

THE WIZARD IN THE HIGH TOWER
TWO
[bookmark: _GoBack]The flames burning in front of him caused him to clench his fists in anger, but even though this feeling compelled him to act, a voice inside his head insisted there was nothing he could do. As he tightened his fists, pain pricked his palms, yet he didn't stop.
Part of the reason that he did not bother to unclench his fists was that his attention was focused on the flames burning in front of him. At the back of his mind, he cannot help but remark that the ones who had set the castle on fire would pay for this atrocity, but with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that he is not even sure who they could blame for this. That thought was still at the forefront of his mind when he turned his attention to the people who were gathered behind him.
Harry would have to admit that he blinked at that moment, just as he would readily admit that the look that appeared on his face was one of confusion. That expression that appeared on his face at that moment was the result of him not knowing any of the people that he was now looking at, but he instinctively knew that the robes that they were wearing were the same as the ones that he was wearing at that moment.
He parted his lips, making it obvious that he was about to address the crowd in front of him, but just as he was about to do so, he suddenly felt something approaching him from the side, compelling him to turn his gaze toward that direction, even as he raised his wand. Using his peripheral vision, he can see that the people who are with him have also turned their attention toward that direction.
Before he could delve deeper into that line of thought, however, Harry was forced to return to the present even as a werewolf suddenly emerged from the bush by his side, throwing itself directly toward the direction of Harry. While it was true that there was a part of him that could not help but be surprised, that did not extend to him reacting, and soon enough, a flash of red light emerged from the tip of his wand even as he casually moved to the side.
The werewolf that tried to attack him at that moment was dead before it even hit the floor, though that was something that Harry knew by instinct because he did not bother to turn his attention toward the direction of the corpse, preferring instead to draw his sword before charging toward the direction of the bush where more transformed werewolves were emerging.
He did use his peripheral vision to confirm that the people who are supposed to be with him were also fighting against the transformed werewolves, though he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he then focused on what was in front of him, swinging the swords that he was holding with his right hand – while he held his wand with his left – toward the midsection of a transformed werewolf that appeared in front of him.
There was no need for him to see the expression of surprise and pain that he was sure had appeared on the face of the wolf, and a voice coming from the back of his head told him that there was no point in his doing that because he was in the middle of a fight. As if to confirm that such were indeed the case, he was soon forced to think about something else, even as he found two more wolves heading toward him
Harry knew that a curse had escaped from his lips at that moment, but he did not bother to ask himself just what kind of a curse it was, only that it caused another jet of red light to escape from the tip of his wand while he pointed toward the direction of one of the transformed werewolves. With its face turned into that of a wolf, Harry cannot tell from the expression that appeared on its face just what it was thinking when it realized what was coming.
At the same time, however, the dark-haired wizard was forced to turn his attention toward the direction of the second wolf that was approaching, swinging the sword that he was holding yet again to cut off the right arm of the wolf from its shoulder in a downward angle so that a chunk of its chest was soon cut off as well.
Of course, by the time that Harry had finished what he was doing, the transformed werewolf was already dead.
As he saw that none of the wolves were approaching him, Harry took that moment to look around him, and while it was true that he noted that his subordinates were still fighting with some of the wolves, he also noted that most of the survivors of their attacks were now busy trying to escape from them. At that moment, Harry thought about chasing after them, and indeed, he was just about to order his subordinates to do that when he paused.
His senses told him that something was approaching from his side, but the dark-haired wizard was barely able to turn his attention toward that direction before he felt the sharp pain coming from the right side of his stomach. He would have turned his gaze toward that direction, if not for the fact that he was forced to see the triumphant expression that was on the face of the man who was practically beside him at that moment.
He had to blink when he realized that the man who had just attacked him was wearing the same robes that he was wearing, and that was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that this man was supposed to be his subordinate.
There was no denying the anger that he felt when he made that realization, and even Harry would have to admit that he swung his word before he was even aware of what he was doing. The man who had attacked him kept that grin on his face even as Harry parted his head from his shoulders, but though it was true that Harry was able to kill the man who had attacked him, that did not mean that the knife that was now sticking out of his stomach had been removed from there.
Indeed, Harry knew that removing the knife was the last thing that he wanted to do as he realized that he would bleed out if he were to do that.
Harry would have allowed angry words to escape from his lips at that moment, but it was also at that instant that he turned his attention toward the direction of the people who were supposed to be his subordinates. The dark-haired wizard blinked when he saw the expressions that were on their faces at that moment. After all, it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that they were about to attack him.
Another curse escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment, but it was not as if he intended for that sound to warn those who were around him from attacking him. Even if that were the case, however, the word that escaped from his lips was more than enough to cause his subordinates to hesitate, and Harry was more than happy to use that moment to throw himself toward their direction with his sword at the ready.
If it was possible, the scream that escaped from his lips increased in volume, and the next thing that Harry knew, the upper part of his body bolted upright as he found himself inside a dimly lit room. The damp, wet smell entered his nose even as whimpers coming from seemingly around him told him that he was in an underground prison, though even he had to blink, a few moments later, as he asked himself just how he was able to come to that conclusion.
Harry shook his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – as he then forced himself to return to the present. The first thing that he did after he had returned to the present was to turn his attention toward the direction of the nearest light, and even he would have to admit that he felt no small amount of distress when he realized that he was in a prison.
The first clue that he had was the steel bars in front of him. Those steel bars looked as if they had been reinforced – and again, Harry would have to admit that he was not sure how he had realized that such was the case – but it was not as if he was planning on breaking out of this place, wherever this place is.
He blinked even as that thought came and went through the forefront of his mind. After another moment, he turned his attention toward the direction of the cell that was next to him, only to blink when he realized that the occupant of the cell was looking at him with a curious expression on her face. He had to blink again when he realized that it was a witch – though he had no idea how he realized that – who was in the cell next to him, though he soon shook his head.
The expression on the face of the brunette in front of him was the only thing that he needed to see for Harry to be sure that she would have wanted to say something. Of course, he planned on cutting her off before she could do so, but in the end, before he could do anything, he was forced to return to the present as a scream cut through the air in the underground prison.
Before he had even realized it, Harry had already turned his attention toward the direction of where the scream had come from, and he blinked as he found himself staring at an emaciated wizard – again, Harry did not know how he knew that the man was a wizard – who was lying on the top of a bunk. Even though it was true that the scream that escaped from the lips of the wizard was loud, there was nothing to indicate that he was awake.
That observation on the part of Harry became more poignant, a few moments later, when more screams escaped from the lips of the man even as Harry kept his attention pointed toward him, because despite the screams that were coming out of his lips, it would appear that he remained unconscious and lost in whatever dreams it was that he was having at that moment.
In the end, the only thing that Harry could do was to turn his attention toward the direction of the witch who had been looking in his direction earlier. He had to blink when he saw that she was already looking in his direction by the time that he had returned his gaze toward her, and he had to ask if she had even removed her gaze from him in the first place.
Harry blinked, even as a voice coming from the back of his head told him that there was no point in asking her if she had removed her gaze from him. Just because such was the case, however, does not mean that he is not going to push words out of his mouth, and after another moment or two, he inclined his head toward her direction before he asked, “Where are we?”
If he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that was sure that no response would be forthcoming from the brunette witch in front of him, and it was for that reason that he cannot help but place a surprised expression on his face, a few moments later, as she then allowed a smile to come across her face.
She kept that smile on her visage for another moment or two, but that was more than enough for Harry to get the impression that she had no intention of responding to the words that had escaped from his lips. The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but feel no small amount of irritation, but he soon pushed that thought to the back of his mind.
Harry told himself that if she would not answer the question that he had asked, then surely, there was someone else in this place who would. He resolved there and then to look for someone else who would answer the question that he had asked when he was suddenly forced to pause because he saw the expression that she was wearing on her face disappear.
Instead, it was replaced by a look that was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she was about to answer his question.
“Underground prison,” she said, before she then paused, and if he were being honest, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to tell her that he did not need her to tell him that because that was obvious. The words that were supposed to come out of his lips, however, were cut off as the brunette witch then added, “This is the headquarters of Duke Hamilton.”
The way that she spoke at that moment was with a tone that was the only thing that Harry needed to hear for him to be sure that she expected him to pick up context clues just from the words that escaped from her lips, but the dark-haired wizard would readily admit that he failed to make sense of the words that had just escaped from the lips of the brunette witch.
A whimper escaped from one of the cells, and while it was true that there was a part of Harry that wanted to ignore the sound, what he heard at that moment also compelled him to turn his attention toward that direction. After another moment or two, that was what he did, and he soon found himself looking in the direction of a different wizard who was wearing a bored and somewhat hostile expression on his face.
“Unless you have come crawling from a rock in the middle of nowhere, man, you are supposed to know that we are in the worst place for a witch to find herself in,” he said, before he then inclined his head, though rather than incline his head toward the direction of Harry, he instead inclined his head toward the direction of the brunette witch.
Harry cannot keep the confused expression that appeared on his face at that moment, even as he turned his gaze toward the direction of the brunette. He would have to admit that there was a part of him that expected a distressed expression on the face of the brunette, and it was for that reason that he could not help but place a surprised expression on his face when he realized that such was not the expression that he was looking at.
Indeed, Harry had to blink, a few moments later, when he saw the expression that appeared on the face of the brunette, because it was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was amused by the words that had just escaped from the lips of the other wizard in the room.
It was more than enough to make Harry stare in the direction of the witch, and it was because such were the case, Harry had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her face, a few moments later. The dark-haired wizard found himself staring in the direction of the witch for a few moments when he saw the expression of amusement that appeared on her face at that moment.
Harry was not the only one who was affected by the seeming disconnect between the expression that she was wearing and the predicament that they were in, and the other wizard, who appeared to be the only other person who was awake at that moment, soon allowed more words to escape from his lips. The words that escaped from his lips at that moment, however, were directed toward the witch.
“Is there something funny about this?” the other wizard asked, and there was no denying the outright anger that he was feeling at that moment. Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to ask why such was the case, but before he could proceed with that series of thoughts, he was forced to return to the present as he then added, “Or do you not know what the reputation of the Duke Hamilton is?”
There was a part of Harry that wanted to respond in the affirmative, because he had no idea of the reputation that the other wizard was referring to. Indeed, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to say as much, but he was soon forced to return to the present when the other wizard then added, answering the unasked question of Harry.
“They say he has a hands-on approach when breaking witches,” the man said, and while it was true that he schooled the expression that he was wearing to place a terrifying expression there, it was not as if he could do anything about the horror that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips.
Indeed, even that expression that he was wearing faltered when he focused his attention toward the direction of the brunette witch, “And you’re pretty,” he said.
The brunette witch laughed in response to the words that escaped from the lips of the other wizard, “Thank you,” she said, and she sounded genuine, though it was not as if she kept his attention toward the direction of the other wizard as she soon turned her attention toward Harry, “I’m Isabella by the way,” and while it was true that she paused, she inclined her head toward him before she then asked, “What’s yours?”
Harry cannot help but blink in response to the question that the brunette witch had asked, and while it was true that there was a voice coming from the back of his head which told him that the situation that he was in at that moment was absurd, it was not as if he can tell what was making him believe that the situation that he was in was absurd.
In the end, the dark-haired wizard found himself with no choice but to respond to the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella, though just because he allowed words to escape from his lips at that moment does not mean that he already understood what was going on. The tone that he used at that moment reflected the confusion that he was feeling as he spoke.
“I’m Harry,” he said, before he then blinked, and because the look that was on the face of Isabella at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was still waiting for him to push words out of his mouth, he soon added, “Harry Potter,” before he then focused his attention toward her direction.
Even Harry would have to admit to feeling no small amount of relief when there were no widened eyes in response to the words that had escaped from his lips. Indeed, the expression that was on the face of Isabella at that moment softened, prompting Harry to part his lips so that he could push words out of his mouth.
In the end, however, the words that were supposed to come out of his mouth were cut off as the sound of footsteps coming from another direction compelled Harry to turn his gaze toward that direction.
The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he blinked when he saw Hermione coming down from what appear to be a staircase that he had not seen before, but even as he stared in her direction, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that told him that this woman is not the Hermione that he knew.
At that moment, Harry was reminded of the fact that she had fired a stunner at him, and by the time that he had recovered from that attack, he found himself in this place. The anger that he was feeling at that moment manifested itself in the hiss that escaped from his lips, and judging from the expression that appeared on the face of Hermione, it was obvious that she not only heard the sound that escaped from his lips, but also that she was aware of what it meant.
Rather than say anything, however, she merely raised one of her eyebrows toward his direction, and the more that Harry looked at her, the more that he got the impression that she was waiting for far more than just the action that he had already taken.
Harr would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to say something, but while it was true that he was able to part his lips at that moment, the words that were supposed to come out of his lisp were cut off by the words that escaped from hers.
“You’re awake,” she said, and even as those words escaped from her lips, Harry noted how thoroughly uninterested she was in anything that she would have said, or at least, that was the impression that he got when he saw the expression that she was wearing on her visage.
In the end, he did not have the time to truly think about that, because he was soon forced to return to the present even as more words escaped from the lips of Hermione, “Good, that means that I won’t have to wake you myself.”
There was something about the words that escaped from her lips at that moment that Harry realized was intended as a threat, and yet, even if it was true that the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment made that clear, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but remark to himself that he did not feel the slightest bit threatened by the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment.
The expression that appeared on the face of Hermione was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had realized that such were the case, and while it was true that she did not allow a single word to escape from her lips, the expression that appeared on her pretty face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was confused.
Of course, that confusion that she was wearing fled from her face, a few moments later, as she visibly schooled the expression that she was wearing before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “It’ll be easier to interrogate someone who is awake,” she said, before she then started to walk toward Harry.
The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he already knew that the words that were coming out of her lips were intended for him, but the fact that she was now walking toward her direction made that even more poignant. Even if that was the thought that coalesced at the forefront of her mind, however, Harry would have to admit that there was something else that he was thinking about at that moment.
That would be the clothes that Hermione was wearing, because in all the years that he had known her, she had never seen him wear the kind of clothes that she was wearing before.
The blue great coat that she was wearing carried with it a martial aspect, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that he was forced to conclude that it was a military uniform of sorts. She was also wearing a military cap, though that did nothing to shield her flowing brunette hair as it reached her shoulders and beyond. Once more, the fact that her hair was not bushy caused Harry no small amount of surprise.
With a mental shake of his head, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he then focused his attention toward the direction of something that he knew Hermione would not have worn. Indeed, the surprise that he felt when he realized what was around the neck of Hermione at that moment caused him to stare at her for another moment or two.
Before he had even realized it, Harry parted his lips at that moment, and naturally, the words that escaped from his lips were directed toward Hermione.
“Why are you wearing a collar around your neck?” he asked her. The question had escaped from his lips before he had even realized what he was doing, and as he found himself staring in her direction after the words had escaped from his lips, he had no problem seeing the surprised expression that appeared on her face.
It was obvious from that look that she was now wearing that she had no idea just what it was that she was supposed to say in response to the question that Harry had asked. For his part, Harry would have to admit that he was also surprised by the expression that appeared on her face, that he had no idea just what he was supposed to do next.
In the end, it was the sound of amusement that escaped from the lips of Isabella that forced Harry out of the trance that he had not even realized he had fallen into, and he snapped his attention toward the direction of the young witch.
Using his peripheral vision, he noted how Hermione had also turned her attention toward the direction in question, and while it was true that the look that she was wearing told him that she would have wanted to say at that moment, she found herself cut off by the younger witch, even though it was obvious that the words that escaped from the lips of Isabella were intended for Harry.
“All witches and wizards in the service of the Empire wear collars, Harry,” the young witch said, and the tone that she used at that moment was something that even Harry would have labelled as condescending. Of course, before he could follow up with that particular train of thought, the dark-haired wizard was forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of Isabella, “That is a special collar as well.”
Harry turned his attention toward the direction of Hermione, and he had to admit that he flinched when she saw the expression that appeared on her face. The dark-haired wizard was about to push words out of his mouth when he was forced to return to the present, even as aggressive words escaped from the lips of Hermione, and even if it was true that the words that escaped from her lips were not intended for him.
“I am looking forward to placing a collar around your neck and watching our Master show you your proper place,” Hermione said, and there was no denying the anger that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips.
Harry would have to admit that, in response to the words that escaped from the lips of Hermione, a distressed expression appeared on his face. A voice coming from the back of his head told him that there was no way that the Hermione that he knew would have allowed the words that escaped from the lips of this Hermione to escape from her lips.
At that moment, the dark-haired wizard heard a voice coming from the back of his head, telling him that the brunette witch with chocolate-brown eyes in front of him was not the Hermione that he knew, but even so, he pushed that thought to the back of his mind even as he allowed words to escape from his lips.
“The Hermione that I knew would not have said those words,” he said, and in response to what he had just said, this Hermione turned her attention toward his direction, even as she schooled the expression that she was wearing to present him with a confused and surprised expression.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, the expression on her face was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure of just what it was that she was thinking.
Of course, there was no way that the silence that had descended in the room was going to last for long, and after another moment or two, that silence was shattered as Hermione then allowed words to escape from her lips. It was the words that she uttered – along with the fact that she focused her anger that was visible upon her visage toward him – that told Harry that the words that escaped from his lips were intended for him.
“Well, that is because I am not the Hermione that you know,” she said, but though it was true that such were the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, the expression that she was wearing was still the only thing that the dark-haired wizard needed to see for him to be sure that she was taken aback by the words that had escaped from his lips earlier.
Harry parted his lips, ready to dispute the words that had escaped from the lips of the brunette witch in front of him. Just as he was about to push the words out of his mouth, however, he was forced to pause as Hermione then turned her whole body so that she was now looking in his direction, and at that moment, she allowed words to escape from her lips, “I am curious to know how you had guessed my name though.”
The expression that appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment was something that Harry was familiar with, after all, it was the expression that his friend would have on her pretty face whenever she was confronted by a mystery that she needed to solve. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that there was a part of him that used that to tell himself that this is the Hermione that he grew up with.
Even though it was true that such was the expression that appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment, it would appear that she pushed that curiosity that she was feeling to the back of her mind, and she announced that such was the case when she schooled the expression that she was wearing.
The next thing that Harry knew was that Hermione was looking at him with an expression on her visage that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was ready and willing to do whatever it would take to get him to answer the question that she was about to ask. He blinked, a few moments later, when he then realized that the look that she was wearing on her face was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that violence was included in her repertoire.
“Who are you?” Hermione asked, and there was nothing about the question that escaped from her lips at that moment that suggested that she already knew the answer to the question that she had asked.
Indeed, as that realization entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would not only have to admit to blinking because it was a question that he did not expect to hear from Hermione, but also because there was something about the question that she had asked which caused his chest to feel heavier than usual.
He tried to push the thought of that pain out to the back of his mind as he focused his attention toward the direction of Hermione, but the more that he looked at the expression that she was wearing, the more that he was convinced that she was serious about the question that had escaped from her lips.
The silence that descended in the underground prison at that moment was pregnant, and it somehow carried with it the promise of pain and violence. Harry kept his attention focused toward the direction of Hermione, and because such was the case, he had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on her visage.
It also did not take another moment or two before the look that was on the face of Hermione turned to reflect even more anger on her part. Indeed, from the look that appeared on her face, a few moments later, Harry would have to say that it was obvious that she was about to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that she would have wanted to say, it would be something that only she would know.
The words that echoed around the underground prison at that moment and which shattered the silence that had descended in this part of the castle, however, did not escape from the lips of Harry or Hermione. Rather, the sounds that echoed around the underground chamber escaped from the lips of Isabella, and the sounds that the young witch made quickly formed words.
“His name is Harry Potter,” the young witch said, prompting Harry to then turn his attention toward the direction of Isabella, only to find that the young witch was looking intently in the direction of Hermione.
That, in turn, caused Harry to turn his attention toward the direction of the brunette witch who was supposed to be his friend. The dark-haired wizard would have to admit that he was not the slightest bit surprised to see that Hermione kept her attention focused toward the direction of Isabella, considering that she was the one who had spoken.
Just because Hermione was looking in the direction of Isabella at that moment, however, does not mean that he cannot see the look that had appeared on her face. He would have to admit that he was not certain if he should place a surprised expression on his face when she saw the look that Hermione was wearing in response to Isabella answering that question that Hermione had asked.
That was because the look that appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment was the only thing that Harry needed to see for him to be sure that she did not recognize his name.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Harry would have to admit that he felt no small amount of horror and irritation as he kept his gaze focused toward the one friend who had never truly abandoned him in all the years that he had known her. Indeed, it was at that moment that Harry reminded himself that Hermione had abandoned her boyfriend to stay with him.
To see that expression that she was wearing on her face in response to her hearing his name – and knowing that the expression that she was now wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that Hermione was not trying to trick him, rather, she truly has no idea who he is – caused his chest to feel heavy.
Indeed, there was a part of him that wanted to say something at that moment, with Harry then able to part his lips as he prepared to push the words out of his mouth. In the end, however, whatever it was that he would have wanted to say was something that only he would know, because Hermione soon focused his attention on him.
The next words that escaped from the lips of Hermione added to the figurative weight that was crushing his chest at that moment, after all, the words that escaped from his lips was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she was serious with the question that he had asked, “And where did you come from, Mr. Potter?”
Harry flinched in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of his old friend. Even as that happened, however, there was a part of him that had to ask how he was supposed to respond to the words that had escaped from her lips. In the end, he did not get to answer the question he asked himself as Hermione then allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“Are you the Wizard in the High Tower?” she asked him.
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