

HOGWARTS HUNT
FOUR
She tried to ignore the pain that she felt as the man in front of her tightened his grip on her wrists, but even someone as determined as her to ignore the pain that she felt at that moment had to allow a series of protesting hisses to escape from her lips, a few moments later. Even if it was true that the sounds had escaped from her lips at that moment, it was not as if the man in front of her had turned his attention toward her in response to the sounds that she made.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It took a bit of self-control on her part to stop herself from blinking there and then, because the voice coming from behind her head – and it was her voice – told her that she should be protesting about what had happened. That control she exerted over herself was also why she could tell herself that if she was being dragged here, then surely the young man in front of him had a reason.
Hermione fought the series of protesting sounds that threatened to escaped from her lips at that moment, even as the voice coming from the back of her head told her that even if she were to allow the sounds to escaped from her lips, it was not as if the young man in front of her was going to turn his attention toward her, or at least, that was the impression that the brunette witch got.
With a mental shake of her head, she forced herself to return to the present, but since she was already looking in the direction of Harry at that moment, there was no need for her to turn her gaze anywhere else. Just because she was looking in the direction of Harry, however, does not mean that he was looking in her direction, and after another moment or two, she found herself having to fight a sigh as that thought returned to the forefront of his mind.
She parted her lips at that moment, and anyone who could see the expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment would have been able to tell that she was determined to push words out of her mouth. The fact that Harry was not even looking in her direction at that moment was not even going to be a factor, but just as she was about to push words out of her mouth, she was forced to pause as Harry paused.
Not even Hermione could deny the confused expression that appeared on her face at that moment, even as she studied the look that had appeared on his face. After all, that look that he was now wearing was the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that he was both determined and afraid at that moment.
Hermione blinked, and while it was true that no words escaped from her lips at that moment, the expression that appeared on her face was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she felt no small amount of confusion when she saw the expression that he was now wearing.
The brunette witch parted her lips at that moment, ready to push words out of her mouth, but in the end, as determined as she was to say something, she found herself cut off when she saw the change in the look that was on the face of Harry. The expression that he was wearing, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to know that he had consolidated his strength.
That was made more poignant, a few moments later, when she felt his grip on her wrist increase, and the brunette witch took that to mean that he was about to resume dragging and guiding her to wherever it was that he was heading toward. This time, however, the brunette witch was prepared for it, and she stood her ground, literally and figuratively.
The expression that was on the face of Harry when he turned his attention toward her direction at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that she would have wanted to ask him why she was doing what she was doing at that moment, but before he could say anything, he turned his attention away from her, and that action that he had taken was apparently more than enough to cut off whatever it was that he wanted to say.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that such was not what she had in mind when she paused at that moment, but because she could not keep her attention focused toward the direction of Harry at that moment, she went out of her way to turn her attention somewhere else.
While it was true that Harry was dragging her, it was not as if she did not know where they were at that moment, and indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch allowed a questioning expression to appear on her face.
She might not be looking in the direction of Harry at that moment, but she had no doubt that he can see the look that she was now wearing, and Harry would have no problem understanding what the meaning behind that look that she was now wearing was.
Of course, just because he could see the expression that she was wearing and he was aware of what that expression that was on his face meant did not mean that he was going to say anything.
In a sense, there was a part of Hermione that was glad that such was the case, because the fact that he allowed no words out of his mouth at that moment meant that she was free to study the passageway that they were in.
The brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to flinch at that moment, even as she looked at the familiar passageway, and even she was not sure how she was able to stop herself from doing that. Still, a moment or two after that particular thought came across the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch returned to the present before she then returned her attention toward the direction of Harry.
Even she would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was about to ask Harry what they are doing there, when above them, the remaining members of the resistance against Voldemort were preparing to make what could very well be their last stand.
She blinked even as she saw the look that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment. For one reason or another – and despite her intelligence, Hermione would have to admit that she cannot explain why – she can see the fear that Harry felt just from staring at the expression that he was now wearing on his face.
She was still looking in his direction when that look that he was wearing on his face changed slightly. That slight change, however, was more than enough to tell Hermione that, rather than fear, what the expression that he was wearing at that moment advertised was determination, and considering that he was looking in her direction at that moment, the brunette witch would have to say that it would have something to do with her.
Hermione parted her lips at that moment, ready to push words out of her mouth, though if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that was almost certain that Harry would cut her off. It was for that reason that she hesitated to push the words out of her mouth, even if those same words were already formed at the tip of her tongue.
That, however, was not what happened, and after another moment or two, the brunette witch was able to push words out of her mouth at the same time that she made sure that the tone that she used reflected the no small amount of confusion that she felt at that moment, “Harry?” she asked.
The fact that he flinched at that moment was something that the brunette witch interpreted to mean that he did not expect her to ask that question, but even if that were the case, the expression that was on his face changed almost instantly to reflect even more determination on his part. Somehow, the look that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was not going to let her say anything else, and because such was the case, she parted her lips.
“What are we doing here, Harry?” she asked him, and judging from the way that the black-haired wizard flinched at that moment, he could tell that he did not expect her to ask that question. Hermione was more than happy to take advantage of the fact that he was not saying anything at that moment to then allow more words to escape from her lips, which was what she did, a few moments later.
“The others are preparing to fight, but why are we here?” she asked, and if pressed, the brunette witch would have to admit that she went out of her way to make sure that the tone that she used at that moment did not carry with it an accusatory tone.
If she were being honest, however, she would have to admit that the look that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that she may have failed in that regard. That was because the look that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was about to scream at her.
She blinked as that realization entered the forefront of her mind, and even Hermione would have to admit it was because she wanted to preclude that from happening that she allowed more words to escape from her lips, a few moments later, “We need to go back, Harry,” she said, and even the brunette witch would have to admit that the tone that she used at that moment was calmer than she had anticipated.
The expression that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was going to respond to the words that had escaped from her lips, and if he were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that the look that he was wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was about to allow hissing sounds to advertise the anger that he was feeling out of his lips.
Hermione mentally prepared herself for that, but she had to blink, a few moments later, when that did not happen, and instead of the hissing sound that she expected to hear, the only sounds that escaped from his lips were silence, or at least, that was the case for the next moment or two. The brunette witch would have done something about the silence that had descended between them at that moment, if not for the fact that she was forced to return to the present as words finally escaped from the lips of Harry.
“There will be no battle,” he said, and while it was true that the tone that he used at that moment suggested that he is still hesitating, when he repeated the words that escaped from his lips, a few moments later, the words that escaped from his lips were said with a tone that suggested not only determination, but also the fact that he had made up his mind, “There will be no battle.”
For her part, the brunette witch found herself merely staring in his direction while wearing an incredulous expression on her face. The words that escaped from his lips at that moment, after all, were the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that he was going to sacrifice himself, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the expression of panic that she was wearing on her face intensified.
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that she was about to beg him to reconsider, but just as she parted her lips to allow words to escape from her lips, Hermione found herself forced to return to the present as more words escaped from the lips of Harry, and this time, there was not even the faintest hint of hesitation in the words that escaped from his lips.
“If he is as intelligent as he claims he is, Voldemort will take the deal that I am about to offer him,” he said, and even Hermione had to flinch as she unconsciously took several steps behind him when she saw the smile that appeared on his face after those words had escaped from his lips.
The brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to ask him what he meant by the word that escaped from his lips at that moment, but before she could do so, she was forced to pause as she felt his grip on his wrist tighten even more. Less than a moment later, and still unable to do anything about the predicament that she had found herself in, the brunette witch found herself being dragged toward the direction that Harry was heading.
***
Hermione blinked at that moment, and even she would have to admit that she was forced to return to the present at that moment. For a brief second or two, the look that she was wearing on her face was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was confused, but while there are several wizards and witches in the office with her at that moment, she can tell that none of them are looking in her direction.
There was a part of her that could not help but wonder if she should be offended that such was the case, but she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as the voice coming from the same part of her brain told her that it was a good thing that they were not looking in her direction. It meant that none of them were able to see the look that appeared on his face at that moment.
As that thought came and went through the forefront of her mind, however, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder why no one was looking in her direction, and she could not help but blink again as she was forced to return to the present.
Before the brunette witch had realized what she was doing, she was already looking in the direction of Harry, and the position that she was in meant that even though it was true that he could not see he expression that appeared on her face at that moment, she had no problem seeing the look that he was wearing on his face.
She flinched when she realized that the expression on the face of Harry advertised the anger that he was barely keeping in check at that moment.
For a second or two, Hermione found herself remarking to herself that ever since he had sided with the Dark Lord, the temper of Harry had been short, but with yet another blink of her eyes, the brunette witch forced herself to return to the present at the same time that she turned her attention toward the direction of where Harry was looking.
Although it was true that there was a part of her that was loath to agree with anything that had to do with fueling the anger that Harry was feeling at that moment, even the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have no problem excusing the look that was on the face of Harry at that moment, after all, the dark-haired wizard was staring in the direction of Draco.
Indeed, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have celebrated the expression that was on the face of their old school bully, after all, the look that the blond Slytherin was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that Draco cannot even begin to think of what he should do or say in response to the fact that Harry was glaring at him.
The fact that he was so confused about what was happening at that moment was made more poignant when he turned his gaze toward her, and while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the look that he was wearing was the only thing that Hemione needed to see for her to be sure that he would have wanted to say something at that moment.
She blinked at that moment, and if pressed, the brunette witch would have to admit that the reason behind the action that she had taken was that it was at that moment that she remembered the reason behind the expression of anger that was on the face of Harry was that the black-haired wizard did not like it when Draco stared in her direction.
That was what the blonde Slytherin was doing at that moment, and that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when yet another series of angry hissing sounds escaped from the lips of the Headmaster, forcing Hermione to turn his attention toward the direction of Harry.
While it was true that the expression that he was wearing at that moment did not change – at least, when Hermione returned her attention toward his direction, that was the impression that she got – that expression that he was wearing was still more than enough to tell her just how potent the anger that he was feeling at that moment was.
She returned her attention toward the direction of Draco at that moment, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she was more than ready to push words out of her mouth to warn him about the actions that he as taking, not because he cared about the blonde Slytherin, but because she did not want to see Harry lose his temper anymore than he already has. She doubted that Draco would listen to her words, and, in any case, she did not get to say anything.
“I thought I told you not to look at her?” the question that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment carried with a tone that made it clear to Hermione that he is not expecting a verbal response to the words that had escaped from his lips, but at the same time, the look that Harry was wearing on his face at that moment made it clear that he expected Draco to comply with the implied order that he had given.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have preferred it if he had refused to do as he was ordered, though she did blink as she realized that what she was wishing for at that moment would serve only to add to the anger that Harry was feeling.
She turned her attention toward his direction at that moment, schooling the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that Harry would have needed to see for him to be sure that she was concerned about the temper that he was displaying at that moment. She told herself that no words needed to escape from her lips at that moment because she was sure that Harry would understand what she wanted to say just from the expression on her was face.
That, however, would require that he turned his attention toward her direction, and because she was looking in the direction of the Headmaster at that moment, the brunette witch had no problem seeing the look that he was wearing on his face, and the fact that he was focusing his attention too much toward the direction of Draco that she is not even aware of the look that was on her face.
She could have allowed words to escape from her lips at that moment, but while it was true that she was able to part her lips at that moment, the words that were supposed to come out of her lips did not make it out because she told herself that allowing words out of her mouth at that moment would make everyone turn their attention toward her, and that was not what she wanted.
Of course, there was also no way that she could just remain there and wait for the anger that Harry was feeling to boil over. Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that it was far more likely that Harry would lose his temper rather than have it boil over.
In the end, despite everything that Hermione had told herself, she was unable to stop the series of sounds that escaped from her lips, although she was able to make sure that the only sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment would be more whimpers. Indeed, despite the sounds that had escaped from her lips at that moment, no one turned her gaze toward her direction.
Of course, the discomfort that Hermione was feeling at that moment was not limited to her, and unlike the brunette witch whom most of the people who are gathered in the office at that moment see as something less than human, the witch who audibly and pointedly cleared her throat at that moment was someone whom the wizards and witches in the room had to turn their attention to.
“Gentlemen, please,” the voice of Daphne forced Hermione out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into.
Hermione turned her attention toward the direction of the woman who was famed as the ice-queen when they were students, and even she would have to admit that the look that was on the face of Daphne at that moment did not meet expectations, after all, the beautiful blonde witch was wearing an expression that told him that she was ready to bolt.
As she was not required to keep her attention focused toward the direction of Daphne, the brunette witch turned her gaze toward the direction of the Headmaster, and as she had expected, that look that was on the face of Daphne at that moment which was the only thing that she needed to see for her to know that the ice-queen was ready to bolt was placed there by the look that was on the face of Harry when he turned his attention toward Daphne.
Despite that being the case, however, the ice-queen was able to push words out of her mouth, and it would appear that she went out of her way to make sure that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment did not carry with them any tone that would suggest that she was fearful.
“Is this how we are going to spend our regular meetings, gentlemen?” she asked, and while it was true that she was somehow able to stop keeping that exasperated expression that she was wearing on her visage, there was no denying the fact that she was supply forcing herself to push the words out of her mouth at that moment.
She did not even bother to make a show of stopping herself from flinching when she realized that Harry had now turned his full attention toward her direction while wearing that expression on his face. Indeed, even Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that would wish to commend Daphne for somehow being able to keep her attention focused toward Harry while he was wearing that expression on his face.
After another moment or two, Hermione blinked as she was then forced to return to the present, and before she had realized it, the brunette witch had already turned her attention toward the direction of Harry. He kept that expression that he was wearing on his face as he kept his attention focused toward the direction of Daphne, but at the same time, it would appear that he had realized that Hermione was looking in his direction.
She knew that it was because he had realized that he was now looking in her direction that the Headmaster finally schooled the expression that he was wearing so that it appeared more neutral. Even if that were the case, the expression that was written on the face of Daphne still made it clear that she was just forcing herself to keep her attention focused toward his direction, and one wrong sound – even the tiniest of sounds – would be enough to cause her to bolt.
In the end, Harry allowed a theatrical sigh to escape from his lips, but while it was true that Hermione interpreted the sound that had escaped from his lips at that moment as his way of telling everyone that he now has his temper under control, she did not even need to look at the expressions written on the faces of the witches and wizards in the room for her to realize that they are not going to come to the same conclusion that she had.
Instead, they will wait for him to push the actual words out of his mouth, though it was not as if they had to wait for long.
The sigh that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment caused the witches and wizards in the room to relax, but while it was true that the expressions that they are wearing suggested as much, they were still holding their breath, and Hermione knew that they would keep holding their breath until Harry allowed words to escape from his lips, which he did, a few moments later.
“Alright, this is enough,” he said, but while those were the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, he once more sharpened the expression that he was wearing as he then turned his attention toward the direction of Draco. No words may have escaped from the lips of the Headmaster at that moment, but the expression that he was wearing on his face was more than enough to tell him just what the meaning behind the look that now appeared on his face was.
Hermione did not even bother to turn his attention toward the direction of Draco at that moment, after all, she already knew just what kind of look would be on his face at that moment, and she did not think that Harry would appreciate it if she were to go out of her way to focus her attention toward the blonde Slytherin.
The fact that the meeting was over was made more poignant, a few moments later, when Harry then steeled the expression that he was wearing before he then inclined his head toward the witches and wizards gathered in his office. The expression that he was wearing turned serious at that moment, and even Hermione would have to admit that the look that he was now wearing reflected the fact that he expected to be obeyed without question.
“Now, get out of my office,” he said, and there was not even a need for him to raise his voice at that moment ,because the fact that he kept his tone as light as possible served only to add to the trepidation that the other are feeling, something that the brunette witch was then able to confirm when she saw the expression that appeared on their faces.
There was no way that the instruction that he had given at that moment was going to be ignored, and at the same time, she was sure that most of the people who were in the office at that moment would rather not stay in this place one moment longer than necessary. Of course, their pride would not allow them to run away from the office, and because that was the case, they tried to control as much of their fear as possible as they filtered out of the room.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but be irritated at the fact that they were taking their time at that moment. If it were up to her, she would have gone out of her way to get out of this office as soon as possible, though she did acknowledge that her opinion on the matter was colored by the fact that she knew what was going to happen as soon as they left.
She turned her attention toward the direction of Harry at that moment, the expression on her face changing as she searched for any sort of indication on the expression that he was wearing that would indicate to her just what it was that he was thinking at that moment.
If she were being honest, however, the brunette witch would have to admit that even before she turned her attention toward the direction of his face, she already knew that she would not see anything there that would give him what she wanted. Nevertheless, she still turned her gaze toward his visage, in the slim chance that a clue might appear there.
In the end, close to five seconds had passed before Hermione realized that it was useless for her to wait for that to happen, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch turned her attention toward the direction of the main door.
The disappointment that she felt when she saw no clue on the visage of Harry vanished – almost instantly – when she realized that there was no one else who was in the room at that moment, but just as the professors and the members of the staff had to control themselves when they were finally allowed to leave the office, Hermione had to control herself as she turned her attention toward the direction of Harry.
Of course, the brunette witch would have to admit that she was just punishing herself when she took her time, though even that thought fled from the forefront of her mind when she finally fixed her gaze toward her Master. By the time that she had fixed his gaze toward him, Harry had already taken his seat, and he had even removed his glasses so that he could use the pad of his right thumb and index finger to massage his eyes.
“They are getting bolder and bolder,” Harry said, but even as those words escaped from his lips, Hermione noted that he had not stopped what he was doing. Indeed, the moment that he stopped massaging his eyes was when he finished pushing those words out of his mouth, and the first thing that he did once he had finished with that was to turn his gaze toward her direction.
Hermione can detect the irritation – after all, he was not even bothering to keep it in check – that was on his face as he looked in her direction, and if she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that a part of her panicked when she saw that look that he was now wearing.
He might not have said anything, but it was obvious that the look that was on his face was meant for her.
“Malfoy,” he said, and even to Hermione, the word that escaped from his lips at that moment sounded more like a curse than anything, “he is getting bolder.”
Hermione blinked even as she tried to tell him that he was just imagining things, but with a mental shake of her head, the brunette witch remarked to herself that contradicting Harry at that moment might not be the best move.
As there was no one else who was in the office at that moment – and even if it was true that he was yet to give her the order – the brunette witch exposed her breasts while she stood in front of him. As she had expected, he stared in her direction with a questioning expression on his face, but it was not as if he was able to push words out of his mouth before Hermione was already moving.
She knew that Harry would have appreciated words coming out of her mouth at that moment – that look that appeared on his face, after all, was his way of asking her a question – and Hermione did have an answer to his unasked question. Rather than do that, however, she instead started to walk forward, and after another moment or two, she was already standing in front of him.
If he had not wanted her to serve him at that moment, then the dark-haired wizard would not have spread his knees at that moment, but since that was what Harry did, a few moments later, the brunette witch moved on to the next stage, which saw her kneel in front of him before taking her position in between his spread knees.
“He is nothing now,” Hermione suddenly said, but while it was true that more words were supposed to come out of her mouth at that moment, she did not allow those words to come out of her mouth anymore, as she then placed her hands on the top of his lap. The fact that she placed her hands there was supposed to be something that would be interpreted as her way of telling him that she has no intention of using her hands.
Of course, the expression that was on the face of Harry at that moment was the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure that he understood that, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Hermione allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen as she then moved her head toward the direction of his crotch.
“I do not like the way that he looks at you,” Harry suddenly said, and the fact that she was so surprised by the words that escaped from his lips at that moment manifested itself in the fact that she was forced to stop what she was doing so that she could then turn his gaze toward the direction of his face.
There was a part of Hermione that would readily admit that the action that she had taken at that moment was the wrong one, as it then allowed Harry to place his right hand on the top of her head. Hermione would have to admit that he already knew what was going to happen next, even before Harry had decided to take action, but just because that was the case does not mean that she was prepared for it.
In the end, the only thing that the brunette witch could do was to control the protesting sounds that escaped from her lips, even as Harry grabbed a fistful of her hair, and using that as his leverage, he compelled her to look in his direction.
The expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was aware of the pain that she was going through at that moment, though it would appear that he did not care, as he simply allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“You are mine,” he said, and the possessiveness that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from the lips of Harry at that moment caused Hermione to flinch, both in fear and in satisfaction.
A voice coming from behind her head remarked that she is the only woman who can have that effect on the heir of the Dark Lord, and while she is officially his slave and not even seen as a true human by the regime, the power that she holds over Harry is intoxicating enough that there is even a part of her that cannot bring herself to care about that.
When Harry removed his hand from the top of her head, the action that he had taken had caused no small amount of surprise on the part of the brunette witch, and it was for that reason that she turned her attention toward the direction of his face.
Anyone else would have flinched if they had found themselves in the position of Hermione at that moment, but the same was not true for the brunette witch. Indeed, she made sure that the look that appeared on her face at that moment told him that she was happy that he was looking at her with that look on his face.
“I need you to go to the dungeon, but you need to avoid Malfoy,” Harry said, “I need you to check on the tributes and see if they even deserve to be treated as such.”
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