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Pleasure flooded the forefront of her mind, and even she would have to admit that as that thought anchored itself at the center of her brain, she did not bother to stop the sounds of pleasure that escaped from her lips. Indeed, there was even a part of her that would have readily admitted that she went out of her way to allow the sounds of pleasure that escaped from her lips at that moment because she knew that the man that she was straddling would like to hear those sounds.
[bookmark: _GoBack]A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she turned her attention toward the direction of his face, and more sounds of pleasure – sounds that even she would have to admit were anything but theatrical – escaped from her lips in response to the expression that she was seeing on his face. That look that he was now wearing, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he found the sounds that she was making pleasurable.
Hermione allowed even more sounds of pleasure to escape from her lips at that moment, but even she would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that particular point were helped by the fact that she inserted two fingers of her right hand into her most intimate part. The sensation of her fingers in her womanhood at that moment caused that sound to escape from her lips, but even she would have to admit that it was not enough.
There was not even a need for her to pretend about the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment because even she would have to admit that the sensation of her fingers in her cunt at that moment was not enough. Indeed, before she had even realized it, she had already schooled the expression that she was wearing into an expression that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that the next sounds that escaped from her lips were pleading sounds.
If she were to be asked, however, the brunette would have to admit that what she was pleading for at that moment was not permission from her Master and owner to stop what she was doing. Rather, what the brunette muggle-born witch was begging for at that moment was permission from her Master and owner to stop what she was doing so that she could proceed to impale herself on his manhood.
More moans and whimpers escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment, and again, even she would have to admit that the sounds that were coming out of her lips at that moment were her way of pleading with Harry to give her permission to impale herself on his cock. She turned her gaze toward the direction of his face, and even she would have to admit that the look that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of what he was thinking.
There was no need for the brunette witch to exert control and stop the next series of sounds that escaped from her lips. Indeed, Hermione would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have allowed actual words to escape from her lips at that moment, but she refrained from doing that, focusing her gaze instead toward the direction of the face of her childhood crush and friend who had sided with the man who had killed his parents.
A voice coming from the back of her mind told Hermione that she should be alarmed at those thoughts that were coalescing at the back of her mind, even as that same voice told her that she should listen to the silent warnings that were forming at the forefront of her mind. Even if that were the case, however, Hermione suppressed that part of her mind as she then allowed even more moans to escape from her lips.
The actual pleas that were supposed to come out of her mouth at that moment did not make it out of her lips, but just because no coherent words did not make it past her lips at that moment does not mean that no sounds escaped from her mouth. Indeed, the reason why no words escaped from her lips at that moment would be that she was unable to stop the moan that echoed around the room in which she was.
Even Hermione would have to admit that the moan that escaped from her lips at that moment was the result of both pain and pleasure, with the latter, naturally, coming from the fact that she had now picked up the pace with which she was moving her fingers in and out of her womanhood. As for the former, that was the result of Harry increasing the pressure with which he was gripping her breasts.
As more moans escaped from the lips of the brunette witch, Hermione would have to admit that the pain that was supposed to accompany him squeezing her breasts between his hands faded, replaced instead by pleasure that was borne by the pain that he was giving her.
Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, more moans escaped from the lips of the young witch, and because she was looking in the direction of Harry, she had no problem seeing the expression of amusement that appeared on his face. Even Hermione would have to admit that the look that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was having fun.
More moans and whimpers escaped from the lips of the brunette witch at that moment, though even Hermione would have to admit that part of the reason behind the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment was the result of Harry removing his hands from her breasts.
While it was true that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that she should be grateful for the action that he had taken at that moment, the only sounds that managed to escape from her lips would be more protesting words. If pressed, the brunette would have to admit that the sounds that escaped from her lisp at that moment were the result of her protesting the fact that he had removed his hands from her breasts.
Hermione parted her lips, but the words that were supposed to come out of her lips were cut off when she saw the wide smile that he was now wearing on his face. While it was true that no words escaped from his mouth at that moment, that look that he was wearing on his face was certainly more than enough to tell her just what it was that he was thinking.
It was, certainly, more than enough to make Hermione close her mouth, and when he saw the action that she had taken at that moment, Harry allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen even more. For the next moment or two, the two of them just stared at each other, though just because such was the case does not mean that Hermione had stopped what she was doing.
Indeed, the moans and whimpers of pleasure that were coming out of the lips of Hermione continued to echo in their bedroom even as she remained on her knees while straddling him.
It took another moment or two, but the expression that she was wearing on her face soon changed into an expression that was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that she was about to push pleading words out of her mouth, though before she could do so, she went out of her way to focus her attention toward the direction of the face of her Master and owner.
The expression on the face of Harry at that moment was the only thing that Hermione needed to see for her to be sure that he was now giving her permission to part her lips and push words out of her mouth. As that was the case, the brunette witch told herself that it was time for her to take advantage of the permission that she was given, and while it was true that the first sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment were just moans, she soon followed that up.
“Ah…,” the single moan that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment advertised the pleasure that she felt, but it was not as if she waited for Harry to respond to the words that had escaped from her lips at that moment before she was already allowing actual words to escape from her lips, “Please, Harry, please…please…,” she said.
The smile that was on the face of Harry at that moment widened even more, and if pressed, the brunette witch would have to admit that it was because she was calling him by his name. She knew for a fact that he hated it whenever she would have to call her ‘Master’, but because of the situation that they are in, she is forced to do that every time they are outside this bedroom.
Even Hermione would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment carried with it no small amount of irritation and trepidation as she then remarked to herself that the situation that they now in was not one that she wished for herself, but Harry dragged her with him when he decided to cast his lot with the monster who had killed his parents.
Any further musings on the part of Hermione were interrupted at that moment because she was forced to return to the present, and what made her return to the present at that moment was the sounds that escaped from the lips of Harry. She was already looking in his direction at that moment, so there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else, and that meant that she had no problem seeing the expression that he was wearing on his face.
It was the kind of look that made Hermione push the next series of words that escaped from her lips, “Harry, please…please let me do it, please…please…,” she said, and even she would have to admit that she was not even pretending when she allowed those words to escape from her lips.
“What do you want to do?” he asked her, and yet, even though it was true that those were the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, it was also true that the look 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 already knows what it was that she was asking for.
The question that escaped from his lips at that moment was his way of teasing her.
Hermione would have to admit that she did enjoy that, and after another moment or two, she allowed more whimpers to escape from her lips. The brunette witch would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that moment advertised the desperation that she was feeling and that it was theatrical, but even if that were the case, the theatricality of the sounds that she made was just a small part of it.
“Harry, please…please let me impale myself on your magnificent cock, please…please…please…,” she said, before she then used the same hand that she had been using to finger herself to gently grab his manhood.
As she wrapped her soiled fingers around the girth of his cock at that moment, she heard the hissing sounds of pleasure that escaped from the lips of Harry, causing the smile that she was wearing on her face to widen, though it was not as if she allowed her thoughts to linger on that.
Instead, the thoughts that entered the forefront of the mind of the brunette witch at that moment were that the actions that she had taken at that moment would not be something that she would have been able to do if they were out in public. She was supposed to act as his slave, after all, and as she began to gently use her fingers to point the tip of his cock toward the direction of her cunt, Hermione suppressed the urge to groan as she reminded herself that she was a slave.
Even the brunette witch would have to admit that it was because she did not want to think about those particular thoughts that she allowed more moans and whimpers to escape from her lips. The sounds that she made at that moment were her way of forcing herself to return to the present, though even she would have to admit that she did not entirely succeed in that regard, hence the reason that she soon allowed more pleading words to escape from her lips.
“Harry, please…please…,” she said, and she was sure that she gave him the impression that she would have allowed more of such pleading words to escape from her lips at that moment if she were to be given the chance to do so. Indeed, she soon schooled the expression that she was wearing so that the look on her face would reflect as much.
He reacted to the pleading words that escaped from her lips at that moment by widening the smile that he was wearing on his face. If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that she would have wanted to say something in response to the expression that he was now wearing, but the words that were supposed to come out of her mouth were cut off as Harry allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Go ahead and impale yourself on your owner’s cock,” he said, and there was no denying the amusement and triumph that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment. Indeed, there was even a part of Hermione that had to flinch when she realized what the meaning behind the tone that he was using at that moment was, though she soon pushed that part of her to the back of her mind.
Instead, the brunette witch focused on the task at hand, and after another moment or two, she used her fingers wrapped around the girth of his cock to steady his manhood.
Even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment was the result of the tip of his cock brushing against her slit, and because he reacted to the sound that had escaped from her lips at that moment with a wide smile on his face, the brunette witch allowed even more sounds of the same nature to escape from her lips.
At the same time, however, she also began to lower herself on the erect cock of her childhood crush, Master and owner. While it was true that there was a part of her that would have to acknowledge that some of the sounds of pleasure that had escaped from her lips earlier may have been theatrical, there was nothing theatrical about the next series of sounds that escaped from her lips.
“AH…ah…ah…,” the sounds that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment were the result of the unmistakable sensation of the lips of her cunt expanding so that it could start to accommodate the erect manhood of Harry.
A hiss of pleasure escaped from the lips of Harry even as the sensation of something thick and hard in her love canal invaded the forefront of the mind of the brunette witch, and because that was the case, she also could not help but allow moans out of her lips. Those moans, in turn, increased in volume and intensity even as she felt the inner walls of her womanhood expand so that it could accommodate his cock.
“Harry…Harry, Master, please…please…please…,” she said, even as a voice coming from the back of her mind – and naturally, that was her voice that she was hearing – told her that it was incorrect for her to label the cock that was pushing itself into her womanhood as ‘invading’, after all, she was welcoming it. Indeed, she had begged for it.
As that thought planted itself at the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch could not help but allow even more moans and whimpers to escape from her lips, and as those sounds echoed in their bedroom, the smile that was on the face of Harry widened even more.
There was also no denying that the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment reflected the pleasure that he was feeling, something that was then made more poignant by the sounds that were coming out of his mouth. Indeed, Hermione used the sounds that were coming out of his mouth at that moment as her fuel to continue with what she was doing.
“Ah!” The scream that escaped from the lips of the brunette witch at that moment was not particularly loud, but it was something that was intended to make Harry turn his attention toward her face. The expression that she was wearing at that moment, the brunette witch would have to admit, was the only thing that he should have needed to see for him to know that she was being overwhelmed by the pleasure that she was feeling.
She bottomed out at that moment, and as that realization entered the forefront of her mind, the brunette witch allowed a series of moans and whimpers to escape from her lips. Anyone who would have heard the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment would have been able to tell that the sounds that she made corresponded to the pleasure that she felt, but it was not as if anyone else could hear the sounds that had escaped from her lips.
“Does it feel good?” he asked her, and again, the tone that he used at that moment was the only thing that he needed to take note of for her to be sure that he already knew what the answer to the question that he had asked was going to be. Indeed, Harry soon focused his attention on the direction of his face, and she allowed whimpers to escape from her lips so that she could answer the question that he had asked.
While it was true that those were the only sounds that escaped from her lips, the way that the face of Harry lighted up at that moment was the only thing that Hermione needed to note for her to be sure that he understood the meaning behind the sounds that had escaped from her lips at that moment would be.
Hermione parted her lips at that moment, determined to push pleading words out of her mouth so that she could ask for permission to start, but the words that were supposed to come out of her lips at that moment were interrupted as Harry then inclined his head toward her before he allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“Go ahead and cum for me, Pet,” he said.
Hermione did not even bother to blink or to stare in his direction. Instead, she placed both of her hands on his chest, and using that as her leverage, she began to grind her hips against his. The sounds of pleasure that escaped from her lips at that moment echoed around their bedroom, and it would appear that the sounds that she was making at that moment had an effect upon Harry as well, because he soon reached forward and placed both of his hands on her breasts.
“Ah!” The sounds that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment were louder than usual, but it was the result of Harry suddenly increasing the pressure with which he was gripping her breasts. The expression that appeared on his face in the immediate aftermath of the sounds that escaped from her lips was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he enjoyed that sound that she made, and so, she braced for him to do it again.
At the same time that she waited for him to repeat the action that he had taken, however, the brunette witch also continued with the task that she had given herself, going so far as to then increase the pace with which she was grinding her hips against that of her childhood crush. Indeed, as that speed picked up, the sounds that were coming out of her mouth increased even more.
“Ah…ah…ah…,” the sounds of pleasure that were coming out of her mouth at that moment advertised the pleasure that she was feeling as she continued to grind her hips. The sensation of the long, hard, and large cock in her love canal had not stopped assaulting the forefront of her mind from the moment that she had bottomed out on his cock, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, even more moans escaped from her lips.
“Please, Harry…please…please…,” she said, even as she removed her right hand from his chest so that she could bite her right pinky in an attempt to stop the sounds that were coming out of her lips. If pressed, however, the brunette witch would also have to admit that the action that she had taken at that moment was something that was intended to seduce Harry.
She knew that she had succeeded in the task that she had given herself when she felt his cock twitch while it was buried inside her. Even the highly organized mind of Hermione would have to admit that she had already lost count of the number of times that he had filled her cunt with his seed, but less than a second or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to allow a hiss of pleasure to escape from her lips.
Hermione focused her attention on the direction of the face of Harry at that moment, and she would have to admit that she was not the least bit surprised to see him looking in his direction. She was also not the least bit surprised to see the look that had appeared on his face at that moment, even if it was true that the expression that he was wearing gave her the impression that he was aware of what the words that were about to come out of her mouth would be.
A hiss of pleasure escaped from the lips of the brunette witch at that moment, even as that voice coming from the back of her mind told her that it was not unlikely that Harry was already aware of what the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment was, considering his mind-reading skills had become almost legendary after he had sided with the monster who had killed his parents.
“Ah!” The sound that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment echoed around their bedroom at the same time that it forced her to return to the present. With her gaze already pointed toward the direction of Harry, there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else, though she did exert some effort to meet his eyes with hers a few moments later.
More moans that advertised the pleasure that she was feeling at that moment escaped from the lips of Hermione, but despite the sounds that were coming out of her mouth, she was still able to form her lips so that actual words soon escaped from her mouth.
“Please, Harry, please, may I cum, please…please…please…,” she said, and again, she made sure that the tone that she was using at that moment was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that more of such pleading words would have escaped from her lips if he wanted to hear more pleas from her.
Of course, Hermione would have to admit that she did not think that he would make that demand of her, and the look that appeared on his face in response to the word that escaped from his lips was the only thing that he needed to see for her to be sure that such was the case. As she was looking in his direction at that moment, she had no problem seeing the expression that appeared on his face, and he kept that expression on his face as he inclined his head toward her.
It was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, but the expression that he was wearing on his face and the action that he had taken were more than enough to tell him just what it was that he was thinking. It was for that reason that she soon parted her lips so that she could then push actual words out of her mouth, “Thank you…thank you, Harry,” she said.
If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that more words would have escaped from her lips at that moment, but those words were drowned out by the actual screams of pleasure that escaped from the lips of the brunette witch. She could feel the figurative dam that was holding back her release collapse at that moment, followed by her spunk filling up her love canal.
Of course, with his cock still buried in her snatch, there was precious little space that her fluids can go, which is why, a moment or two later, she could feel her love juice spilling out of her hole through tiny fissures between the lips of her womanhood and the girth of his cock. The rate with which fluids were spilling out of her womanhood soon increased as Harry then allowed a hiss to escape from his lips before the figurative dam that was holding back his release collapsed.
Hermione allowed moans of pleasure to escape from her lips in response to what had happened, and even she would have to admit that the sounds that she made at that moment were anything but theatrical. Judging from the smile that appeared on the face of Harry at that moment, it was obvious that he was aware that such was the case, though he soon removed that smile that he was wearing on his face as he allowed words to escape from his mouth.
“What do you say, Pet?” he asked her, and just so that he could make sure that she would respond to the words that had escaped from his lip, he also went out of his way to increase the pressure with which he was gripping her breasts again.
Hermione, however, was already aware of what he was planning to do, and because such was the case, she was prepared for what happened next. The moans that escaped from her lips at that moment were theatrical, and because there was no way that she would have been able to hide that from Harry, she did not even bother with that.
Even though it was true that he was aware that the sounds that escaped from her lips at that moment was just theatrical, it was not as if he called her out for that, and that was perhaps because it was also at that moment that Hermione allowed words to escape from her lips, “Thank you…thank you, Harry,” she said, and she made sure that she sounded as grateful as possible at that moment.
If she were being honest, the brunette witch would have to admit that it was not as if it was difficult for her to do that, after all, she was grateful to him. The actions that he had taken might not be what she agreed with, and there was a part of her that resented him for dragging her into the situation that she had found herself in, but at the same time, she knew that if he had not dragged her, then her fate would be worse than the one that she was now living.
A shudder went up her spine as she remembered the fate of those who had rebelled against Harry, but she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she reminded herself that while it was true that there might have been a part of her that would have sided with their old friends, it was not as if Harry had given her a chance to defy him.
Hermione shuddered again, but this time, she recovered from that completely before she then focused her attention toward the direction of Harry, and she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Thank you, Harry,” she said.
The expression that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he appreciated the words that had escaped from her lips. Indeed, if not for the fact that the two of them are still connected through his cock in her cunt, Hermione would have said that the expression that he was wearing at that moment gave her the impression that they were back in their common room, just relaxing after class.
Hermione allowed that thought to remain at the forefront of her mind as she then leaned forward, though without anything to arrest her fall, she soon found herself lying on his chest. The sensation of his cock in her cunt soon fled from the forefront of her mind, but that was not because he had removed it from her womanhood; rather, it was because it was deflating while inside her, and soon enough, she felt a large volume of the fluids still in her vaginal canal spill out of the same.
The brunette witch met the gaze of Harry with her own, and a small smile came across her face – even though she would have to admit that the look that she wore at that moment was just theatrical – before she then reoriented herself so that she was soon looking at his half-erect cock in front of her. She did not bother to ask for his permission before she then wrapped the fingers of both of her hands around the girth of his cock, but that was not the only thing that she did.
A hiss of pleasure escaped from the lips of Harry as she then kissed the tip of his cock, and she did not even bother to create some distance between her face and the tip of his cock before she parted her lips so that she could then take his cock in her mouth. The taste of his manhood was something that she was familiar with – she had also lost  count of the number of times that she had taken his manhood in her mouth – and she pushed that thought to the back of her mind.
The sounds that were coming out of the lips of Harry at that moment advertised the pleasure that he was feeling, and if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she would have been glad to just hear the sounds that were coming out of his mouth at that moment. There was no way, however, that such would be the only sounds that would come out of his mouth.
Hermione already knew that such would be the case, and that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when he then allowed a particularly loud hissing sound of pleasure to escape from his lips. That was followed, a few more moments later, by words that then escaped from his lips, “The Hunt is scheduled to take place this week,” he said.
The brunette witch paused at that moment, though she just as easily recovered from what was happening, and she resumed what she was doing as she began to bob her head up and down the shaft of his manhood. If she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that she was hoping that the actions that she was taking at that moment would cause her to forget about the words that had escaped from the lips of Harry, but she soon admitted that she was not successful.
Even Hermione would have to admit that a hiss would have escaped from her lips at that moment if not for the fact that she was able to stop the sounds from coming out of her mouth as she then remarked to herself that the Hunt is an annual tradition that has been established since the Victory five years ago.
Hermione increased the pace with which she was bobbing her head up and down the shaft of his manhood, establishing a pace that even she would have to admit was intended to make him cum – though if he were to cum at that moment, she still would have continued with what she was doing after swallowing his load – but even if that were the case, the brunette witch would have to admit that she cannot get rid of her thoughts about the even that Harry had just referenced.
She was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when she felt his hand on one side of her cheek. Hermione reacted to that by allowing a whimper to escape from her lips, though even she would have to admit that the sounds that had been made at that moment were muffled by the fact that she did not bother to remove his cock from her mouth when she allowed those sounds to escape from her lips.
Hermione was aware that the action that she had taken at that moment gave him the impression that she was seeking his warmth, and she knew that he wanted that impression. At the same time, however, Hermione would have to admit that it was not as if she was pretending with the action that she had taken, after all, the mention of the upcoming Hunt had caused her to feel no small amount of trepidation.
There was no way that Harry would not have realized that such were the case, and the next words that escaped from his lips made that clear as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “You know that they can never touch you,” he said, and there was a part of Hermione that cannot help but feel glad when she heard the possessiveness that was figuratively dripping form the words that escaped from his lips at that moment.
At the same time, however, there was also a part of Hermione that cannot help but shudder, because while she agreed with the words that had escaped from his lips and she felt no small amount of relief because of the possessiveness that he is displaying for her, there was also a part of her that cannot help but remark about the fact that it was limited only to her.
Indeed, the brunette witch would have to admit that she had to visibly stop herself from thinking about Ginny – given to an old rival who had to settle for the beautiful redhead when said rival realized that he could not have Hermione – and Luna – who, together with Neville, had been given to the Chief Enforcer of the Dark Lord.
There are other friends, of course, whose fate had been tied to other Death Eaters, but at that moment, the thoughts of Hermione turned toward the witches who would be forced to participate in the Hunt, and she could not help but allow even more whimpers to escape from her lips.
Harry laughed at that moment, and even Hermione would have to admit that the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment forced her to return to the present. With his cock still in her mouth, it was difficult for her to focus her attention toward the direction of his face, but she had no problem seeing the look that had appeared on his face at that moment.
The smile that he was now wearing was the only thing that the brunette witch needed to see for her to be sure of what the words that would have escape from his lips at that moment would be, though it was not as if she got the chance to pursue that line of thought as she was soon forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from the lips of Harry.
“Naturally, we will take part in this Hunt as well,” Harry said, and if she were being honest, Hermione would have to admit that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment made her want to flinch.
At that moment, the brunette witch would have to admit that there was a part of her that wished that she could just stay in their bedroom, but with a mental shake of her head, Hermione told herself that it was not possible, after all, Harry had to make an appearance, and she had to appear by his side as his broken pet, if only to allay whatever misgivings the old followers of the Dark Lord may have over the fact that Harry had been appointed as his heir.
Hermione removed his cock from her warm and wet oral orifice at that moment, and because he did not object to it, she soon turned her attention toward the direction of his face. The whimpers that escaped from the lips of Hermione at that moment caused the smile that was on the face of Harry to widen, and Hermione found herself unable to think of what to say in response to the look that he was now wearing.
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