Chapter 4

Late in the evening, Heather and Hermione made their way back from the Room of Requirement. 

“Did Harry seem more stressed than usual tonight?” Heather asked. 

Hermione nodded. She had settled on summoning Harry once a month to sit and talk with Heather. Over the last few months, they’d gotten to know him quite well, but tonight, he’s seemed a bit off. 

“He did seem a bit tense, didn’t he?” Hermione said. 

“Do you think something’s happening that he can’t tell us about?” Heather asked. 

Hermione opened her mouth to respond, but before she could answer, a group of familiar Slytherins turned the corner, and she snapped her mouth closed. 

“Potter!” Malfoy called gleefully. “Ten points from Gryffindor for being out too close to curfew.”

With an insufferable smirk, he rubbed the silver badge on his chest with his sleeve. Heather clenched her fists angrily, and Hermione held her arm in an attempt to keep her calm. 

“We still have half an hour,” Hermione said. “That’s plenty of time to get back to our common room.”

“Then maybe your watch is slow, Granger,” Malfoy sneered. 

Behind him, Crabbe and Goyle laughed. 

“I think that should be ten points for talking back to a member of the Inquisitorial Squad,” Parkinson said. “And another ten for having hair that looks like a bush.”

Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle laughed and, fortunately, continued down the hall. 

“Merlin, I hate them,” Heather seethed. 

“Don’t let them get to you,” Hermione said. 

“When you see Harry tonight, ask him to hang that git for the Astronomy Tower by his ankles.”

Hermione nodded silently, even though she had no intention to do that, and let her friend rant the rest of the way to Gryffindor Tower. They stepped inside the common room and quickly made their way up to their dorm. 

“I’m going to take a shower,” Heather said, grabbing a change of clothes from her trunk. “You might want to pay Harry before Lavender and Parvati get back.”

“That’s probably a good idea,” Hermione acknowledged. 

Heather looked at her over her shoulder and smirked as she stepped into the bathroom. 

“Have fun,” she said. 

Hermione rolled her eyes and sighed. 

“Harry?”

“You know, I’d hang him from the Astronomy Tower for free, if I could.”

Hermione spun around. Harry was seated on her bed, naked, and leaning back on his elbows. She smiled as she began to disrobe. 

“You know that wouldn’t solve anything,” she said, unbuttoning her shirt. 

Harry shrugged, “It would be satisfying, though. I can do it cheap.”

Hermione shucked off her shirt, kicked off her shoes, and reached for the zipper on her skirt. 

“What would that cost me, exactly?” she asked more out of curiosity than a real desire to see it happen. 

“A week of what we’ve been doing.”

“A week?” she asked. “That seems a bit much for something so petty. Stopping Umbridge only cost me one.”

Hermione stepped out of her skirt and unclasped her bra. Harry gazed at her appreciatively, and she was gratified to see his length swelling. 

“The first time’s always worth more,” he told her. “You weren’t just giving me a blowjob, you were sacrificing a piece of your innocence.”

“So, is that why you’re really here? To steal my innocence?” she asked playfully, removing her knickers. 

“Just a little bit,” Harry smirked. 

He held out his hand, and the moment she took it, he pulled her onto the bed. Hermione giggled as she landed on his chest and kissed him on the lips. They snogged for a bit, and then she slowly kissed her way down his body until her knees were on the floor and her face was level with his impressive erection. 

“I’ve been meaning to ask you,” she said, stroking his length. “You said that giving you my virginity would ‘get your foot in the door,’ what exactly does that mean? The books I’ve found weren’t clear on that.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Hermione leaned forward and wrapped her lips around him. Harry groaned pleasurably and caressed the top of her head. 

“When you make a big enough sacrifice, it forms sort of an implied contract,” he said. “I’ll be able to visit you any time I want. I still can’t do anything to you or the mortal world without another sacrifice, but demons call it an ‘in’ because it gives them more opportunity to corrupt people.”

Hermione mulled that over in her mind as she bobbed her head up and down. 

“Is that what you’re doing?” she asked coyly. “Trying to corrupt me?”

“A little bit,” Harry admitted with a shrug and a smirk. “Is it working?”

“You tell me,” Hermione said. 

Opening her mouth wide, she swallowed half of his length and sucked hard. Harry groaned and combed his fingers through her hair. She maintained the intense suction as she slowly pulled up to the tip, and her lips came free with an audible pop. 

“Bloody hell,” he groaned. 

Before she could do more than smile smugly, Harry bent forward and grabbed her around the waist. With shocking strength, he lifted her into the air and spun her around. Hermione hung upside down for just a moment before he fell back on the bed, and she ended up staring at his length from a completely different perspective. She felt Harry’s hands on her bum a second before his tongue delved between her folds. 

“Oh!” she gasped. “That feels good.”

Moaning, she propped herself up on her arms and captured his shaft between her lips. Hermione started working feverishly, but quickly lost her concentration from the pleasure Harry was giving her. His hands gripped her bum, and his lips and tongue attacked her clit. She ended up spending more time moaning around his length than she did sucking it. As her climax began to build, she pulled off of him entirely, and the best she could do was stroke him in a distracted, erratic pace. 

“Oh fuck!” Hermione cried. 

Her legs trembled as they tightened around his head. Dropping her head onto his thigh, she groaned loudly. It took a long moment for her climax to subside, but when it did, she was determined to return the favor. Raising herself up, she took a deep breath and swallowed as much of his length as she could. Harry pulled his mouth away from her folds with a surprised grunt as she lodged three-quarters of his shaft between her lips. 

With her brow furrowed in concentration, Hermione used the advice Lillith had given her in her dreams. Taking a deep breath, she relaxed her throat. Harry’s length descended into her throat until her chin touched his pelvis. 

“Bloody hell, you’ve gotten good at that,” he groaned. 

Hermione slowly lifted herself back up and gripped the base of his shaft as she caught her breath. Thick strands of saliva covered his length. Taking another deep breath, she swallowed him again. When she reached the bottom, she bobbed up and down in short, rapid movements until she ran out of air and had to pull back. 

Staring down at his hard, throbbing length, the head swollen and purple, she felt a thrill. Despite still being slightly out of breath, she dove down again, heedless to the mess dripping down her chin. Hermione grabbed the back of his thighs and used them for leverage to swallow him entirely, until her nose pressed against his balls. 

“Oh, fuck. Here it comes,” Harry panted. 

Hermione pulled back quickly and sucked hard. He groaned, his length pulsed, and then he exploded in her mouth. She swallowed rapidly, drinking it down like she was sipping from a straw. He continued to pulse and throb against her tongue even after she drained him dry. Eventually, she let him slip from her mouth. 

“Holy hell,” Harry gasped. 

Rolling to the side, Hermione sat up and giggled. She could feel the saliva cooling on her skin and looked down. Her chin, neck, and the valley between her breasts was covered. 

“Urgh, I’m a mess.”

“I’d help you clean up, but I need to get back before I vanish again,” Harry said, sitting up and waggling his eyebrows suggestively. “Unless you want me to stay longer.”

“You’re not corrupting me tonight, Harry,” Hermione said, pushing him. 

Harry caught her arm and pulled her in for a quick kiss before he jumped to his feet and vanished. Hermione smiled and sighed when the bathroom door suddenly opened. 

“I forgot my-”

Heather froze in the doorway as she stared at Hermione, who blushed furiously. 

“Oh my god.”

~

Harry sighed as he laid back on his bed. 

“Sounds like your mortal needs more lessons,” Lillith said from the doorway. 

“No, Hermione was great,” he told her. “Even managed to deepthroat me tonight.”

Lillith tilted her head to the side. 

“Then what’s bothering you?” she asked. 

Harry waved his hand, the air shimmered, and two images appeared. Lillith stepped closer and sat down on the edge of the bed for a better look. One showed an image of Kreacher talking to Bellatrix, and the other showed Umbridge creating a sigh for yet another educational decree. 

“Ah, I see,” Lillith said. 

“Things are going to come to a head soon,” Harry sighed. “It’s just so frustrating that I can’t say anything.”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure Hermione will come around soon,” Lillith said, patting his shoulder. “Maybe this will give her the push she needs.”

“Maybe,” Harry shrugged. 

“In the meantime, would another blowjob help?” she asked. 

Harry smirked. 

“It couldn’t hurt,” he shrugged.

He grinned as Lillith crawled between his legs. 

~

Harry kept a close eye on Heather and Hermione over the next few weeks. He could practically feel the tension grow with each passing day as Umbridge cracked down inside the castle while Voldemort continued to operate from the shadows. After Dumbledore’s army had been discovered and the Headmaster fled the castle, the girls didn’t feel it was safe to summon him again. He was forced to watch from hell as things continued to spiral. 

As the weeks passed, Harry watched Heather fall into a depression. He visited her in her dreams when he could, but his time was severely limited. As much as he wanted to, he couldn’t interfere with the visions Voldemort was feeding her almost constantly. 

And as frustrating as it was to watch, it finally gave Hermione a reason to summon him. 

~

Hermione, Heathers, Ron, Ginny, Neville, and Luna crept down the hall toward Umbridge’s office. 

“We need to make this quick,” Hermione whispered. “We can’t get caught.”

Heather nodded and walked over quickly to the Floo. Ron and Neville stood guard at the door to the classroom while she grabbed a handful of powder and tossed it into the flames. 

“Number 12 Grimmauld Place.”

“What’d she say?” Neville asked. 

“Don’t worry about it,” Ron replied. 

Hermione bounced from foot to foot impatiently as she waited. It was killing her that she couldn’t hear what was being said. She just hoped that Sirius answered, told Heather he was fine, and they could get out of there before they got caught. 

Two agonizing minutes later, Heather pulled her head out of the fire with a worried frown. 

“Kreacher said he isn’t there,” she said. 

“What do we do now?” Ron asked. 

“Maybe we can try to get a message to Dumbledore,” Hermione suggested. 

“Expelliarmus!”

Ron, who’d turned away from the door, had his wand ripped from his hand. Neville turned back to the door, only to find himself staring down the end of Malfoy’s wand. 

“Don’t even think about reaching for that wand, Granger,” he drawled, aiming his wand at her. “I’ve got them, professor!”

“Excellent work, Mr. Malfoy,” Umbridge said as she stepped into the room. 

The rest of the Inquisitorial Squad followed after her and relieved everyone else of their wands. 

“So, trying to contact Dumbledore, were you?” Umbridge asked. 

Her hair was disheveled and singed from the fireworks the Weasley twins had set after her, and there was a crazed look in her eyes. Grabbing Heather roughly by the shoulder, she shoved her into a chair. 

“What are you planning with Dumbledore?” Umbridge demanded. 

“Nothing,” Heather said. “Just wanted to talk to him about some school work.”

Slap!

Heather’s head snapped to the side from Umbridge’s open-handed slap, and she blinked in shock as if she couldn’t believe she’d been hit. Hermione felt the same way. 

“I am the Senior Undersecretary to the Minister for Magic himself!” Umbridge boasted, puffing up her chest. “You will answer me! Why were you trying to contact Dumbledore!?”

Heather slowly turned her head, set her jaw firmly, and glared. 

“Go to hell,” she said softly. 

Umbridge’s eye widened with fury, and she started pacing back and forth, tapping her wand against her palm. 

“Then you leave me no choice,” she muttered. “Yes. No other choice. Just like you forced me to send the Dementors after you this summer. Something had to be done. You must be stopped.”

“You sent the Dementors after me?” Heather gasped. 

Umbridge ignored her. Her eyes gleamed as she came to a stop directly in front of her. 

“Perhaps the Cruciatus Curse will loosen your tongue,” she said softly. 

“No!” Hermione shouted. 

She tried to move closer, but Millicent’s large hand clamped on her shoulder and held her in place. 

“You can’t! It’s illegal!”

Umbridge smirked sadistically and raised her wand. 

“Cruc-”

“Harry!”

Everything stopped. Everyone froze. For a long moment, the only sound Hermione could hear was her own panting breath. 

“I’m here,” Harry said, resting a hand on her shoulder. 

Hermione turned to look at him, but his furious gaze was locked firmly on Umbridge. 

“We have to stop her,” she said. 

“I know,” Harry said, turning to look at her, his gaze softening. “You know what it will cost you.”

Hermione nodded and felt a surge of excitement in her chest before another thought popped into her mind. 

“What about Sirius?” she asked. “Is he alright?”

“I can’t tell you,” he told her sadly. “Not without payment. I can tell you about Sirius, or save Heather. Either will cost your virginity.”

Hermione bit her lip and looked back at Heather. There really wasn’t a choice to be made. 

“Save her,” she said softly. “I can’t – I can’t let her-”

Harry slid his hand into hers and gave it a squeeze. 

“I know,” he smiled. 

Hermione took a shaky breath and nodded. Reaching up, he brushed Millicent’s hand from her shoulder and then pulled her into an embrace. She leaned into him, taking comfort from her presence. They stood like that for a long moment before he curled his fingers under her chin, tilted her head up, and kissed her. 

She moaned into his mouth as he backed her up to Umbridge’s desk and started removing her clothes. He moved slowly, starting with her tie and then moving to her blouse. The moment it was off, he kissed his way down to her chest and removed her bra. His mouth sought out her perky, pink nipples. Hermione sighed pleasurably and combed her fingers through his hair as he switched from one to the other. 

Lifting her head to look around the room, she couldn’t believe she was about to lose her virginity in a classroom surrounded by friends and enemies alike. She blushed, wondering what they would think if they could see her now. 

Harry kissed his way back up to her neck while his hands unzipped her skirt. Hermione closed her eyes and focused on his pleasurable touch. Once she was naked, he lifted her onto the desk, and they both looked down when his rigid length brushed her thigh. His impressive size, which she thought she’d gotten used to over the last few months, looked more intimidating than ever. 

“Go slow?” she asked softly. 

Harry nodded and lined himself up with her glistening entrance. Placing his hand on her stomach, he rubbed his thumb in slow circles just above her clit and then pushed. 

Hermione gasped as her folds stretched around him. Closing her eyes, she hugged herself to his chest and bit her lip as he slowly sank deeper. Gradually, he eased further and further into her depths until their thighs touched. 

“You alright?” he asked, rubbing her back soothingly. 

She nodded against his chest and took a deep breath. 

“It doesn’t hurt as much as I thought it would,” she admitted. “Just – give me a minute.”

Harry kissed the top of her head and waited patiently as she grew accustomed to him. After a couple of minutes, Hermione moved her hips experimentally. The pain had subsided almost entirely and was replaced by a new, indescribable pleasure. 

“You can move now,” she said. 

Harry grabbed her hips, eased back a couple of inches, and then slowly sank back into her depths. She couldn’t contain the moan that escaped her lips. With each thrust, he pulled back a little further and slid back in a little faster, and each one brought with it an explosion of unexpected sensations. Gripping his shoulders tightly, she wrapped her legs around him and panted against his chest. 

“Is this alright?” he asked. 

“Faster,” Hermione responded softly. 

She could feel his smirk as he sped up his thrusts. Throwing her head back, she moaned lewdly, only for Harry to capture her lips in a searing, demanding kiss. 

“You feel so good, so tight,” he whispered. “Lie back.”

Hermione whimpered as she lay back on the desk. Pulling her hips closer to the edge, he grasped one of her breasts and resumed his thrusts. She hadn’t realized how easy he’d been taking it on her until then. His hips only moved a few inches, but it felt like a foot. It almost felt like too much for her to handle. Her hands scrabbled for something to hold onto, crinkling parchment in her fists as she failed to find something to hold onto. 

She could feel an immense climax building. The pounding of his hips and the teasing of her pert nipple drove her closer and closer to the edge. Her back arched, and a low keen escaped her lips. 

“That’s it, Hermione,” Harry grunted. “Cum all over my cock.”

And she did. Even that relatively tame dirty talk was enough to send her over the edge. The world around her vanished as she gasped and trembled. Harry thrust harshly a couple of times, and for a moment, she was worried she might pass out, but then he pinned his hips to her and erupted inside her. She gasped as the heat of his climax flooded her. 

Leaning down, Harry kissed her as they slowly calmed and came to a rest. It took a couple of minutes before her brain started working again, and she gasped. 

“Oh no!” she yelled. “Harry, I’m not on the potion!”

She glared at him when he laughed. 

“Hermione, I’m dead,” he said. “I couldn’t get you pregnant if I tried.”

“Oh,” Hermione said, relaxing. 

With a smile, Harry gave her one last kiss and eased out of her. Hermione winced as she sat up and moved her legs. 

“Take your time,” he told her. “I can stay as long as I like now.”

She nodded and bit her lip as she gazed around the room. 

“What are you going to do to Umbridge?” she asked. 

Harry looked over at the woman consideringly. 

“I have an idea,” he said after a moment. “But I’ll need your help.”

Hermione looked from Umbridge to Heather, bit her lip, and nodded nervously. Umbridge deserved whatever was coming to her, but that didn’t mean she liked being a part of it. 

“What about Sirius?” she asked. 

“Don’t worry,” Harry smiled. “Whatever happens next, I’ll be right beside you.”
