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It was easy for her to ignore the stares – and glares – that were coming from the guards that lined up the hall leading to what used to be the Headmaster’s Office. If she were being honest, she would have to admit – even if only to herself – that ignoring the glares that she was receiving from the guards was something that she had practiced a lot.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would 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 refrained from doing so even as she glanced toward the direction of the guards. While it was true that they were wearing masks that protected their identities from her, she could tell they were scrutinizing her every move.
Hermione would have to admit that the urge to allow that sigh that she was barely suppressing was about to overwhelm her, and not even she was sure how she was able to stop the sound from escaping from her lips. Of course, the brunette witch was soon telling herself that part of the reason that she was able to stop herself from allowing those sounds out of her lips would be what she was carrying with both of her hands.
The brunette witch turned her attention toward the direction of the tray in front of her, and less than a moment later, Hermione found herself looking at the teapot that was resting on the center of the tray and the cup that was beside it. At that moment, the brunette witch told herself that Harry could have asked a house-elf to give him tea while he held his weekly meeting with the school staff, but Harry had never asked a house-elf for anything since he chose to side with the Dark Lord.
Even Hermione would have to admit that the urge to allow a sigh to escape from her lips entered the forefront of her mind at that moment, but once more, she suppressed the urge to do so, and this time, even the brunette witch would have to admit that it was easy for her to do that.
She only had to force herself to think about something else, after all, and at that moment, even Hermione would have to admit that her thoughts turned toward the question of why Harry had stopped asking for assistance from the elves. Hermione had not outright asked her Master what the reason behind that decision was, but she would not have been labelled as the brightest witch of her age if she did not have any idea as to the reason behind that decision.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione could not help but remark to herself that it was obvious that the reason Harry had stopped depending on the elves was that he could not trust them.
Hermione blinked, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, as she then remarked to herself that if it was a matter of trust, then the fact that she was ordered to make his tea for him was something that she could interpret as an implicit advertisement of his trust in her. She shook her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – as she then remarked to herself that she sleeps beside him every night.
If he did not trust her, then he would have kept her in a cage – and there was one in their bedroom – rather than letting her stay by his side when he is most vulnerable.
With yet another shake of her head – though this time, it was just a mental action on her part – Hermione forced herself to return to the present. As she did so, she returned her attention toward the pathway in front of her, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but be surprised when she saw that the entrance to the office that she was supposed to head toward was blocked, but she pushed that thought to the back of her mind.
Hermione glanced toward the direction of the masked guard who was nearest the door, but while it was true that she could tell that he was glaring at her from under that mask, there was nothing else that she could tell about him.
She had heard that the masks that the guards are wearing were made with the same spells that the Unspeakables used on their cowls, and a frown would have appeared on the face of Hermione at that moment, if not for the fact that he was able to stop the expression from appearing on her face as she remarked to herself that she had to suppress that part of her that maintained her curiosity.
A voice in the back of her head told her it might be advisable to school the expression she wore to reflect some trepidation or even hesitation before entering the office. With a mental shake of her head, however, the brunette witch told herself that there was no point in doing that, after all, the guards around her had already seen the look that she was wearing.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to ask why that thought had even entered the forefront of her mind, though that thought soon fled from that position as she asked herself just what it was that the guards were thinking. Indeed, a small smile threatened to appear across her face as she remarked to herself that most of them are probably on edge at the fact that a mudblood like her is tasked with serving Harry.
Even though it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted to place a smirk on her visage even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she pushed that urge to the back of her mind as she continued to walk forward.
Hermione did not expect any of the guards to open the door for her – and indeed, the brunette witch would have to admit that she would have been more surprised if they were to do that – but that might have something to do with the fact that the door in front of her was, by itself, magical, and soon enough, the door opened itself, allowing Hermione entry into the foyer of the office.
The brunette witch was not expecting to see her Master behind a desk while the members of the staff of the school that he was supposed to be running were seated on their chairs in front of him. What Hermione saw at that moment was what she had expected to see, a closed door that looked so heavy, it gave the impression that at least three people would have to work together to open it.
Unlike the door that she had just walked through to get into the room that she was in at that moment, the heavy door did not open just because she had approached it. Indeed, she knew that it would not open without permission from the Headmaster, which is also the reason why she did not bother to lower the tray that she was holding in a vain attempt to open the door herself.
Instead, Hermione waited for the door that she had just walked past to close itself – and the door did that, a few moments later – before she finally allowed the sigh that she was holding back to manifest itself. She followed that up by focusing her attention toward the direction of the door in front of her, even as she then remarked to herself that while the door looked solid, she knew that her Master would be able to hear her if she were to speak.
It was for that reason that Hermione soon allowed words to escape from her lips, “Master,” she began, and she made sure that the tone that she used at that moment reflected the submission that she was hoping to convey at that moment, “Your Toy has returned and requests permission to enter.”
There was not even a need for her to wait for him to allow words out of his lips, because the door in front of her opened at almost the same moment that she had finished pushing the words out of her mouth. While Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that was curious about that, the brunette witch was forced to push that curiosity that she was feeling to the back of her mind before she then took her steps forward.
Hermione knew that her Master had not said anything to cause the door to open, and it was because such was the case that when she walked into the room, the members of the staff who were gathered in front of him turned their attention toward her direction. All of them were wearing surprised expressions on their faces, but even Hermione would have to admit that the degree of surprise that they were displaying at that moment varied.
If she were being honest, however, Hermione would have to admit that there was only one person – aside from her Master, of course – that she was interested in, and even she would have to admit that the interest that she felt for this person had more to do with the fact that she cannot help but imagine strangling him if she were to be given the chance.
Hermione would have to admit that even the longing look that appeared on the face of Draco Malfoy when she turned her attention toward the direction of his face did nothing to assuage the hatred that she felt for him, and indeed, if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that the longing expression that appeared on the face of the Deputy Headmaster made her want to strangle him even more.
No words may have escaped from the lips of Draco at that moment, but the look that he was wearing was more than enough to tell her of what he was thinking, and it caused even the self-control that Hermione was exerting upon herself at that moment to nearly fail. She was able to stop that from happening, however, as she turned her attention toward the direction of her Master.
Harry might be wearing a neutral expression on his face at that moment, but the fact that he kept his expression focused toward her direction at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for Hermione to be sure that he did not like the fact that she was focusing her attention toward Draco. If she thought that she could get away with it, then Hermione would have allowed a smile to come across her face as she told herself that this was what she wanted.
That jealous streak that she knew Harry possessed – and which he had already demonstrated numerous times before, even before he had sided with the monster who had killed his parents – would not allow him to just ignore the fact that Hermione was staring at Draco, but rather than admonish Hermione, the brunette witch knew that her Master would tun his ire upon the scion of the House of Malfoy.
It helped, of course, that Harry had not forgiven Draco for all of things that the Slytherin had done to them when they were just students.
After another moment or two, Hermione returned to the present before turning her gaze away from the direction of the blonde former Slytherin. Of course, just because she turned her attention away from him does not mean that she was no longer watching him, and while it was true that she had to depend upon her peripheral vision at that moment, it was still more than enough for Hermione to tell just what kind of expression was on the face of Draco at that moment.
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to gag at that moment, but she forced that thought to the back of her mind as she then returned her attention toward the direction of her Master.
Harry might have kept his attention focused toward her direction at that moment ,and there was no denying the irritation that he was wearing on his face, but the brunette witch knew her Master well enough that she was aware that the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment were intended more for Draco than for her, even if it was true that he was keeping his attention focused toward her direction.
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that was looking forward to seeing her Master turn his attention toward the direction of Draco, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione told herself that it was not as if she was going to see that happen, and because that were the case, she simply continued to walk forward before finally reaching the side of her Master.
As she was walking forward, she kept her attention focused toward the direction of Harry, and because that were the case, she was able to see the look that he was wearing on his face. For the longest time, the look that was on his face was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was irritated, but as the distance between the two of them decreased, the expression that he was wearing on his face softened.
Hermione placed the tray that she was carrying on the surface of an end table that was placed by the left side of her Master, before she then took her position by his right side. Using her peripheral vision, Hermione studied the expression that he was wearing on his face, and even she would have to admit that it was because she wanted to anticipate the next series of orders that he would have given her.
As the brunette witch fought the urge to allow a series of sights to escape from her lips, she reminded herself that there was once a time when Harry demonstrated just how irritated he was by making her strip in front of the members of the staff until she was in her underwear before making her kneel by his side.
Hermione shuddered – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken at that moment – as she was reminded of that episode, but at the same time, the brunette witch would have to admit that it was not as if there was anything that she could have done about that, or if Harry would have given her that same order today.
As she returned to the present, the brunette witch turned her attention toward the direction of the men and women in front of her, and while it was true that there was a part of her that wanted to frown at that moment, she refrained from doing so, even as she remarked to herself that it was to be expected that all of the wizards and witches in front of her are from the dark families.
‘They won the war, after all,’ she thought, but even if it was true that there was a part of her that was sure that she would feel no small amount of bitterness as she was forced to acknowledge that such were the case, she had to blink, a few moments later, as she then realized that there was not even the faintest trace of bitterness in the thoughts that coalesced at the forefront of her mind.
She pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she then used her peripheral vision to glance toward the direction of Harry, and at that moment, the voice coming from the back of her mind reminded her that if not for her Master, the war might have gone differently. Hermione fought the urge to clench her fists as she then told herself that, at the very least, the war would have gone longer if Harry had not decided to defect.
‘Of course, I might be dead if he had not defected,’ she thought, and this time, even the brunette witch would have to admit that she felt the bitterness that figuratively dripped from the thoughts that came and went through the forefront of her mind.
Any further musings on the part of the brunette witch, however, had to be pushed to the back of her mind, a few moments later, as words escaped from the lips of Harry, and that was the case even if it was true that the words that he uttered were intended not for her, but for the witches and wizards in front of him.
“As you know, the Hunt is scheduled to begin next week,” the man who was appointed Headmaster of Hogwarts said. There was nothing about the tone that he used at that moment that advertised hesitation or reluctance, and indeed, Hermione could not help but blink, a few moments later, when she realized that Harry was not even pretending at that moment.
Once more, however, she was forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of Harry, even though, again, the words that escaped from his lips were intended for the members of the staff gathered in front of him, “As it is, the prey had already been chosen, and they are expected to arrive at our dungeons by tonight.”
Hermione would have flinched at that moment, but she was able to stop that from happening as she consciously turned her attention toward the direction of the Headmaster.
Whatever horror and trepidation it was that she felt at that moment fled from the forefront of her mind when she saw the expression that her Master was wearing on his face, even though it was true that there was a part of her that had to acknowledge that he look that Harry was now wearing was something that she never wanted to see on his face when they were younger.
That expression remained on the face of Harry even as he turned his attention toward the direction of Draco, and there was no denying the contempt that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips as the Headmaster addressed his Deputy Headmaster, “I trust that all comfort expected for our prey would be given to them once they have arrived at the dungeons?” he asked.
For a brief moment, the look that appeared on the face of the blonde wizard was the kind of expression that told Hermione that he wanted to curse at Harry and challenge the authority of the dark-haired wizard. If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to see that happen, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione told herself that there was no way that was going to happen.
As if to confirm that such were indeed the case, it was at that moment that Draco finally schooled the expression that he was wearing. It might not have been the submissive expression that Hermione was wearing, but it was still more than enough to tell her just what it was that he was thinking, and at that moment, there was no doubt in her mind that it was submitting to Harry.
Indeed, there was not even a trace of that infamous Malfoy arrogance in the tone that the former Slytherin used when he answered the question that Harry had asked.
“Of course, Headmaster,” he replied, with the expression on his face the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that he would not have allowed those words to escape from his lips if he had the chance.
The expression that was on the face of Draco Malfoy at that moment was the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that he resented the position that he was in at that moment, but that look that he was wearing was also the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had already told himself that it was not as if there was anything that he could do a bout the position that he was now in.
In any case, Hermione was soon forced to return to the present and her musings to pause as more words escaped from the lips of Harry. Again, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not intended for her, but it was still more than enough to force her to return to the present and listen to the words that escaped from his lips.
“Even if that would be the case, this is still an educational institution,” he said, forcing Hermione to blink as she found the voice coming from the back of her mind asking if Harry truly believed the words that escaped from his lips at that moment. She forced that thought to the back of her mind, however, as she told herself that she was not supposed to speak.
As no words escaped from her lips, the next series of words that echoed around the room that they are in escaped from the lips of Harry as he then allowed more words to escape from his mouth, “We would not have the students know about the Hunt,” he said.
The last words that escaped from his lips were intended for the new groundskeeper, and Hermione knew that such was the case because she saw him turn his attention toward the person in question. That action on the part of Harry compelled her to turn her attention toward the direction of the man in question, and even she would have to admit that it was not surprising to see no small amount of discomfort on the face of Gregory Goyle.
“Should I remind you of what happens if what I want to happen does not happen?” Harry asked while keeping his attention focused on the groundskeeper. It was true that the tone that Harry had used at that moment was pleasant, and indeed, the fact that he inclined his head toward the groundskeeper, a few moments later, gave the impression that he went out of his way to be friendly, but Hermione knew better.
It was for that reason that the brunette witch was not the slightest bit surprised to see the expression of horror that appeared on the face of Goyle, though she would have to give him credit as even if that was the look that he was wearing on his face, he was able to remain in the position that he was supposed to be in.
Hermione used her peripheral vision to confirm that there is a wide smile on the face of Harry, but even though it was true that the look that he was wearing at that moment confirmed to her that he felt nothing but amusement because of the look that was on the face of Goyle, it would appear that it was not enough for him, as Harry soon allowed more words to escape from his lips.
Naturally, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended for Goyle, but it was not as if Hermione could just ignore the words that escaped from the lips of her Master, “Do you need me to repeat the question, Groundskeeper?” he asked.
Hermione kept her attention focused toward the direction of the groundskeeper at that moment, and because that was the case, she was able to see how the look on the face of the wizard in question changed to reflect the horror and trepidation that he felt. There was a part of Hermione that would have to admit that she liked seeing the look that appeared on the face of Goyle at that moment, but at the same time, there was also a part of her that did not like what was happening.
To be specific, however, what Hermione did not like was the fact that Harry turning his attention and asking that question of Goyle was enough to make him react the way that he was reacting at that moment. Yet, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that she did not even need to turn her attention toward the direction of Harry for her to be sure that he was amused by the reaction of his groundskeeper.
The figurative haze that had descended even as those thoughts played at the forefront of the mind of Hermione soon faded, replaced instead by her full attention as she was forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Goyle. If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was no need for her to turn her attention toward the direction of the groundskeeper for her to know just what kind of look would be on his face.
Just because that was the case, however, does not mean that she did not see the actual expression that was on the face of Goyle. Of course, that would have more to do with the fact that she was looking in that general direction in the first place.
“Crystal, Headmaster,” the words that escaped from the lips of the groundskeeper at that moment carried with them the trepidation that Goyle was feeling, and Hermione would readily admit that she was not sure how she should feel.
Before she had even realized it, the brunette witch found herself already looking in the direction of her Master, and even she would have to flinch – though she was somehow able to stop that from happening – when she saw the expression that he was wearing on his face as he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Goyle.
Hermione can tell that the look that was on the face of the Headmaster at that moment was an insolent smile, and when she took that into consideration, she cannot help but remark to herself that it was not surprising that the next words that escaped from the lips of Harry made it clear that his intention at that moment was to cause the groundskeeper as much humiliation as possible.
“I would not have another student run into the Forest while the Hunt is taking place, Groundskeeper,” Harry said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, and Hermione noted the tone that her Master used as he allowed the words out of his mouth, “Just because they have caught a glimpse of the Hunt does not mean that they would be turned into slaves for your use, Groundskeeper.”
Hermione might have been able to stop herself from flinching earlier, but when she heard the words that escaped from the lips of Harry – and more importantly, when she reminded herself of what the implications behind the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment were – she could not repeat the same feat.
The brunette witch flinched at that moment, but she knew that she was not the only one who had reacted that way, something that she was then able to tell herself was the case because even though it was true that she was unable to stop herself from flinching, no one called her out on it.
Hermione told herself that the only reason no one called her out for flinching at that moment was that everyone else in the room felt uncomfortable enough that they had to look at their shoes. Indeed, the brunette witch would have to admit that if she were more familiar with the characters that made the Hunt last year as memorable – for all the wrong reasons – as it was, then she probably would be looking at her shoes as well.
Instead, the brunette witch turned her attention toward the direction of Daphne Greengrass. The former Ice Queen of Slytherin had been appointed as Mistress of Transfiguration after the Dark Lord had taken over Hogwarts, and the scuttlebutt was that she did not like the task that she was given any more than she liked her brother-in-law.
Like most purebloods in the British Isles, the Greengrass Family has close relations in the European mainland, and a couple of cousins visited Daphne at the height of the Hunt last year. Unfortunately, one of her cousins had managed to charm two pureblood students, convincing those same students to sneak out with him to the Forest.
Whatever it was that those young students were expecting to see in the Forest, Hermione was sure that it was not the sight of two beautiful young mudbloods being raped in front of them by centaurs.
Hermione shuddered as she then remembered how angry Harry became when he realized what had happened. He may have sided with the Dark Lord, and he may be participating in the profanity that is the Hunt, but it would appear that he took his duties as Headmaster seriously.
Even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione fought the urge to shake her head as she reminded herself that even she felt that he was being a hypocrite when she was informed of what he did to the Greengass cousin who had lured the students to the Forest. Exactly what happened to the students – one of whom was a Malfoy cousin – was something that was never fully ascertained, as was what happened to Daphne.
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione turned her attention toward the Transfiguration Mistress of Hogwarts, and though it was true that she was having a hard time seeing the expression that she was wearing on her face, Hermione was sure that it was anything but a tranquil expression.
She returned her attention toward the direction of her Master at the same time that she reminded herself that Harry himself punished Daphne for what had happened. It was a punishment that took place behind closed doors, and when Daphne emerged from the room, some say that she had to crawl back to her room.
Hermione had not bothered to ask Harry just what it was that he did to the former Ice Queen, and if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that part of the reason that she never bothered to ask him was that she was not sure if she would like the answer that he would have given her.
The silence that had descended in the office at that moment was shattered by Draco, a few moments later, as he then allowed words to escape from his lips, and if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to admit that she never expected Draco to be the one to force them to return to the present.
“Regardless of what happened last year,” the Deputy Headmaster suddenly said, and judging from the way that he was forced to pause and flinch in the immediate aftermath of the words that had escaped from his lips, it was obvious that she did not expect everyone in the room – minus Hermione – to turn their attention toward him.
The silence that followed those words that had escaped from the lips of Draco was extended – in the sense that he had not planned for it. Nevertheless, whatever surprise it was that the blonde former Slytherin had felt at that moment faded, and after another moment or two, he allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“The Dark Lord would be coming, our security must be as tight as it possibly could be,” he said, before he then turned his attention toward the direction of Harry, as if he was waiting for a response from the Headmaster. Of course, Hermione was soon forced to turn her attention toward the direction of her Master as well, and if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that the smile that appeared on his face was not entirely unexpected.
“Has the Dark Lord expressed his concern about that matter to you?” Harry asked, and judging from how Draco flinched at that moment, it was obvious that he was aware that the polite tone that Harry had used at that moment was a warning.
Indeed, while it was true that the expression that was on the face of Draco did not turn to outright trepidation in the same way that the look on the face of Goyle did when Harry looked at the groundskeeper, Hermione could still detect the faintest hint of trepidation on the face of Draco. The blond former Slytherin might have tried to remove that expression from his face when he parted his lips, but the words that were supposed to come out of his mouth were cut off.
“No one can enter Hogwarts uninvited by me,” Harry said, and Hermione told herself that the arrogance and pride that he was feeling at that moment were obvious to her. There was a part of her that had to ask if the others were aware of what she was seeing, but it was not as if she was going to ask them.
Besides, Hermione knew that even if she were to push the question out of her mouth, it was not as if she was going to be given an answer.
Most of the people in the office, after all, had gone out of their way to ignore her presence even when she had entered the room earlier.
“That is a given, Headmaster,” Draco said, and from the strain that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips, it was obvious that he was just forcing himself to speak at that moment. Before Hermione could even ask herself why, she was once more forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Draco, “But even you cannot foresee everything.”
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that the words that escaped from the lips of Draco at that moment sounded as if it were an insult, and because that was the case, she expected Harry to lose his temper. What she did not expect, however, was Harry turning his attention toward the direction of Draco while wearing a neutral expression on his face.
“Perhaps there is merit in what you are saying,” he said, causing Hermione to blink – though because she was not the only one who was surprised by the action that Harry had taken, no one called her out on the action that she had taken – even as she braced herself for what was coming next.
She knew, after all, that there was no way that Harry was being polite to Draco for no reason, and she had to stop herself from flinching when she saw the smile that appeared on the face of Harry after another moment or two. The expression that appeared on his face at that moment, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for the brunette witch to realize that she was correct.
“Still, it is not as if you pointing that out is going to win you any brownie points, Malfoy,” Harry said, and there was no denying the contempt that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his mouth at that moment.
The old Draco would have been offended by the very tone that escaped from the lips of Harry, but that was the old Draco, and right now, the new Draco was dealing with the new Harry. The brunette witch had no problem believing that Draco might have wanted to say something at that moment, but the trepidation that he was feeling precluded her from doing that.
In the end, the Deputy Headmaster did the only thing that he must have believed he could have done at that moment, which was to turn his attention toward the direction of Hermione while schooling the expression that she was wearing so that even she could tell that her old school bully was asking for her help.
“Stop looking at her, Malfoy.” The words that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment caught even Hermione by surprise, though she would have to admit that the surprise that she felt had nothing to do with the undeniable possessiveness that was figuratively dripping from the words that had escaped from his lips.
Hermione did not even need to turn her attention toward the direction of her Master for her to know that his eyes were blazing at that moment, after all, the look of trepidation and horror on the face of Draco was more than enough to tell her just what it was that the blonde former Slytherin could see.
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