

LAST ORDER: A FANTASY STORY
SEVEN
He stared at the setting sun in front of him with his arms crossed over his chest, and the expression on his face was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he was deep in thought. Indeed, as that particular thought came across the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that he was deep in thought, but at the same time, there was also a part of him that could not help but remark that no one was going to disturb him.
Although he felt no small amount of satisfaction at that moment – albeit he would never admit it – he still mentally shook his head as he told himself that the reason no one was going to disturb him from his thoughts was that there was no one around him to disturb those thoughts in the first place. 
Lucas kept his attention focused toward the setting sun in front of him, even as he allowed his guard to lower itself slightly. He told himself that he was still aware of what was going on around him, and he could still respond to anyone or anything that would have approached him. 
With a mental shake of his head, however, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then remarked to himself that in all the time that he found himself in this place, he had never been disturbed. While it was true that no sigh escaped from his lip – and he would have to admit that a sigh did threaten to escape from his lips at that moment – he remarked to himself that it was because even he knew about the place that he was now in.
He did not bother to remove his hands from over his chest at that moment, even if he would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted him to do just that. Instead, Lucas returned his attention toward the direction of the setting sun, even as he allowed his thoughts to return to the thoughts that were at the forefront of his mind.
Given his class designation, Lucas thought to himself that darkness was something that he relished, even before they found themselves stuck in this game. A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that he could not help but wonder if that was taken into consideration when the system created characters for them.
Lucas shook his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken at that moment – as he then remarked to himself that if that were the case, then that would mean that the system was programmed to read their deepest thoughts. He blinked at that moment, the voice coming from the back of his head urging him to discard that possibility as being too outlandish.
Of course, dismissing that particular theory would mean that he would have to consider a different one, and if he were being honest, Lucas would have to admit that the second theory that he was considering, while not outlandish in the traditional definition, would require that an active force had trapped them here. That sigh that Lucas had been stopping from escaping from his lips finally did so, a few moments later, as another thought entered the forefront of his mind.
If there was someone who had trapped them here, then aside from the other more obvious implications of that, he would also have to think about how his character fit his personality, and that would imply that he was being observed for a long time. 
While it was true that his mind found that disturbing, even he would have to admit that he did not outwardly react to that realization, and that was even if it was true that he was sure that he was alone in this place. He did blink as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, and he could not help but remark to himself that if he was marked, then surely his classmates were also marked.
‘Which would mean that there are at least forty conspirators involved in this conspiracy,’ he thought, before he then shook his head – though this time, he made sure that it was just a mental action – as he remarked to himself that such a piece of information was not, in itself, surprising. 
‘If he has the resource to hijack not only this game but also the virtual reality system necessary to trap us here, then there is no way that this is a small outfit,’ he thought, but he then pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then remarked to himself that concluding that there is some sort of conspiracy keeping them here. 
Lucas blinked at that moment, and even though it was true that there was now a part of him that could not help but try to find something else to think about. For a brief moment, Lucas thought about returning his attention toward the direction of the setting sun again, but he was forced to blink when he saw a shadow in front of him that he knew did not belong there.
Even he would have to admit that a confused expression appeared on his face at that moment, though it was not as if he kept that look on his visage for long, as he soon returned his attention toward the shadow that had caught his attention. Of course, the shadowblade would have to admit that he was already moving before he had even realized what he was doing, following after the shadow that he had seen earlier.
Indeed, it took him less than five second of following after the shadow before he identified the person, and again, Lucas did not need a mirror for him to know that a confused expression appeared on his face as he watched Barbie and Jillian Wells – another member of that particular clique – walking on their own toward the direction of where Lucas knew a grove was located.
He blinked at that moment, wondering what it was that they were doing, and while it was true that a voice coming from the back of his mind – his voice, he would have to admit – remarked to himself that what he was doing at that moment was stalking. He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, as he then remarked to himself that there was something about the expression that they were wearing at that moment which told him that he needed to investigate.
Even Lucas would have to admit that the justification he had given himself at that moment was weak, but it was not as if he needed to justify the action that he had taken. Indeed, he would have to admit that his thoughts regarding this matter had already fled from the forefront of his mind as he continued to follow after Barbie and Jillian.
If he were being honest, Lucas would have to admit that there was a part of him that was sure that they would have detected him following after them, but as he blinked, the shadowblade reminded himself that neither Barbie nor Jillian are using classes that are known for their strong detection abilities, though the same cannot be said about the other members of that party, hence, the reason why Lucas decided to increase the distance between himself and the people he was following.
As he had expected, the destination of Barbie and Jillian happened to be the grove, and as he had expected, the other members of the clique were gathered there, with Chi seated on the floor beside the unofficial second-in-command, Joanna Victoria ‘Ia’ Grant.
“Now, what could you be planning?” Lucas asked, and because of the distances involved, the shadowblade was sure that not a single one of them have heard the words that had escaped from his lips, though there was also a part of him that would have admonished himself at that moment as he told himself that he could have stopped those sounds from coming out of his lips if he truly wanted to.
The fact that none of the women that he was observing at that moment were able to hear the words that escaped from his lips earlier was made manifest by the fact that none of them had even turned their attention toward his direction. Of course, they focused their gazes toward the direction of Barbie and Jillian, with Chi pushing herself onto her feet, a few moments later, before she then focused her attention toward the direction of the two women who had just joined them.
“Well?” she asked, and there was no question that the tone that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips advertised the impatience that she felt.
Rather than answer the question that they had been asked, Barbie and Jillian merely shook their heads, and the expressions on their faces were the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that they were also disappointed about the piece of news that they had come to deliver.
It was not as if he kept his attention focused toward Jillian and Barbie, however, because Lucas told himself that he needed to see the look that was on the face of Chi, something that he soon told himself was the right call, as he then saw the look that appeared on the face of the shadowblade duelist. 
For a brief moment, no words escaped from the lips of Chi, but that expression that she was wearing was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was about lose her temper. Indeed, Lucas would have to admit that he can see the other women in the clearing preparing to flinch.
Whatever anger it was that Chi was feeling at that moment, however, it probably fled from the forefront of her mind, a few moments later, as Ia then placed her right hand on the shoulder of her friend. Indeed, because he was looking in that direction, Lucas would have to admit that he had no problem seeing how the expression on the face of Chi calmed down.
When the leader of the clique returned her attention toward the direction of the other members of her party, the expression on her face was no longer relaxed, though it was also true that she did not say anything for the next few moments. If he were being honest, Lucas would have to admit that he was grateful for the pause, as it allowed his mind to wander about something.
He turned his attention toward the direction of Ia at that moment, and he would have to admit that he had to wonder just what their relationship truly is, but before he can allow himself to truly delve into that question, he was forced to return to the present even as more words escaped from the lips of Chi, and those words were, naturally, directed toward her companions.
“We need to know more about this dungeon that you say Ava and Emma were discussing when you accidentally eavesdropped on them,” Chi said, and even Lucas had to blink in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the woman that he was looking at. Of course, it was not as if he could react to the words that had escaped from his lips, and that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when more words escaped from her lips.
“What we do know is that it is located in that peninsula where our professor had disappeared, but aside from that, we do not have anything else,” Chi said, and even Lucas can hear the frustration that was dripping from the words that escaped from her lips as she then went out of her way to look at the other members of her party.
Indeed, the expression that appeared on the face of Chi at that moment was the only thing that Lucas needed to see for him to be sure that she was getting worked up, and again, that was made more obvious, a few moments later, with the words that escaped from her lips, “It is a shame that none of us played this game before we got stuck in it,” and there was no denying the frustration that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips.
Bea Anderson turned her attention toward the direction of Chi at that moment, the expression on her face advertising the no small amount of confusion that she felt at that moment, though if he were being honest, Lucas can see that despite that confusion that she was now displaying, there was still a part of her that needed the question that she was about to ask answered. 
“Are we not going to go there to rescue our professor?” she asked, and the confusion that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was undeniable. 
If he were being honest, Lucas would have to admit that he, too, felt no small amount of confusion at that moment, but he just as easily pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he told himself that he needed to listen to this conversation. Less than a moment later, the shadowblade found himself rewarded for that decision as more words escaped from the lips of Chi.
“No, of course not,” she said, and there was no denying the anger that figuratively dripped from her words at that moment. Lucas would have to admit that he was not sure where that anger was coming from, though after another moment or two, he told himself that there was no need to wonder as Chi was soon pushing more words out of her mouth, “It’s her fault that we are stuck here.”
The conviction that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from the lips of Chi at that moment made Lucas stare in her direction, and even he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to wonder how Chi had come to that conclusion. Indeed, the expressions that appeared on the faces of the other women that he was observing at that moment told him that they were also wondering why Chi made that conclusion.
Lucas focused his attention on the direction of the face, and it would appear that his decision to do so was the correct decision, as she then schooled the expression that she was wearing. He did not, however, get the chance to truly study that look that she was now wearing because she soon removed that look from her face as she allowed words to escape from her lips.
“If she had checked the machines properly, then we would not be stuck here,” Chi said, and there was no denying that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment figuratively dripped with anger.
At the same time that he made that note, however, Lucas would have to admit that he could not help but remark to himself that what she was saying at that moment made no sense. He blinked, and though he was sure that no one was interested, he would have to admit that he was about to delve deeper into those thoughts when he was suddenly forced to return to the present.
Again, what made him return to the present at that moment would be the words that escaped from the lips of Chi as she then said, “I hope that wherever she is right now, she is suffering,” and there was no question of just how serious the words that escaped from the lips of Chi at that moment were.
Lucas found himself staring in the direction of his classmate, but though it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to say something, he would also have to admit that he was not sure just what it was that he wanted to say. In the end, before he could delve into those same thoughts, he was forced to return to the present as more words than escaped from the lips of Chi.
“If the information that Barbie and Jillian had managed to get from those two is correct,” she began, “we might find a clue on how to leave this game from that dungeon.”
“Chi,” the words that escaped from the lips of Barbie at that moment carried with it a warning, and perhaps it was because she realized the warning for what it was that caused Chi to turn her attention toward her friend. The expression on the face of Chi advertised the fact that she wanted to say something at that moment, but she still allowed Barbie to continue speaking, “They say that even they cannot approach the dungeon because of how dangerous it is.”
The smile that appeared on the face of Chi at that moment was predatory, and even Lucas would have to admit that he flinched upon the sight of the same, “As I expect it to be,” she said, “but this is just a game, it is not as if he can actually die in this place, right?”
She placed a smile on her face after those words had escaped from her lips, before she then allowed an actual series of amused sounds to escape from her lips, before she then said, “Who knows? Maybe we could even rescue our professor while we are at it.”
***
The scream that escaped from her lips at that moment echoed around the dungeon that she was in, and even she would have to admit that it was her way of begging him to leave her alone. Indeed, she would have to admit that if she thought that it would change something, she would have increased the volume of the screams that escaped from her lips at that moment.
Anne knew, however, that increasing the volume of her screams at that moment would serve only to fuel the figurative flames of lust burning between the loins of the man behind her, and that was the last thing that she needed – or wanted – at that moment. The musings of Anne were interrupted, a few moments later, as she felt the leather of the whip that the man behind her was holding against her back, and another series of screams escaped from her lips.
“Please…please…,” the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were involuntary in the sense that they escaped from her lip before she realized it, but then again, the professor would have to admit that even if she had realized what the words that were about to escape from her lips at that moment would be, she still would have allowed the words out of her mouth.
Anne whimpered at that moment, even as she wiggled her body from one side to the next. Even she would have to admit, however, that the action that she had taken at that moment was futile, after all, she was restrained on a spanking bench, her wrists tied together in front of her by ropes wrapped around them, while her ankles were spread as far apart from each other thanks to a spreader bar between them.
The professor told herself that she was still wearing clothes, but even that had been slowly but surely turned to tatters as a result of the whipping that she was receiving, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Anne went out of her way to try to turn her attention toward the man behind her.
When she failed in that objective – and even she would have to admit that she already knew that she was going to fail – she did the only thing that she could think of doing at that moment, which involved her pushing desperate pleading words out of her mouth, even if she knew that doing so would serve only to fuel the figurative flames of lust burning between his loins.
“Master, please…please…please…,” she said, and she made sure that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment carried with them the desperation that she felt.
Anne would have to admit that she expected the sounds of amusement that escaped from his lips, but just because that was the case does not mean that she was prepared for it. Indeed, even she would have to admit that the series of sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment advertised that such was the case, and she knew that it served only to add to the lust that he was feeling.
“What’s the matter?” The voice of the Iron Sovereign tore through the haze that the thoughts had entered the forefront of her mind as she found herself lost in her thoughts. Of course, she cannot say anything before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “Are you not enjoying yourself?”
There was something about the way that he spoke at that moment that caused even more sounds to escape from the lips of Anne, and even she would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that moment reflected the anger that she felt, albeit even that fled from the forefront of her mind after another moment or two. 
He laughed even more, before he then forced more screams to escape from the lips of Anne as he then delivered two quick blows with the flogger that he was holding against the back of the professor, causing even more protesting and pained screams to escape from her lips.
“Painful, isn’t it?” he asked her, “when this is just supposed to be a game?”
While she can tell that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, it was not as if he expected her to answer the words that escaped from his lips. 
As if to further confirm that such was indeed the case, the next course of action that he took precluded Anne from answering even if she wanted to, as he then delivered half a dozen blows against her back.
Considering that pain flooded the forefront of her mind at that moment, the only sounds that could have escaped from the lips of Anne at that moment would be even more screams that precluded any coherent words that would have escaped from her lips at that moment.
The pause that followed at that moment was an illusion, and Anne told herself that she did not even need to ask him anything for her to know that such was the case. More whimpers escaped from her lips at that moment, advertising just how defeated she felt, though that did not stop her from trying to turn her attention toward the direction where the man who was most responsible for the predicament that she was in was now standing.
Less than a moment later, the silence that had descended inside the room was shattered by the amused sounds that escaped from the lips of the Iron Sovereign.
“You are wondering why it hurts when this is just a game, right?” he asked, but though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, it was obvious that he was not going to wait for an answer from her. If she were being honest, however, what Anne feared the most at that moment would be him resuming what he had been doing, hence the reason that she desperately tried to look at the flogger that he was holding.
Of course, he knew that there was no way that she was going to be able to answer that question, which was why he then allowed more words to escape from his lips. 
Anne might not be able to see the look that appeared on his face at that moment, but the tone that he was using was more than enough to fuel the imagination of the professor, and if she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that the impression that he got was that this was intentional on the part of her captor.
“Do you know what you should be wondering about right now?” he asked, and again, the words that escaped from his lips were rhetorical, “You should be wondering about how sexual pain and pleasure feel in this game.”
Anne knew that her eyes widened in response to the words that escaped from his lips, but even she would have to admit that it did not do so because of the words that escaped from his lips. Rather, the reaction of Anne at that moment had more to do with him sending the business end of the lash that he was holding, hurling it toward the body of Anne.
This time, however, he did not target her back, and if she were being honest, the professor would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that she already knew that he was going to target her cunt at that moment.
Signals of pain and pleasure invaded the forefront of Anne's mind at that moment, and it took her less than a second or two to find herself unable to differentiate between the two. The moans and whimpers that escaped from her lips at that moment, she would have to admit, were also confused, as she did not know if she should feel pain or pleasure at that moment. 
In the end, Anne told herself that it did not matter, as it would appear that the Iron Sovereign did not care about it as well, and he made sure that she was aware that such were the case with the next action that he took as he resumed sending blow after blow against her back, causing louder and louder sounds of pain to escape from the lips of the tied-up professor.
“Well, are you still able to differentiate between pain and pleasure?” he asked.
The question was, of course, rhetorical, and as if to confirm that such was indeed the case, it was at that moment that he resumed whipping her cunt, with Anne allowing a particularly loud sound of pain and pleasure to escape from her lips in response.
“Please…please…please…,” she said, but, at that moment, if she were to be asked just what it was that she was begging for, Anne would have to admit that she does not know. 
He laughed in response to the pleas that escaped from her lips, “Do you want the pain, or do you want the pleasure?” The words that escaped from the lips of the Iron Sovereign at that moment were said with a tone that made Anne sure that whatever answer it was that she would have given would not matter.
At the end of the day, he is going to do whatever it was that he wanted to do to her, and she could do nothing but take it, something that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, as she then felt him deliver another round of blows against her back and her cunt, forcing more moans of pain and pleasure to escape from her lips.
Even if that were the case, however, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Well, professor, what do you want?” he asked, with Anne flinching in response to the question that escaped from his lips. The professor was sure that the question he had asked was rhetorical, but the fact that he repeated it, a few moments later, made her realize that it probably was not.
“Well? What do you want, Cunt? What are you begging for, Rape-Meat?” he asked, even as he sent more lashes hurling toward the direction of her body, and this time, even Anne would have to admit that it would appear that he was now exclusively targeting her womanhood, forcing more moans to escape from her lips.
Anne tried to tell herself that the sounds that were coming out of her mouth at that moment were of pain rather than pleasure, but even as she tried to flood the forefront of her mind with such thoughts, there was a voice coming from behind her head that told her that what she was feeling at that moment was one of pleasure.
“Are you…,” she began, before she was cut off as yet another loud hissing sound escaped from her lips, and even she would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that moment advertised no small amount of unwanted pleasure. In her desperation to think about something else, she forced herself to continue asking the question that had already escaped from her lips, “Are you doing this? Are you confusing my brain via the programming?”
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that she did not expect him to stop what he was doing at that moment, but she would also have to admit that she was even more surprised by the sounds of amusement that escaped from his lips, a few moments later, even as it caused the horror that she was feeling at that moment to increase.
“To think that you would be able to bring that up,” he said, and while it was true that she could not see the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment, Anne would have to admit that the impression that she got at that moment was that the smile on his face had widened. That thought was still at the forefront of her mind when he forced her to return to the present.
“Indeed, that is possible, is it not?” he asked, but again, it was obvious that the question that escaped from his lips at that moment was rhetorical. He allowed loud sounds of amusement and laughter to escape from his lips at that moment, and Anne could not help but flinch when she heard the sounds. 
She would also have to admit that she expected him to resume the whipping, and it was for that reason that she could not help but allow a series of whimpers to escape from her lips, a few moments later, even as she felt what she told herself was the business end of the flogger against the slit in between the lips of her pussy. 
Anne whimpered at that moment, but even she would have to admit that she was not sure how she was supposed to react to that, especially when she was all but certain that blows were going to come soon. For the next few moments, however, not only had the Iron Sovereign not said anything, aside from teasing the entrance to her most intimate part with the flogger, but he also did nothing.
In the end, it was the state of uncertainty that she was in which compelled Anne to part her lips, and though it was true that she did not want to say it, she was soon forced to part her lips, “Please…please…,” she said, with the professor force to admit that more of such pleading words would have escaped from her lips at that moment.
There was no denying that the sounds that escaped from the lips of the Iron Sovereign carried amusement, and it also carried with it the impression that he already knew the meaning behind the pleas that escaped from the lips of the professor. Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Iron Sovereign was already pushing more words out of his mouth.
“Do you know what you are asking for, Rape-Meat?” he asked her, and there was an undeniable pressure behind the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, which made Anne whimper. 
She parted her lips at that moment, ready to push words out of her mouth, but she paused as she realized that the words that were supposed to come out of her lips at that moment were in protest to the implication behind the words that he uttered. Even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Anne found herself wondering if he would use that as an excuse to deny her what it was that she truly wanted.
The series of whimpers that escaped from her lips at that moment advertised something that she would never voice out loud, but if she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that she already knew that she did not have to say anything at that moment for him to know what it was that she was feeling.
That was proven to be correct, a few moments later, when he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, ‘Tell me what you want, Rape-Meat,” he said, and while it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were said with a neutral tone, Anne knew that impatience was also figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips.
Anne would have to admit that the series of moans that escaped from her lips at that moment were a last ditch attempt on her part to deny the truth that had been nagging at the back of her mind, “No…,” the single words that managed to escape from her lips at that moment was supposed to be the professor begging him to leave her alone, but in the end, while the words had formed at the forefront of her mind, she was still unable to push the words out of her lips.
The Iron Sovereign laughed in response to the word that escaped from her lips, and when she heard the sounds that he made, she told herself that it made her all the more determined to defy him. It was, however, also at that moment that she felt something against the slit in between the lips of her flower, and the professor would have to admit that her eyes widened at that moment as she remarked to herself that she already knew what that something that she felt at that moment was.
If she were being honest, Anne would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted him to move away from her, and it was that part of her that somehow managed to take control of her mouth, as evidenced by the desperate words that escaped from her lips, a few moments later.
“Please…please just leave me alone, please…,” she said.
Anne would have to admit that more words would have escaped from her lips at that moment of the same caliber, because the fact that she was able to allow those words in the first place gave her the impression that he was going to allow her to continue pushing those words out of her mouth.
Of course, her eyes soon widened as she realized her mistake, and as the scream that escaped from her lips at that moment filled the cavernous room that they were in, Anne would have to admit that she could feel the internal walls of her womanhood expand so that it could accommodate his invading cock.
Indeed, she was so focused on the sensation of his cock invading her womanhood that for the first few moments, Anne would have to admit that she had not even realized that the scream that echoed around the room that they were in escaped from her lips. 
That scream, however, lasted only for a moment or two before it ended, but just because no screams were coming out of the lips of Anne at that moment does not mean that no more sound escaped from her lips. Of course, the only sounds that managed to escape from her lips at that moment would be whimpers. 
Even the professor would have to admit that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment advertised the defeat that she felt, with his cock buried deep in her cunt, and what even she would have labelled as unwanted pleasure flooding the forefront of her mind. 
The Iron Sovereign had not even bothered to move at that moment, and already, pleasure was flooding the forefront of her mind, but even if that were the case, Anne was still able to realize something, and that caused the horror that she was wearing on her face to intensify.
“This is a program,” she said, not even bothering to hide the horror that she felt at that moment, and she was still using that same tone, a few moments later, as she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “You…you can feed signals to my brain, make me feel pleasure and pain, without you even doing anything.”
He laughed in response to the words that escaped from her lips, and while it was true that she could not be sure, she could not help but feel that the sounds that were coming out of his lips at that moment were as genuine as they could be.
In the end, the fact that he is not saying anything meant that Anne was soon able to push more words out of her mouth, “Memories,” she said, and though it was true that she would have allowed more words to escape from her lips at that moment, she was forced to pause as a series of renewed whimpers escaped from her lips.
Pleasure flooded the forefront of the mind of Anne at that moment, and while it was true that she tried her best to deny the pleasure that was threatening to overwhelm her at that moment, she found herself unable to. Less than a moment later, loud moans of pleasure escaped from her lips, though even if that were the case, she was still able to push more words out of her mouth, “You can also implant memories, can’t you?”
He did not bother to reply to the words that had escaped from his lips, and Anne would have to admit that even if he had responded to what she had said, she still would probably have failed to recognize what he said as pleasure filled the forefront of her mind. 
Anne screamed at that moment, and even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips advertised just how close she was to becoming overwhelmed by the pleasure that she told herself she did not want to feel. 
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