had escaped from the lips of Emma, the next words that escaped from the lips of Sophie were a continuation of the words that had escaped from her lips earlier.
“All women must follow the orders that they are given, my Lord,” she said, and though it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were programmed into her, Emma could have sworn that tears were spilling out of the eyes of Sophie as those words escaped from her lips, and the tone that she sued gave the impression that she was just repeating words that had been instilled into her since she was young. 
Emma blinked at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that even those tears that are now spilling out of Sophie are programmed into her. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Emma would have to admit that the anger that she felt increased as she realized that it was a subtle manipulation on the part of the Master, but the words that were supposed to come out of her lips at that moment did not manage to do so.
That was because it was at that moment that the former actress found herself asking just what kind of advantage it was that the Master was supposed to obtain with the subtle manipulations that he had intended for Emma to see. Indeed, it was because she wanted to know the answer to that question that she then turned her attention toward the direction of the Master, intent on calling him out for that.
Emma was prepared to push the words out of her mouth, but in the end, the words that were supposed to escape from her lips died down as a scream echoed around the room that they were in. Emma would have to admit that she was looking in the direction of where the Mater and Sophie were, but it still took her a moment or two to realize what the source of the scream was.
Another angry hiss escaped from the lips of Emma at that moment, and again, she was hoping that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment would be enough to convince the Master to turn his attention toward her direction. That, however, was not what happened as Emma realized that there was no way that the Master was going to turn his attention toward her, not when he had something else to pay attention to.
The hiss of pleasure that escaped from the lips of the Master was the only thing that Emma needed to hear for her to be sure of what the Master was doing, and indeed, that sound that he made was also the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure of what had fueled that sound in the first place. 
As for the scream that escaped from the lips of Sophie, the former actress told herself that it was consistent with her hymen being destroyed by one stroke of an invading cock. 
She narrowed her eyes yet again, but this time, even she would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing on her face was useless, as there was no way that the Master was going to turn his attention toward her direction now.
“My Lord…please…please…,” the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to hear for them to know that there was a something thick, hard, and long inside her, and if she were being honest, Emma would have to admit that she was sure that the words that would have escaped from the lips of Sophie would be words intended to convince him to take his cock out of the confines of her womanhood.
That, however, did not turn out to be the case, and as the words that Sophie uttered echoed around the room, Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but narrow her eyes even more.
If pressed, Emma would have to admit that it was because the words that escaped from the lips of Sophie were merely words that told Emma that Sophie was aware of the reason that she is here in the first place.
“Please… your assurances, my Lord, please…please…,” she said, and it was clear to Emma that she would have pushed more of such pleading words out of her mouth at that moment, if not for the fact that it was at that moment that the Master took part of the shaft of his cock out of the confines of the tight cunt of Sophie, before then thrust his hips forward, driving his cock deeper into the tight virginal canal of Sophie. 
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