

LAST ORDER: A FANTASY STORY
SIX
A single groan escaped from her lips, marking the moment that she transitioned back to being awake, though even she would have to admit that she was not yet fully awake at that moment. She blinked, a few moments later, as she felt the solid something that was behind her, prompting her to groan yet again as a voice coming from the back of her head told her that there was no way that what she was lying on at that moment was a bed.
She blinked even as she forced herself to return more to the present, and though it was true that there was no mirror in front of her – indeed, even if there was one, she probably would not be able to see anything because her eyes were still half-closed – she would have to admit that the look that she would be wearing on her face at that moment was one of horror.
Anne would have to admit that the reason she would be wearing such an expression on her visage would be that he soon had no problem reminding herself of the series of circumstances that had found her in the place that she is in now. Indeed, she had to suppress another groan that threatened to escape from her lips as she then remarked to herself that, now that she had the time to think about it, she was sure that she was not even lying down. 
She tried to move her hands down as she realized that they were stretched above her, but the only thing that she succeeded in doing at that moment was to make sounds echo in her ears and the room that she was in. Even Anne would have to admit that the expression hat she was wearing on her face at that moment took on a more horrified expression as she realized the implications behind what she had just realized.
Anne would have to admit that her eyes widened as wide as possible, marking the moment that she returned to the present, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she wanted to allow far more than just the mewling sounds that escaped from her lips out of her mouth. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, the professor told herself that even if she were to make the sounds that she wanted to make, it was not as if anything was going to change.
Another soft whimper escaped from the lips of Anne as she once more tried to lower her hands to her side, and again, the only thing that happened was to cause even more sounds of chains being rattled to echo in her ears and the room that she was in. This time, however, Anne was able to turn her attention toward the direction of where the sound was coming from, and she would have to admit that she blinked when she fixed her gaze toward the direction of her wrists.
Even Anne would have to admit that she regretted the action that she took at that moment, and she was sure that the look that appeared on her visage at that moment reflected as much, even though it was true that she could not see her reflection in the mirror. A voice coming from behind her head urged Anne to turn her attention away from the chains that were connected to the cuffs that were wrapped around her wrists, but she refrained from doing so.
If pressed, the professor would admi that the reason that she refused to turn her attention away from the chains that she was now looking at even if it fueled the horror that she was feeling at that moment was that she was sure that if she were to turn her gaze away from that direction, she would be forced to focus her gaze toward the direction of her feet.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Anne as she then remarked to herself that she did not need to turn her gaze toward her ankles for her to know that there were also cuffs on her ankles. Indeed, Anne told herself that she did not need a mirror to see the reflection of horror that she was wearing on her face, or the fact that she was spread-eagled against one of the walls of the room that she was in.
Once more, the urge to allow pleading words to escape from her lips entered the forefront of her mind, but once more, Anne stopped herself from making the sounds that wanted to escape from her lips as she told herself that it would not have changed anything. There was no one in the room that she was in to hear the words – pleading words or otherwise – which might have escaped from her lips at that moment.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the professor remarked to herself that she might as well make sure that there was no one else in the room that she was in. Although it was true that she had already opened her eyes, it was only a moment or two after that particular thought had crossed the forefront of her mind that she turned her attention toward the room that she found herself in.
Once more, the first thought that crossed the forefront of her mind was that she regretted turning her attention toward what she was now looking at, and she could not help but flinch – though she was able to stop more whimpers from escaping from her lips – as she took in what was in front of her.
There was no mirror in the room – or at least, there was none that she could see – but even that thought fled from the forefront of her mind as she took in the cages that were in front of her. Indeed, Anne would readily admit that the expression of horror that she was wearing on her face intensified as her subconscious mind counted the number of cages that were presented in front of her.
‘Forty cages,’ she thought, ‘the exact number of female students that are trapped in this game.’
Anne cannot deny the horror – and anger – that she felt as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, because while it was true that no one had told her anything about the cage – after all, there was no one to tell her – the professor cannot help but remark to herself that it was obvious what the cages are for. 
The cages in question are large enough to fit a person, after all, though even from where she was restrained at that moment, she can tell that a person who would be forced into that cage would not have a good time. She whimpered as that voice coming from the back of her mind remarked that such was the point.
Less than a moment after that thought had come and gone through the forefront of her mind, the professor would have to admit that she blinked as she then realized what the voice coming from the back of her mind told her was an irregularity. There were forty cages in front of her, and while it was true that it might seem as if there were enough for the forty female students, it would seem that she was forgotten.
Anne blinked as she pushed that part of her that felt no small amount of relief as she thought to herself that she would be spared from what was coming next, but then she realized that there was no way that such would be the case, after all, she was already half-naked in this dungeon room, spread-eagled and collared. 
Indeed, the more that she thought about the situation that she was in, Anne could not help but remark to herself that the only reason that she was not being violated by her captors was that she was the only one in the room. He doubted that the Iron Sovereign would have reserved a cage for her.
Any further musings on the part of the professor were interrupted at that moment as she heard the telltale sound of a door being pushed open. In the split-second that passed between her turning her attention toward the direction of where the sound was coming from and realizing what was happening, Anne told herself that she had not even realized that there was a door in the room.
Soon enough, however, she was forced to push that thought to the back of her mind as she was instead forced to focus her attention on the person who had just walked into the room where she was restrained. She blinked even as she realized that there was something familiar about this man, though it was neither his face nor the expression that he was wearing on his admittedly random visage that made her stare.
“Who…?” Anne began, only for her to pause and blink, a few moments later, when she realized that she was correct that it was not his face or the expression that he was wearing that told her that she had met him before. It was the armor that he was wearing.
Anne narrowed her eyes even as she found herself focusing her attention toward the direction of the man in front of her, at the same time that she remarked to herself that the expression that she was wearing should be the only thing that he would have needed to see for him to know that she was expressing her hatred of him.
He might not have verbally responded to the expression that she was wearing on her face, but Anne knew that he did note the expression that she was now wearing, and he reacted to it. It was just that the only response that he gave her was a smile, and there was nothing friendly about that expression that he was now wearing.
Indeed, the more that she stared at the expression that the Iron Sovereign was wearing at that moment, the more that the fear that she felt at that moment intensified, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Anne cannot help but remark to herself that there was no way that a simple program can have the effect that he was having on her.
Anne would have to admit that she blinked as that realization entered the forefront of her mind, just as the professor would have to admit that she already parted her lips in preparation to push words out of her mouth before she had even realized just what it was that she was about to do. She might have caught herself before the words could escape from her mouth, but even if that were the case, she soon allowed the words out of her lips.
“Who are you?” she asked, and Anne would have to admit that she made sure that the tone that she used at that moment would tell him that she is aware of who he is supposed to be. That being the case, what she wanted to ask at that moment was his real identity, and judging from the expression of amusement that appeared on his face at that moment, it was clear that he was aware of just what it was that she was asking for.
Of course, that expression that he was wearing on his face was also the only thing that Anne needed to see for her to be sure that while he was aware of the true question that she wanted to ask, it did not mean that he was going to give her the answer that she wanted.
He kept that expression that he was wearing on his face, and if she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that she could not help but flinch when she saw that look that he was now wearing. Anne would have to admit that she once more parted her lips – and again, she did so before she understood what it was that she was doing – but the words that she was supposed to utter were cut off by the words that escaped from his lips.
“I am sure that you already know who I am,” he said, and Anne could not help but flinch when she heard what she told herself was amusement figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of her. 
Of course, she soon schooled the look that she was wearing to present him with an irritated look, and that was her way of telling him that the answer that he had given her was insufficient. She doubted, however, that he would say anything else at that moment, which was why Anne could not help but place a surprised expression on her visage, a few moments later, when he allowed words to escape from his lips.
“The Iron Sovereign, at your service,” he said, before bowing toward her, and while it was true that he seemed as if he was formally introducing himself to her with that courtier’s bow that he made, Anne cannot help but narrow her eyes, a few moments later, as she then remarked to herself that the action that he had taken at that moment was intended as an insult to her. She narrowed her eyes when she made that realization, but the words that she was supposed to utter were cut off.
“Do you need me to repeat that?” he asked, and again, there was no denying the amusement that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips as he then went out of his way to focus his attention toward the direction of the restrained and spread-eagled Anne. 
If she were being honest, the professor would have to admit that there was something about that look that he was wearing on his face at that moment that fueled the anger that she was feeling, and indeed, the more that he looked at the expression that he was wearing on his face, the more that Anne realized that this was intentional on his part.
She blinked as the voice coming from behind her head told her that if that were the case, then it would be best for her to not say anything at that moment, but even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Anne would have to admit that it was not easy for her to keep her mouth shut, especially when she saw the look that appeared on the face of the Iron Sovereign, a few moments later.
That expression that he was wearing, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he found no small amount of amusement when he looked at the expression that appeared on her face.
Indeed, before she realized it, the professor parted her lips in response to that look that he was now wearing, though even if that were the case, the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth did not do so as she was somehow able to stop herself from allowing even the tiniest of sounds to escape from her lips.
The musings of Anne were interrupted at that moment, even as laughter began to echo around the room that she was trapped in. 
Although it was true that she did not allow sounds to escape from her lips at that moment, it was also true that she made sure that the look that appeared on her face reflected the anger that she felt at that moment, even if there was a part of her that was sure that the look that she was wearing at that moment would serve only to fuel the amusement that he was feeling.
Anne blinked at that moment, and she knew that the expression that she was wearing morphed into one that reflected a realization on her part, though if she were being honest, the professor would have to admit that it was not as if she could label that as a sudden realization, as she had been thinking about it for a while now.
As she was already looking in the direction of the Iron Sovereign at that moment, she told herself that there was no need for her to turn attention anywhere else, and as if he had realized that she was now wearing a serious expression on her face – though it was not as if that was difficult for him to do – he stopped the sounds that were coming out of his mouth before he then focused his attention toward.
Anne flinched as he watched what the man in front of her had done, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the professor remarked to herself that there was no way that a program could place that kind of expression on its face. If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that she wanted to confront him there and then, but she was forced to pause and allow an expression of horror to appear on her face.
While it was true that no words escaped from her lips at that moment, the look that appeared on the face of the Iron Sovereign was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had realized what the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment was, and because that was the case, he moved first.
Anne watched as he inclined his head toward her direction, and less than a moment later, he parted his lips so that he could then push words out of his mouth, “You seem to have come to some sort of realization,” he said, and judging from the tone that he used at that moment, it was clear that he was not making idle conversation.
The professor would have to admit that the words that escaped from his lips forced her to return to the present, and though it was true that she narrowed her eyes to give him the impression that she felt nothing but anger, not even Anne can hide the fact that there was a part of her that cannot help but feel horror as she concluded that she came to.
“You…,” she began, and the fact that she hesitated at that moment was her way of trying to control the horror that she felt. Of course, the fact that she had to pause at that moment meant that the man in front of her had already glimpsed what she truly felt, but she pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “You’re not a program.”
He responded to the words that escaped from her lips by allowing even more sounds of amusement to escape from his lips, and if she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that the sounds that she heard at that moment served only to convince her that what she had just said was correct.
At the back of her mind, there was a part of her that was telling her that there was no way that a program could laugh the way that the Iron Sovereign was laughing at that moment, but though it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted to narrow her eyes while glaring at him as she made that realization, the actual expression that appeared on her face was one of horror.
Even if that were the case, however, Anne was able to return to the present, a few moments later. She might not have been able to school the expression that she was wearing to reflect anger, but she was, at least, ready to push words out of her mouth. Indeed, that was what Anne would have done at that moment, if not for the fact that she was soon forced to pause.
What made her pause at that moment would be the action that the man in front of her had taken, as it was at that moment that he took a single step forward. It might have been just one step, but it was more than enough to force her to pause, and because that was the case, Anne found herself unable to do anything as he then allowed words ot escape from his lips.
“I never said anything about me being a program,” he said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, taking advantage of the fact that she was stunned by the words that had just escaped from his lips, “Anne Herrington,” he said.
The professor blinked at that moment, the horror that she was wearing on her face intensifying even more. It was true that he only said her name when he allowed more words to escape from his lips, but the fact that he knew who she was did nothing but fuel the horror that she felt even more.
That was because the fact that she knows who she is meant that she – and by extension, her students – were targeted. 
Despite the horror that Anen felt at that moment, she remarked to herself that the fact that they are now stuck in this game, unable to log out was not because of some random glitch, but she soon forced to push that thought to the back of her mind as she realized that she needed to do something. It was true that she was restrained at that moment, there was never a requirement for them to use their hands to summon the status screen.
Indeed, that was what happened, a few moments later, and Anne would have to admit that she felt no small amount of relief when she saw the box that was magically floating in front of her. She reminded herself that there was no way that he could see her status screen, but she pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she hurriedly tried to use the instant messaging function.
Less than a moment after she attempted, Anne would have to admit that she blinked, and the expression that appeared on her face was one of confusion, even as she mentally told herself that it seemed as if the instant messaging function was not working.
Anne was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when she heard the chuckles coming from the direction of the man – and now knows that he is a man – in front of her. 
Of course, the sound that he was making was an announcement that he was amused by the look that she was now wearing, but there was also something about the sounds coming out of his mouth at that moment that made it clear that he was aware of why she was wearing that look on her face. 
Indeed, that was made more poignant, a few moments later, as he then inclined his head toward her before he then asked her, “What’s the matter?” and though it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips. The words that he uttered were the only thing that Anne needed to hear for her to be sure that she was correct: “Can’t get in touch with your friends?”
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that the expression that she wanted to place on her visage in response to the words that escaped from his lips was one of anger, but even if that were the case, the professor was force to instead place a desperate pleading expression, and judging from the amused sounds that escaped from his lips, it was something which only amused him even more.
Less than a moment after that particular thought came across the forefront of her mind, she watched him incline his head toward her before he spoke again, “I guess that you do not play this game,” he said, causing a small, confused expression to appear on the face of Anne.
Again, he did not bother to wait for her to say anything before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “The final boss of this game generates a two-kilometer-wide field where instant communication, log-outs, and world map player finder is not possible,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, it would appear that he did so only so that he could look at the expression that appeared on her face, as less than a moment later, he added “Guess who I am?”
There was no denying the amusement that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from his lips, and the wide smile that appeared on his face at that moment certainly only added to the impression that Anne had already gotten.
Once more, Anen told herself that the expression that should appear on her face at that moment should be one of anger and outrage. Indeed, the professor would have exerted effort to make sure that such would be the case, but even though she was determined to follow through, in the end, even she would have to admit that the words that managed to escape from her lips advertised her fear rather than anger and outrage.
“Please…,” she said.
The fact that she was able to stop herself from allowing even more pleading words out of her mouth at that moment was something that she was happy about, because she then remarked to herself that if she had continued pleading at that moment, then she would have already promised him everything.
He responded to the desperate words that escaped from her lips with even more laughter, and before he stopped allowing those sounds from coming out of his lips, he added to the trepidation that Anne felt as he took more steps forward. He did not stop until he was less than six feet away from him, and judging from the look that appeared on his face, the only reason that he stopped was that he wanted to see the horror on her face up close.
In the end, even though it was true that Anne told herself that she did not want to push more pleading words out of her mouth, before she realized what she was doing, the professor parted her lips so that she could then push more words out of her mouth, “Please…please…,” she said.
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that there was a part of her that was afraid that allowing the words that had just escaped from her lips would serve to make her lose control and allow even more desperate words – and promises that she knew she could not keep – out of her mouth. 
Not even Anne can tell how she was able to stop those sounds from coming out of her lips, however, as she returned to the present, she once more found herself looking at the amused expression that he was wearing on his face.
There was also something about the look that he was now wearing that was the only thing that Anne needed to see for her to be sure that he was aware of just what it was that she was thinking. 
In the same vein, the more that she stared at the expression that he was wearing on his face, the more that she got the impression that if he would have spoken at that moment, he would have told her that he does not need her to promise him anything because he is going to take whatever it was that he wanted from her, with or without her consent.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Anne at that moment, and before she realized it, she had already parted her lips. As she knew what the words that were going to come out of her mouth at that moment would be, however, she forced herself to pause.
There was nothing that she could do about the expression that appeared on her face at that moment, however, and judging from the smile that was on the face of the man in front of her, she could tell that he was aware that such was the case.
In her desperation to think about something else, Anne allowed a series of defeated sounds to escape from her lips, but before he can say anything about it – and the fact that he parted his lips at that moment meant that he would have said something at that moment – she cut him off, “Who are you?” she asked, even as she focused her attention toward his direction.
The professor would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to school the expression that she was wearing to present what she told herself should be a determined expression, but even she could tell that she failed to place that look on her face.
In the end, however, she did not even have the time to think about that because he forced her to return to the present with the next words that escaped from his lips.
“You know who I am,” he said, and Anne noted that cryptic tone that he had used at that moment.
Although it was true that she was restrained and that there were other things that she needed to think about at that moment, the professor would have to admit that the tone that he had used made her pause as she considered the possibility that he was saying the truth. In the end, however, Anne cannot help but allow a series of defeated sounds to escape from her lips.
She would have told herself there and then that he was lying, but while it was true that she was able to start her figurative trek down that particular path of thought, before she can continue, she was forced to return to the present even as more words escaped from his lips, “but that is not what is important right now, isn’t it?” he asked.
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that it was not the words that escaped from his lips at that moment that made her pause, rather, it was the action that he took. It was at that moment, after all, that he took a single step forward, bringing him to within a few feet of where she was restrained.
The professor turned her attention toward the direction of the face of the Iron Sovereign, and she could not help but flinch when she saw that look. That expression that he was wearing, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for him to be sure of what it was that he was going to do next.
“We are not…,” Anne began, and it took quite a bit of determination on her part for her to allow more words to escape from her lips, “We are not even in the real world.”
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that she would have allowed more words to escape from her lips at that moment, but though she would have to admit that she already knew what the words that should have escaped from her lips at that moment should be, she found herself unable to say anything.
That was because it was at that moment that he reached forward with one of his hands. 
Anne told herself that if not for the fact that she was restrained at that moment, she would have done far more than just allow ineffective moans and whimpers to escape from her lips as he placed both of his hands on her breasts. 
She told herself that she would have pushed him away, she would have kicked him in the groin, or anything else to make him remove his hands on her chest, but since she was restrained at that moment, the only thing that she could do was allow protesting sounds to escape from her lips, even if it was true that she was aware that the sounds that she making at that moment served only to fuel the lust that he was feeling at that moment.
The next series of moans that escaped from the lips of Anne were protesting sounds that were the result of his suddenly increasing the pressure with which he was gripping her breasts. It was true that he did not just squeeze them as he preferred to slowly but steadily increase the pressure as he was holding her breasts, but if she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that what he was doing at that moment caused her even more humiliation.
She focused her attention toward the direction of his face at that moment, and even more whimper escaped from her lips as she then realized from the look that he was wearing that adding to the humiliation and trepidation that she was feeling at that moment was the reason behind this exercise.
Anne would have to admit that as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she cannot help but part her lips and allow even more pleading words to escape from her lips, “please…please…,” she said, but the desperate words that escaped from her lips at that moment were rewarded only with more amused sounds coming out of his lips.
Even if that were the case, however, the professor would have to admit that there was a part of her that felt no small amount of relief at that moment. It was true that he was allowing amused sounds to escape from his lips at that moment, but it was also true that he had not started to squeeze her breasts even more than he already had.
Indeed, less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Anne was forced to return to the present and out of the trance that she had not realized she had fallen into as he removed his hands from her chest altogether.
The surprise that the professor felt at that moment made her turn her attention toward the direction of his face and the expression that he was wearing. Even at that moment, Anne told herself the look on his face should be the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that he was not going out of his way to cut her some slack.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the expression of horror that was on the face of Anne intensified, and even she would have to admit that it would appear that the look that she was wearing was justified, after all, the next words that escaped form the lips of the Iron Sovereign was calculated to make the horror that she was feeling at that moment return.
The Iron Sovereign took advantage of the fact that she could not move from where she was restrained at that moment to move his head closer and closer toward her ears, until a few moments later, when he was able to turn his attention and whisper the words that escaped from his lips straight into the ears of Anne.
“That is not the only thing that you have realized, isn’t it, professor?” he asked, his voice taking on a tone that made it clear to Anne that he already knew the answer that she would have been forced to give him.
Anne turned her attention toward his direction at that moment, even as he replaced the distance between them, but even if he would have kept his head in the position that it was in, Anne was sure that she would have had no problem seeing the smile that appeared on his face at that moment.
She blinked at that moment, and while it was true that she had no idea what it was that he was talking about at first, it did not take long before her eyes widened, and a thought invaded the forefront of her mind. Anne would have to admit that she turned her attention toward the direction of the cages in front of her before she had even realized it.
“Forty cages,” she suddenly said, and judging from the sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the Iron Sovereign, she was sure that she was able to correctly guess the topic that he wanted to talk about at that moment.
Indeed, the sounds which escaped from his lips at that moment compelled her to return her attention toward her captor, and she flinched when she saw the smile that he was now wearing on his face.
It was true that the expression that he was wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that there was something that he wanted to say, but even if that were the case, he waited for her to speak, and it was not as if Anne intended to go out of her way not to push words out of her mouth.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she found herself parting her lips, and the words that she uttered carried with it the horror that came as part of what she just realized, though she remarked to herself that it was not as if she wanted to hide the horror that she felt at that moment.
“Forty cages, when there are forty-one women trapped in this game right now,” she said, “One of us is not going to be in one of those.”
The look on the face of the Iron Sovereign made her flinch, but even if that were the case, she still allowed more words to escape from her lips, “its because she is one of yours, isn’t she?” she asked, but though it was true that the words that escaped from her lips was phrased as a question, it was not as if the Iron Sovereign was going to answer it.
Indeed, as she turned her attention toward the direction of his face, the professor could not help but blink again as she then remarked to herself that there was no need for him to answer the question. The expression that she was wearing was certainly more than enough of an answer for her.
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