

HOGWARTS HUNT
FIVE
The sound of her footsteps surely made those awaiting her aware that someone was coming, but she wondered if it mattered to them. Shaking off the thought, she reminded herself that thinking about it wouldn't change anything.
Indeed, it was at that moment that she fought the urge to allow a sigh to escape from her lips as she then remarked to herself that just as the young witches that she was about to visit have no choice but to stay in their cages and wait for their coming fates, she also had no choice but to go down here in the dungeons and inform them of the fate that they may or may not face in the coming days.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Hermione nearly sighed, but suppressed it, realizing there was no one around to hear even if she had let it out. She pushed the thought aside.
In her attempt to search for something else to think about, the brunette witch soon found herself focusing her attention on her front. By the time that she focused her gaze toward the direction in question, the number of landings that she would have to negotiate before she found herself on the main floor of the dungeon would just be a dozen, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch continued her journey.
Just because she was soon descending down the staircase, however, does not mean that it was an easy journey for her. It was true that there was a part of her that had to remind herself that she was doing this because Harry had asked her to, but at the same time, there was also a part of her that had to remark that the mere fact that she had to remind herself of that meant that she was hesitating.
There was nothing mental about the next course of action that Hermione took, but as she shook her head at that moment, the brunette witch reminded herself that it was not as if there was anyone who could have seen the action that she had taken at that moment.
Indeed, a sigh would have escaped from her lips at that moment – and Hermione would have to say that the reason that she would have allowed that sound to escape from her lips would be the same – but she was somehow able to stop that particular sound from coming out of her lips.
By the time that she was able to return to the present, she found herself already at the main floor of the dungeon, and at that moment, the brunette witch paused even as she was forced to admit – even if only to herself – that she had lost herself in a reverie at that moment, hence, the reason that she had not even realized that she resumed walking down the stairs while those thoughts coalesced at the forefront of her mind.
This time, Hermione made sure that while it was true that she shook her head, it was only a mental action. Indeed, a moment or two after she completed that mental action, the brunette witch returned to the present, then focused on what was in front of her and started walking forward again.
She would have to admit that she did not bother to minimize the sounds that she was making as she walked forward, and while it was true that she would not readily admit it, Hermione knew that there was a part of her mind that was pushing her to make as much sounds as possible because it was necessary to announce her presence to the witches that are waiting for her.
The brunette witch found herself greeted with moans and whimpers, a few moments later, when she finally turned a corner and walked into what used to be an empty corridor.
Even she would have to admit that she had lost count of the number of times that she had seen this corridor – and the number of witches who did not even know that they are witches until she had told her looking at her from behind the steel bars that had been installed in the corridor – but even if that were the case, the brunette witch found herself still unable to remove the expression that appeared on her face.
From the expression that appeared on the face of the young women in front of her – many of them just having celebrated their eighteenth birthdays – it was clear to her that they had realized from the expression that she was wearing that she did not want to be here. For a brief moment, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if it was because they were using magic without them knowing, but she soon shook her head.
Naturally, the action that she had taken at that moment was a mere mental action, and to make sure that she would not allow her thoughts to return to that which had formed at the forefront of her mind earlier, the brunette witch forced herself to think about something else.
At that moment, she focused her attention toward the young woman in front of him, even as she found herself suppressing the urge to sigh. The brunette witch told herself that it was but natural for the women who were at the other side of the steel bars of the makeshift cell to be beautiful, as she doubted that the kidnap teams sent to the Muggle world would have picked a less-than-attractive witch as a tribute.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she felt her fist clench at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that the hunt itself would be more exciting for the male Death Eaters taking part in it if they were allowed to force themselves upon the tributes once they were caught.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione would have to admit that while the anger that she felt at that moment intensified, she unclenched her fist as she remarked to herself that she was not in a position to criticize that, after all, she felt no small amount of gratitude at the fact that the Death Eater are focusing their attention upon the tribute and not upon her.
That voice coming from the back of his mind told her that Harry would protect her from the advances of the Death Eaters – and they have since learned against pushing him – but the feeling of having more than a dozen pairs of eyes focused on her even as they mentally undressed her was not something that Hermione wanted.
There was certainly nothing mental about her shaking her head, a few moments later, as she forced herself to think about something else.
The expressions that were on the faces of the women in front of her at that moment were the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that they had a lot of questions, but that was to be expected. The expressions they were wearing were also the only thing she needed to see to be sure that the only reason they were not saying anything at that moment was that they were waiting for her to speak.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she was not sure why such was the case, but she did blink, a few moments later, as she returned to the present. As she was already looking in the direction of the dozen young witches in front of her at that moment, she told herself that the time had come for her to speak to them.
She inclined her head toward them, and while it was true that there was a part of her that told her that she had to decide on the tone that she would use to deliver the message that she was about to give, she would also have to admit that she cannot bring herself to use a stern tone, not when she is forced to take into consideration the fate that these twelve beautiful young women are about to go through.
The sigh that escaped from the lips of Hermione, a few moments later, was anything but theatrical, and it had the effect that she desired, as seeing her take that action caused the dozen young witches in front of her to not only stop what they were doing, but also focus their attention toward her direction.
Of course, that was what the brunette witch wanted, and after another moment or two, Hermione inclined her head toward them before she then allowed words to escape from her lips.
“Welcome to Hogwarts,” she said, before she paused as she then asked herself how she should refer to the women who were now in front of her. She knew that she should call them witches, but she doubted that they would appreciate being called that right away.
The musings of Hermione were interrupted at that moment thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of one of the young witches at the other side of the steel bars, “Please…,” she said, and if she were expecting Hermione to turn her attention toward her in response to the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, then the brunette witch would have to admit that she succeeded, because that was what the brunette witch did.
While it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted to say something at that moment, Hermione found herself forced to pause as the same young woman allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Who are you? Where are we?”
Rather than respond to the words that escaped from the lips of the young witch right away, Hermione found herself staring in her direction, and as she did so, she had to admit that she mentally reviewed the information about the woman in question that she had placed in her mind.
As she suppressed the urge to sigh, Hermione told herself that the woman she was looking at that moment was named Anne Smith and, at twenty, she was the oldest of the twelve women here. The brunette witch focused her attention toward the direction of the dark-haired young woman as she noted that she was still wearing her pajamas, which meant that she was probably taken in the middle of the night.
The fact that Hermione did not respond to the words that escaped from the lips of Anne caused the expression that she was wearing to change into one that was the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that more words would have escaped from her lips at that moment. Hermione would have to admit that she prepared for what was coming, but before Anne could say anything, she was forced to pause.
It was not even the brunette witch herself who had caused Anne to pause, because it would appear that the reason that she was forced to pause at that moment would be the fact that the other women in the other side of the steel bars had interpreted the fact that Anne was allowed to speak as permission for them to push words – or even just sounds – out of their mouths.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but be irritated as she listened to the same panicked and demanding words coming out of the lips of twelve young women in front of her, but even if that were the case, the brunette witch allowed for the sounds to continue, at least, for the next few moments.
“Silence,” it was just a single word that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, and she did not even bother to raise her voice, but even if that were the case, it was more than enough to force the dozen women at the other side of the steel bars to obey the instruction that she had given.
Indeed, as she focused her attention toward their direction, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that she would have been a good teacher, if only in the disciplining part. With a mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought to the back of her mind before she then told herself that what she was doing at that moment was not teaching.
Instead, she was welcoming twelve young women into what could be the last chapter of their lives, and with yet another mental shake of her head, the brunette witch told herself that it would be the last chapter of their lives even if they were to survive the Hunt.
The brunette witch did not even realize that she was clenching her fists at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that any surviving tribute would be taken in by Hogwarts so that they could be trained to be witches, but unlike the purebloods, the Muggle-borns would be trained to be subservient witches whose only function would be to please their would-be owners.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she clenched her fists at that moment, even as that voice coming from the back of her head told her that most purebloods see her as the prototype for that kind of witch, after all, from their perspective, she only exists to please Harry.
With yet another mental shake of her head, Hermione forced herself to return to the present before she then focused her attention toward the direction of the dozen women at the other side of the steel bars. She might not have meant for it, but after another moment or two, she focused her attention toward the direction of the young women on the other side of the steel cage before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“I know that it's jarring, but this is the world you will live in now,” Hermione said, and even she would have to admit that she allowed more sympathy than she knew she should have allowed to be reflected upon the words that escaped from her lips at that moment. Still, it was not as if she could take back what was already said, and it was because such was the case that she focused her attention toward the direction of the young witches in front of her.
As she had expected, most of them had confused expressions on their faces, but three of them had looks on their visages that were the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that they were getting ready to push words out of their mouths. Of the three young witches who were wearing such an expression on their faces, two of them faltered when they realized that Hermione was looking at them.
In the end, the brunette witch forces her attention toward the direction of the one young witch who kept that expression on her face, and as she did so, she reminded herself of the name of the witch in question.
The brunette witch inclined her head toward the direction of the dark-haired witch before she then allowed words to escape from her lips, “Is there something that you wish to say, Liza?” she asked.
She can see that the fact that she referred to the witch by name had caused her to flinch, but even if that were the case, the aggressive and challenging expression that appeared on the face of Liza Sullivan remained. Indeed, the more that the brunette witch looked in the direction of Liza at that moment, the more convinced she became that the other woman was about to say something.
The fact that Liza was keeping that expression on her face even as she stopped herself from pushing words out of her mouth was something that the brunette witch interpreted as Liza waiting for Hermione to speak so that she could cut off the older witch. Unfortunately for her, Hermione was prepared for that, and she put paid to that plan before it could even come to fruition.
She turned her attention toward the direction of the youngest of the dozen women who had found themselves at the other side of the steel bars, and as she had expected, there were dried tears on the face of Jillian Wallace. If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that it was because she was the youngest that she found herself turning her attention toward Jillian, and she suppressed the urge to sigh.
‘Soon enough, you will be bobbing your head up and down the cock of the Headmaster, if you survive the Hunt,’ she thought, and at that moment, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if she should feel jealous at the fact that Harry was going to bring another woman in their bedroom.
At that moment, Hermione did not care if the young witches in front of her could see her shake her head, and it was because such was the case that she shook her head. As she had expected, however, it was not as if there was any of the twelve witches in front of her who were going to say anything in response to the action that she had taken.
Hermione forced herself to return to the present, a few moments later, and with a grand gesture, she extended her arms toward them, as she then allowed words to escape from her lips, “Welcome to Hogwarts,” she said, though even as those words escaped from her lips, there was a part of her that cannot help but remark that there is nothing welcoming about this school anymore.
She pushed that thought to the back of her mind, however, before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Once, this is a place of learning for everyone, but now, only the best and purest are allowed here,” she said, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but wish that she can scoff at that.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to pause, and it was because she had to do that which allowed her to see the various responses on the faces of the young witches in front of her.
Even the ones who had kept silent up until that moment changed the expressions that they were wearing so that it was the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that they knew what she was going to say next.
Indeed it was because such were the case that the brunette witch thought about not saying the next part of the scrip that she was given, but with a mental shake of her head, she reminded herself that she was given a script to follow, and she had to say it, which was why she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “the twelve of you are the lucky few who had been given the chance to prove yourselves worthy of that education, even if you are not pure,” she said.
She knew that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment hit a nerve of at least three of the young women in front of her. Hermione knew as well that, of the three women in question, the one who would react first would be Liza, and after another moment or two, Hermione found herself forced to return to the present as the words that she expected escaped from the lips of the young witch.
“Listen here, Lady, this is not how you recruit potential students,” she said, and she was barely keeping the fury that Hermione was sure she was feeling at that moment from coloring the tone that she used to speak, “You do not kidnap students, and I take offense at the insinuation that I am not pure.”
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to commend the young witch in front of her for the courage that she was showing, but at the same time, she would have to admit that there was also a part of her that cannot help but wish that she could tell Liza to lower her head – figuratively speaking – and just pray that she could survive the coming Hunt.
“Crucio,” the voice that forced Hermione out of the trance that she had fallen into at that moment came from behind her, and while it was true that the voice was familiar, there was still a part of her that had to flinch. If pressed, the brunette witch would have to admit that it was because of the spell that she heard, and indeed, Hermione would have to admit that she mentally prepared herself for what was coming next.
The scream that echoed around the dungeon at that moment, however, escaped not from the lips of the brunette witch, but from the lips of Liza, and as the screams that escaped from the lips of the young woman echoed around the room, Hermione found herself turning her attention, not toward Liza, but toward the direction of where the spell came from.
She blinked in horror when she saw the wide smile that was on the face of Harry, even as he kept the wand that he was holding pointed toward the direction of Liza. The smile that was on the face of the bespectacled Headmaster was, after all, the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that Harry was enjoying what he was doing at that moment.
“Master,” the single word that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment caused the smile that was on the face of Harry to disappear, and if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that it was as she had expected. He ended his spell there and then before he turned his gaze toward the direction of Hermione.
The expression that he was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he would have asked her why she thought to interrupt him at that moment, but even if that were the case, before he could push words out of his mouth, the brunette witch was already pushing more words out of her mouth.
“They are Tributes, Master,” Hermione said, “they are yet to prove themselves worthy of your attention,” and she schooled the expression that she was wearing to reflect a submissive expression. It was her way of telling him that she knew her place, and at the same time, her way of begging him to excuse what he could interpret as a show of disrespect in public.
The expression that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment, even as he turned his gaze toward her, made Hermione flinch, because if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she could not interpret the meaning behind the expression that he was now wearing on his face.
Indeed, the more that she looked at the expression that Harry was wearing, the more that she feared what was going to come next. The first torture curse might not have been directed toward her, but the second might as well be, though it was at that moment that Hermione reminded herself that it would not be her first time receiving such a curse from Harry.
“Quite,” the single word that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment forced the brunette witch out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, and even Hermione would have to admit that the look that appeared on her face at that moment reflected the confusion that she felt as a result of the words that escaped from his lips.
She would have to admit that she would have allowed words to escape from her lips at that moment, if not for the fact that it was also at that moment that Harry turned his attention toward the direction of the beautiful women at the other side of the steel bars. Even Hermione would have cringed when she saw the smile that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment.
While it was true that no words escaped from his lips, the expression that he was wearing at that moment was more than enough to tell him just what it was that he was thinking at that moment, and even Hermione had to flinch as that realization entered the forefront of her mind.
That thought was still there when Harry forced her to return to the present, thanks to the next series of words that escaped from his lips, even though it was true that those words were intended for the other women who were with them.
“You should all be grateful for my pet,” the Headmaster said, and the tone that he was using at that moment made it clear that he was admonishing them. Before she could delve deeper into that particular train of thought, she was forced to return to the present as even more words escaped from the lips of Harry, “You should pay attention to her, she is going to teach you how to survive for what is coming next.”
Hermione turned her attention toward the direction of the other witches who happened to be on the other side of the steel bars. She expected the defiant and confused expressions that they were wearing. In fact, Hermione expected far more than that, but the defiant and angry words did not escape from the lips of the women for some reason.
With a mental shake of her head, Hermione forced that thought to the back of her mind as she then remarked to herself that there was no need for her to ask what that something which prevented the words from escaping from their lips would be. Besides, she soon had to return to the present as she heard Harry pointedly and audibly clear his throat, and while it was true that she was not looking in his direction at that moment, it was obvious that such sounds were meant for her.
The brunette witch, however, refrained from turning her attention toward the direction of her Master, preferring instead to keep her gaze focused toward the direction of the other witches before she then inclined her head toward their direction as she then allowed words to escape from her lips, “The education that you would receive here would be top-notch, especially for mudbloods like us,” she said.
She saw the surprised expressions that appeared on the faces of the young witches in front of her as a result of the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, and she knew that it was because of what she called herself, but rather than delve deeper into that particular line of thought, she forced herself to return to the present before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“Of course, you would first have to prove that you are worthy of that education by surviving what is going to come next,” she said, and as she expected, the looks on the faces of the witches in front of her changed to reflect the sudden fear and horror that they felt at that moment.
Indeed, the looks that they were wearing were the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that they would have started asking her what the meaning behind the words that had escaped from her lips would be. In the end, however, none of them got the chance to say anything because Harry cut them off with the words that escaped from his lips.
“Perhaps it would be better to just show them what would be expected of them should they manage to prove that they are worthy of education here,” Harry said, and Hermione could not help but turn her gaze toward his direction in response to the words that escaped from his lips.
If pressed, Hermione would have to admit that part of the reason that she turned her attention toward the direction of Harry at that moment was that she picked up on the meaning behind the words that escaped from his lips, and even she would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was her silent way of begging him to reconsider.
The expression that was on the face of Harry at that moment, however, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that it is unlikely that he is going to change her mind. Indeed, the more that she looked at the expression that he was now wearing, the more she could not help but remark to herself that the expression that he was wearing was also his way of telling her that he would punish her if she refused to obey.
In the end, the brunette witch had to suppress the urge to sigh before she then turned her attention toward the direction of the other witches who found themselves at the other side of the steel bars. She cannot help but wonder if any of them had even realized what the meaning behind the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was, but even if there were one or two of them who had realized that, they still did not get the chance to say anything as she cut them off.
“This is what is expected of us,” the brunette witch said as she then inclined her head toward the direction of Harry, and she then schooled the expression that she was wearing into an even more submissive expression.
Hermione might be looking in the direction of Harry at that moment, but she can still use her peripheral vision to look at the other witches at the other side of the steel bars, and she can tell that they are now looking at her and the look that she was wearing. Perhaps there was even one or two of them who would have allowed words to escape from their lips at that moment, but Hermione cut them off with the words that escaped from her lips.
“Master, please…please use me to show these witches what they are born for,” she said, and without being prompted, at almost the same time that she finished pushing the words out of her mouth, the brunette witch dropped onto her knees before she focused her attention toward the man in front of her as she placed an even more desperate submissive and pleading expression on her face.
She knew that she was putting up a show for the other witches who were with them, and she knew that most of them were looking at her with undisguised disgust on their faces, but it was not as if what they were feeling at that moment was going to make her stop what she was doing. Indeed, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, and the brunette witch made sure that the tone that she used was figuratively dripping with submission.
“Master, please…please…please…,” she said, before she then allowed more whimpering as she reached forward with both of her hands. Of course, given the position that she was in at that moment, reaching forward with both of her hands only meant that she was soon touching the front of his robes, and to be specific, the part of his robes that covered his crotch.
She kept her hands there even as she then turned her attention toward the direction of his face, and Hermione made sure that the expression that she was wearing reflected her submission and desire. Judging from the smile that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment, she could tell that she succeeded in the task that she had given herself, but that did not stop her from allowing more words to escape from her mouth.
“May I please you, Master?” she asked, and she made sure that the tone that she was using at that moment reflected the desire that she told herself she should be feeling at that moment.
Harry did not respond to the words that she uttered, though if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that she expected as much. She widened the smile that she was wearing at that moment before she then inclined her head toward him at the same time that she schooled her expression into an even more desperate expression.
“Please, Master?” she asked.
There was no need for Harry to verbally reply to the words that escaped from her lips, though if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was no other response that she was going to get from him. While it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the look that appeared on his face was the only thing that he needed to see for her to be sure of what it was that he would have said if he allowed words out of his mouth.
Instead, the brunette witch turned her attention toward the direction of the other witches, and as expected, all twelve of them wore shocked expressions on their faces. Indeed, Anne looked as if she wanted to scream, while more tears began to spill out of the eyes of Jillian as she undoubtedly realized that she would soon find herself in the same position that Hermione was in at that moment.
Of course, the brunette witch would have to admit that part of the reason behind the expression that appeared on the face of Jillian – and the tears that were spilling out of her eyes at that moment – might have to do with the realization that Harry was now keeping his attention focused toward her.
If she were being honest, however, that realization caused the eyes of Hermione to widen. Even she would have to admit that she was not sure why, but a moment or two after that thought came across the forefront of her mind, she audibly swallowed and breathed in, before she then used her hands to remove his cock from the confines of the robes that he was wearing.
Harry turned his attention toward her direction at that moment, the expression on his face the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that even he was taken aback by the action that he had taken. He looked as if he was about to push words out of his mouth, but before she could do so, she forced him to return to the present as she then wrapped the fingers of her hands around the girth of his manhood.
The brunette witch made sure that the grip that she used at that moment was gentle, but it was also the only thing that she needed to do for her to be sure that he was now focusing his attention toward him, and it was because such was the case that she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“Master, please…,” she said, and while it was true that no more words escaped from her lips at that moment, the brunette knew what Harry was aware of what the next words that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would be. Indeed, the fact that she refused to allow words to escape from her lips at that moment was just something that made that obvious.
Harry allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen before he then inclined his head toward her direction. Hermione did not even need to think twice before she told herself what the meaning behind the action that he had taken at that moment was, and because that was the case, she soon kissed the tip of his manhood before she then parted her lips so that she could take that cock in her warm and wet oral orifice in front of the other witches watching.
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