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It was hard for her to keep the expression on her face at that moment as neutral as possible, and that was something that she would have no problem admitting. Of course, she doubted that anyone would have approached her at that moment with the intention of asking if the neutral expression on her face was genuine, after all, she was aware that the reputation she had built ensured that few people would even dare approach her.
[bookmark: _GoBack]If she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that this was what she wanted. Of course, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that the expression that she was trying to keep from her face became even harder to maintain. However, she did succeed in keeping herself from smiling.
Hermione would also have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to allow a sigh to escape from her lips, but she stopped herself from allowing that sound out of her mouth as she then turned her attention toward the direction from which she had come. The young brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that was certain that turning her attention toward that direction would make her want to allow a sigh again.
Of course, the fact that she already knew how she was going to react at that moment meant that she could stop the sound from escaping from her lips before it did so. In the end, anyone who was watching her at that moment would have been able to see that the expression on her face did not change.
Perhaps they would be asking her what the reason behind her turning her attention back toward the direction that came from was, but again, it was not as if they were going to get an answer from her. Indeed, Hermione soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as the voice coming from the back of her head told her that part of the reason she turned her attention toward that direction was so that she could see the castle that she was about to depart from.
Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but allow a frown to appear on her face, and if pressed – though again, she would have to admit that she doubted that anyone would have the gall to even approach her at that moment – she would have to admit that there was a part of her that was not the least bit happy at the fact that she is leaving without having accomplished the task that she was given.
Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to ask if she could stay – even for just another day or two – to be the one to interrogate the prisoners so that she may, at least, know who they are, and what their connection to the warlock that they are searching for would be.
A sigh would have escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, if not for the fact that he was able to stop the sound from escaping from her lips, even as she told herself that knowing about the connection that the prisoners have with the warlock that they are searching for was information that she could then share with her Master when she joins him.
With a shake of her head – and this time, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – the young brunette witch told herself that it was unlikely that she was going to get the permission that she was asking for. Indeed, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but remark to herself that she can understand why that would be the case, after all, the requests of the Crown Prince take precedence above everything.
Hermione allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment to widen even as a voice coming from the back of her head – and the brunette knew that the voice that she was hearing at that moment was her voice – told her that the greater part of her was excited about returning to the side of her Master. Indeed, Hermione would readily admit that the smile that had already appeared on her face at that moment would have widened even more if she had not controlled it.
The brunette witch forced herself out of the trance that she would readily admit that she had not even realized she had fallen into until she forced herself out of the same. As she returned to the present, there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else, after all, she wanted to keep her attention focused toward the castle.
Even she would have to admit that part of the reason she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the castle was that she wanted to distract herself. Indeed, the smile that she was wearing on her face slowly faded back into a neutral expression, a few moments later, as she then remarked to herself that her thoughts returned toward the mission that she was leaving behind.
At that moment, the brunette witch told herself that it was not as if she does not trust her subordinates to complete the task that she is leaving behind, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione told herself that she would have preferred it if she was the one who was leading the charge to find the warlock that everyone referred to as the ‘Wizard in the High Tower’.
While it was true that she had kept the sigh that threatened to escape from her lips in check until that moment, after another moment or two, that sigh did escape from the lips of the brunette witch. Hermione would have to admit that the first thought that came to the forefront of her mind after she allowed that sound to escape from her lips was that it was a good thing that no one was able to see the action that she had taken.
Of course, there was a part of her that had to make sure that such were the case, and while it was true that it was a relatively simple affair for her to use her magic to scan her surroundings, the brunette witch did not bother to do that, preferring instead to go out of her way and look around her to see if there was anyone who was looking at her.
Even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, the brunette witch noted that it was not as if there were a lot of people around her at that moment. Indeed, a moment or two after that thought came across the forefront of her mind, she completed her scan of her surroundings, and she noted that there was only one sentry that was anywhere near her.
Hermione doubted that the sentry in question had heard the sound that had escaped from her lips, and because such was the case, the brunette witch forced that thought to the back of her mind even as she allowed her thoughts to return to the things that she was thinking about earlier. Of course, she did not plan to allow the next words to escape from her lips, but it was not as if she stopped herself from pushing the words out of her mouth.
“I am going to miss this place,” she said, before she then allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face to widen just slightly.
Even though it was true that those were the words that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, even she would have to admit that it was not the place itself that she was going to miss, but what it represented. Indeed, a sigh would have once more escaped from her lips at that moment if not for the fact that she was able to stop the sound from coming out of her lips.
While it was true that the sigh did not manage to escape from her lips, the thoughts that followed after it soon entered the forefront of her mind as the brunette witch then reminded herself that she had never left behind an unfinished mission before. Hermione blinked as she realized that this would be her first, though even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the voice coming from behind her head assuaged her disappointment.
The thought that entered the forefront of the mind of Hermione at that moment was not her attempt to control her disappointment, rather, it was something that came to the forefront of her mind without her consciously reminding herself of the circumstances behind her leaving this mission.
‘It is not as if I had failed to find the Wizard in the High Tower’,” she told herself, ‘And I am not leaving the mission indefinitely.’
Even Hermione would have to admit that she went out of her way to place the next thoughts that entered the forefront of her mind in that position, as she then reminded herself that she was being summoned to the side of her Master. 
Indeed, it was because she was so determined to distract herself that she soon allowed a smile to come across her face, even if it was true that there was a part of her that reminded her that she had gone out of her way to stop such a look from appearing on her face up until that moment.
With a mental shake of her head, the brunette witch pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she dived in – figuratively, of course – in the next series of thoughts that entered the forefront of her mind. It was at that moment, after all, that she allowed herself to think about the man who was most responsible for the life that she is living.
Even Hermione would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was gentle, and she was sure that anyone who was looking at her would have realized that such was the case. Of course, she soon reminded herself that the expression that she was wearing might as well be invisible because there was no one else around her at that moment.
‘Besides, it is not as if I am going to Barcelona to just wait for him,’ she thought, even as she fought the urge to turn her attention toward the briefcase that she was carrying with her left hand. She knew what the contents of the case were, of course, and it was for that reason that the brunette witch soon told herself that there was no need for her to open the briefcase and see the files that she had been given.
Of course, just because she did not bother to even turn her attention toward the briefcase that she was carrying with her does not mean that she did not allow her thoughts to the contents of the same. Aside from her credentials – which would compel the local Crown Intelligence Units in Barcelona to work with her – there are other files in the briefcase related to the local insurgency and other known and speculated threats.
While it was true that the smile that was on the face of Hermione widened even more at that moment, even she would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was less humorous or friendly, and more anticipation of the things that she was going to do once she had reached Barcelona and had settled there.
The brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that the smile that she was now wearing might give the impression that she was excited about the bloodletting that she was sure she was going to take part in.
With a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken at that moment – she told herself that what she was excited about was being useful and proving her place by the side of the Crown Prince. She blinked at that moment, before she then remarked to herself that it was not as if some doubt her proper place by the side of the Crown Prince.
Still, the critics – and even the allies – of the Crown Prince would need to be reminded now and then that she and her sisters do not remain by the side of the man who would someday rule the Empire just because they are pretty.
Even Hermione would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment turned feral as she then remarked to herself that if that had been the only reason for her staying by the side of the Crown Prince, then she should have been replaced a long time ago. She soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind; however, as she then returned to the present, she finally turned her attention back toward the direction of the closed garage gates.
A frown appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment, even as she reminded herself that she had been promised that the car that would bring her to the train station would be waiting for her, rather than the other way around. While it was true that the frown that the brunette witch was wearing at that moment did not widen any more than it already had at that moment, anyone looking at he would have realized that such was what she wanted to do.
With a mental shake of her head, Hermione reminded herself that there was no one else who was around her – aside from the lone sentry stationed here, of course – and because such was the case, there was no need for her to control the expression that she was wearing. 
The voice coming from the back of her head told her that because such was the case, she could allow as much of the displeasure that she was feeling at that moment to appear on her face, but even if that were the case, she still refrained from doing that which the voice at the back of her mind was telling her to do.
Instead, she found herself focusing her attention on the closed gate even as she imagined the possibility that the car that was going to take her to the train station was just waiting for her at the other side of that closed gate. Hermione blinked even as she remarked to herself that it was not as if she was told that she should wait at this side of the gate.
A sigh finally escaped from the lips of the brunette witch at that moment, and even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was a conscious action on her part. As that was the case, she could have stopped the sound from coming out of her mouth, but she refrained from doing so as the voice coming from the back of her head told her that it was not as if anyone could see or hear that sigh that she allowed to materialize.
Hermione placed one foot ahead of the other before she followed that up as she walked toward the direction of the smaller gate that was intended to be used by pedestrians. As she did so, she turned her peripheral vision toward the direction of the sentry, even as a voice coming from the back of her head told her that the position that the sentry was in made it impossible for him to see what was at the other side of the closed gate.
That meant that she could not even blame the man in question for not telling her that her transport was already waiting for her, though just because such was the case does not mean that Hermione did not want to do that. Whatever irritation it was that Hermione felt, however, fled from the forefront of her mind when the sentry in question then went out of his way to open the pedestrian gate for her.
The voice coming from the back of her mind told Hermione that the helpful action that the sentry had taken at that moment did not excuse the fact that his inaction made her wait on the wrong side of the gate for close to five minutes. Of course, Hermione was forced to push that thought to the back of her mind, a few moments later, as she then remarked to herself that even if she had arrived at the train station five minutes earlier, it was not as if anything was going to change.
A smile came across the face of the brunette witch as she then remarked to herself that the train that she was taking was a regularly scheduled train. The man that she serves might be able to change the train schedule – though she doubted that he needed to ride a train – but that power does not extend to her.
Hermione pushed that thought to the back of her mind, a few moments later, as she then turned her attention toward the Silver Wraith that already had its engine running while it waited for her. 
The brunette witch would have to admit that she blinked at that moment even as the voice coming from the back of her head pointed out that the car that she was looking at that moment was the staff car of the Duke of New York, leading her to ask herself why the man would allow her to use his staff car rather than just an ordinary staff vehicle.
With a mental shake of her head, Hermione pushed that thought to the back of her mind before she then turned her attention toward the direction of where the driver of the vehicle stood, beside the open door of the driver’s seat. Hermione did not think that the man was going to open the door of the car for her, and because such was the case, she decided to just make her way toward where she was supposed to be seated, only for her to be forced to blink and pause.
What made her pause at that moment was not anything that the driver – or anyone else who was near her at that moment – had done. Hermione blinked when she heard the sound coming from the direction that she had just walked out of, and before she had even realized it, the brunette witch found herself already looking in the direction of where the sound had come from.
It took her less than a moment to realize that what she heard at that moment was an explosion, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that she had to blink. The next thoughts that were supposed to come across the forefront of Hermione's mind at that moment were pushed to the back of her mind as she then realized that something was going on and that she needed to do something.
At that moment, however, even that part of her that ached for action had to admit that she was forced to pause as she was forced to turn her attention toward the direction of the sentry that was supposed to be on guard. She can see the panicked expression that had appeared on his face at that moment, and it was clear that he, too, knew that he needed to do something, but that expression that he was wearing also told Hermione that he did not know what to do.
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that felt no small amount of irritation, and before she had even realized what she was doing, she was already heading toward the direction of where the sentry was positioned. Hermione would also have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to scream at that man, but she would have to admit that she turned her attention toward the direction of the sentry to confirm something.
While it was true that no sound escaped from the lips of Hermione when she saw the field telephone that was inside the outhouse serving as the guard post, anyone who could have seen the expression that appeared on her face at that moment would have realized that she felt no small amount of relief. She pushed that thought to the back of her mind, however, as she told herself that she still needed to get in touch with someone at the other end of that connection.
“Commander,” the words that escaped from the lips of the sentry forced Hermione out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, and indeed, the brunette witch would have to admit that she was so out of it until the moment that she was forced to return to the present that she did not even realize that she was already beside the outhouse by the time that she had realized it.
She turned her attention toward the direction of the sentry who had called for her attention, taking a moment or two to just study the expression that he was wearing. It was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of what the next words that were supposed to escape from the lips of the man would be, and it was for that reason that Hermione told herself that there was no need for her to wait for him to speak.
Of course, there was also the fact that she was not in the mood to listen to whatever it was that the sentry would have wanted to say.
“Get in touch with the main control room at once,” Hermione ordered, her voice taking on a tone that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to hear for them to realize that she was not asking for a favor. 
The expression that appeared on the face of the sentry at that moment was the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that she had also realized that such was the case. Even if such were the case, however, the expression on his face was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was not going to comply with the order that she gave right away.
A hiss escaped from the lips of the brunette witch at that moment, and that sound carried more than just the frustration that Hermione felt. If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that curses would have escaped from her lips at that moment, but before the sound could come out of her mouth, she was forced to pause as a succession of explosions coming from the same direction as the first one echoed around them.
Hermione blinked before she had even realized what she was doing, but even as she returned to the present, more explosions echoed from the same direction. While it was true that the first explosion had caused her to panic, the brunette witch would have to admit that the sounds that she was hearing at that moment only made her pause, and if pressed, she would have to admit that it was because she had realized what the sounds that she was hearing at that moment were.
The brunette witch, however, was soon telling herself that there was no offensive scheduled for today, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that her eyes widened again. That voice coming from the back of her mind told her that if the firing that she was hearing at that moment was not part of an offensive, then it could only be a defensive action.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing changed to reflect even more panic, and this time, she did not even bother to hide that look from her visage as she focused her attention toward the direction of the sentry. As she did not bother to remove the expression that she was wearing, the sentry had no problem seeing the expression that she was wearing, which added to the panic on his face.
“Get them on the line, now,” Hermione said, and even though it was true that the panic that she was feeling at that moment was increasing, she was somehow still able to stop herself from screaming. 
The brunette witch had to blink even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, but with a mental shake of her head, she told herself that there was no need for her to raise her voice, and the expression that was on the face of the sentry in front of her at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for her to be sure that such were the case.
Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione was forced to return to the present even as she watched the sentry flinch. Of course, the expression that appeared on his face at that moment told him that he was now ready to comply with the order that she gave him, something that was made even more poignant a few moments later, when he complied with the order that he was given.
Hermione blinked at that moment, and it would appear that she did so just in time to listen as more explosions echoed around them, but even if it was true that there was a part of her that wanted to turn her attention toward the direction of where the explosions came from, she managed to keep her attention focused toward the direction of the sentry and watch as he obeyed the order that he was given. 
There was a part of Hermione that had to remind herself that, even though she had practically bullied the sentry into calling the command center, she was, strictly speaking, outside his chain of command. As that was the case, the sentry would have been excused if he were to refuse to comply with the order that Hermione had given him.
More explosions echoed from the direction of the frontline at that moment, forcing Hermione to pay more attention toward what was happening there, though for a brief moment, she saw the panicking expression that was written on the face of the man in question, but the brunette witch soon focused her attention toward the direction of the frontline even as more explosions erupted from that direction. 
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that as she heard more explosions echo around them, she found herself relaxing a little as she realized that the explosions that were coming from the direction of the frontline were moving away from them. That meant that even if this skirmish had started as a defensive action, it would appear that the line was now moving away from the castle.
Hermione was forced to return to the present even as the sentry that was beside her audibly cleared his throat, and though it was true that she was not looking in his direction, she can tell that the expression that he was wearing on his face was the only thing that she would have needed to see for her to know that he wants her to look at him.
There was only one reason why the sentry would ask her to look in her direction, and when she saw the expression that was on the face of the man in question, Hermione would have to admit that she got confirmation that what she suspected was correct. The brunette witch paused for a moment, even as she asked herself if there was even a need for her to thank the man, but in the end, she pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she practically grabbed the receiver.
“This is Commander Granger,” Hermione said, and she did not even bother to wait for the person at the other side of the phone to say anything before she was already pushing more words out of her mouth, “What is going on?”
The urgency that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment was not, in any way, theatrical, and it would appear that whoever was at the other end of the telephone line realized that such was the case because that person did not bother to say anything else before he was already answering the question that Hermione had asked.
“Reports from the patrol sent toward the frontline reports presence of infiltration teams, Commander,” the voice said, “The garrison commander ordered the cruisers to open fire and push a few kilometers east to probe the enemy defenses.”
Hermione would have to admit that she blinked in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the man at the other end, but anyone who would have seen the expression that she was wearing at that moment would have already realized that she was asking herself if the garrison commander even had the authority to order his cruisers eastward.
With a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken at that moment – Hermione told herself that there was nothing that she could do even if the garrison commander had exceeded his authority at that moment. Considering that the garrison commander is the Duke of New York, it was not as if Hermione could even complain about the man to the Crown Prince.
“Commander,” the voice coming from the other side of the telephone receiver forced Hermione out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to look around her because her first impression when she heard the voice was that someone had joined them.
She supposed that it was to be expected that such would be her reaction. She recognized the voice coming from the other side, after all, though even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch would have to admit that she realized that the voice that she was hearing at that moment was coming from the direction of the receiver, which was why she soon returned her attention to the present.
“Lieutenant Osborne,” Hermione said, naming the man who was at the other end of the line, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, that was only so that she could wait for him to push words out of his mouth. It would appear, however, that he is not interested in saying anything at that moment, which was why she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “What is going on?”
There was not even the briefest of a pause from the other side – but that was something that Hermione was grateful for – as the man who was supposed to be her subordinate answered the question that she asked.
“We have detected some infiltration teams trying to approach our lines,” Lieutenant Osborne said, his tone as serious as he could make it to be, “The first group was easily apprehended by the team that was sent after them, but we do not know how many others have already slipped through the advance guard posts so the Commandant had to resort to artillery.”
While it was true that Lieutenant Osborne did not allow more words to escape from his lips -  thus, Hermione could have pushed words out of her mouth at that moment – she refrained from doing so as she found herself thinking about the words that had escaped from the lips of the man at the other side of the connection.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to remark to herself that using artillery to deal with a few infiltrators – especially artillery attached to their ships – might be overkill, but with a shake of her head – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she took – the brunette witch told herself that such was not her decision to make.
The fact that Hermione had not allowed words to escape from her lips at that moment must have given Lieutenant Osborne the impression that she can now push more words out of his mouth, and that was what he did, a few moments later, as he then added, “We do not know what the objective of the infiltrators are yet, Commander, but I assure you, we would get to the bottom of this.”
Hermione paused, and once more, she found herself thinking about the possible objective that their adversary would have in sending infiltrators. It took the brown-eyed brunette just a moment or two, however, to tell herself that there was no point in her thinking about the possible reasons behind the action that the adversary had taken.
In the end, the brunette witch forced herself to return to the present, and as she once more focused her attention toward the direction of where the explosions were coming from – though this time, she noted that the explosions were not as loud as they were when the bombardment first began – she allowed a sigh to escape from her lips before she had even realized just what it was that she was doing.
“Do you need me to remain behind and assist you in these interrogations, Lieutenant Osborne?” she asked, and yet, even before she had finished asking the question, Hermione would have to admit that she had to flinch – though she was able to make sure that it was just a mental action – even as she realized what the implication behind the words that had escaped from her lips would be.
Indeed, it was because such were the case that she would have to admit that she felt relieved when, a few moments later, Lieutenant Osborne responded to the words that had escaped from her lips, “that would be a negative, Commander,” the man said, and even Hermione can detect a faint sense of discomfort figuratively dripping from the words which escaped from his lips at that moment.
The silence that Hermione responded with – or at least, that was the case for the next moment or two – was her way of letting him allow more words to escape from his lips, but since it would appear that he is not going to say anything else, she allowed a sigh – and this time, the sound that escaped from her lips was theatrical – to escape from her lips before she then returned to the present.
“Very well,” Hermione replied, and even she would have to admit that the tone that she used at that moment carried with it a martial tone that even she would have to admit was rather ritualistic. She paused yet again, but this time, she did not bother to give even half of the time that she had given him earlier before she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I trust that I would be informed of whatever it is that you will discover?”
The hesitation on the part of Lieutenant Osborne was, of course, something that she could not see, but even if that were the case, Hermione had no problem hearing it in the silence that followed. Indeed, the brunette witch was about to say something at that moment, but the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off by the words that escaped from the lips of her subordinate.
Naturally, the words that escaped from the lips of Lieutenant Osborne at that moment were an answer to the question that Hermione had asked him earlier, “Yes, Commander,” he responded, and even Hermione would have to admit that she had to blink when she heard the words that escaped from the lips of Lieutenant Osborne as she noted that the hesitation was gone.
While it was true that such was the case, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that told her that there was something wrong. She had to blink, however, when she inadvertently turned her attention toward the direction of the driver of the staff car that she was provided.
No words escaped from the lips of the man in question, but the expression on his face was the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that the other man wanted to point out that they would be late. The brunette witch blinked at that moment, before she then returned her attention to the conversation that she was supposed to be having with her subordinate, and she finally allowed more words to escape from her lips. 
“Very well,” she said, and even she would have to admit that the tone that she used at that moment carried with it a hint of finality, “I am looking forward to hearing your report.”
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