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Chapter 1
Harry Potter stared at his class schedule as he started his sixth year at Hogwarts.  Everything was in place as he expected, but what was this class right before lunch – Art of Dirty Tricks?  He’d never even heard of such a class and definitely had not signed up for it.  He looked over at his friend Ron Weasley and asked, “Hey, Ron, have you got a class called the Art of Dirty Tricks?”
The red-headed Ron had not looked at his schedule yet.  “Don’t think so, Harry,” he said.  “Never heard of it.”  But, he pulled out his schedule and looked at it.  “Dang, Harry, I do.  Right before lunch.  Who’s Professor Clinton?  Never heard of him.”
“Neither have I,” said Harry.  “Guess we’ll find out.”  The two boys found Hermione, the third of the nearly inseparable trio and asked her the same question.  
“I was just coming to look for you two,” she said.  “That’s exactly what I was going to ask you.  I’ve got it, too, right before lunch, but look,” she pointed at her schedule. “I’ve got a different room and different professor, Professor Chambers.”
“That is odd,” said Ron.  The sixth years were just trying to get settled in for what would be their next to last year at the ancient school.  Expecting the year to be difficult, they didn’t expect to be facing a class they’d never heard of before.  Not only that, but why would Hogwarts be teaching something called the Art of Dirty Tricks.  It seemed to take the respectability from the school. 
“What are you three talking about now?” asked Ginny Weasley as she joined the group.  
Ron’s younger sister was almost a member of their inner sanctum, so Harry started to answer.  He pulled out his schedule and pointed, “Bub gu toog marfum,” he said before he could stop.  Ginny laughed at the tongue-tied boy and looked where his finger was pointing on the schedule.  She saw Potions, Defense against the Dark Arts, and other classes, but nothing caught her attention.  
“What, Harry?” she asked, seeing nothing out of the unusual.  
Hermione poked Harry.  Ron had the same idea, and pulled Ginny away from the other two. “Harry’s excited about the advanced classes is all, Ginny,” he said to his sister. “You’ve got to admit that there are some tough ones there.”
Meanwhile, Hermione was saying to Harry, “Don’t you see, Harry? You can’t talk about it and she can’t see it on the schedule.  It’s a secret class that you don’t even find out about until sixth year.  She’ll find out about it next year.”
“Oh,” said Harry.  “That makes sense. Wow, that just makes it even more interesting.”
The three could hardly wait until the late morning class.  They suffered through a couple of classes where the professor was just introducing the next subject and then it was time for Dirty Tricks.  Hermione split off to go to one side of the school while Ron and Harry went to the opposite end of the school.  
The first shock the boys got was when they walked through the classroom door.  The entrance was misty and mysterious.  As they stepped through the mist, all their clothes vanished.  Ron, standing naked in the classroom, looked back over his shoulder at Harry, but saw only a blank wall.  There was no door!  Yet, he knew he’d just come through that door.  There were six other boys standing around the inside of the classroom naked, looking just as embarrassed, but with expectant smirks on their faces.  They had an inside joke.  Thinking quickly, he stepped out of the way, knowing that Harry was right behind him.  
A second later, Harry Potter came through the blank wall and stopped.  He stared at the other seven boys and then jumped clear of the door.  There had been several boys right behind him.  “What’s going on, Ron?” he asked, his hands covering his crotch.  
“Don’t know,” said Ron.  “This class doesn’t just sound weird, it is weird.”  
Right behind Harry came Draco Malfoy.  He stepped into the room and gawked at the other nude boys.  Then he did an about face and tried to go back through the door that was no longer there.  Several of the boys in the room laughed in anticipation of what would happen next.  One other boy had tried the same tactic.  Goyle, one of Draco’s sidekicks, was next through the door.  While Draco was trying to find a way out, Goyle came charging in and suddenly the two naked boys found themselves practically hugging each other.  
Everyone in the room broke into gales of laughter as the two extricated themselves from the embrace, only to be knocked down as Crabbe came in right behind Goyle.  Suddenly there was a pile of three naked 16-year-old boys on the floor.  “Whoo hoo,” yelled one of the Ravenclaw boys in the room, “Looks like Slytherin is a house of queers.”
“Shut up,” said Draco nastily as he scrambled away from the other two.  They managed to stand and clear the door before anyone else came through and fell over them.  “Potter, is this your doing?” he demanded.  
“No, it’s not his doing,” said a calm voice behind them.  The boys turned to see Professor Clinton.  He, too, was naked.  “Come away from the door and sit down,” he told them.  “I’ll explain all about the Art of Dirty Tricks as soon as class starts.”
The boys all found seats, but not before noticing that Goyle and Crabbe both had hard ons.  “I’m telling you,” insisted the Ravenclaw boy, “the Slytherins are a bunch of fags.  Just look at that.  They got hard ons from jumping on Draco.” Again the boys burst into laughter.  Draco made sure he sat as far away from his usual cronies as possible.  
The room finally filled with 30 boys, all completely nude.  Goyle and Crabbe were embarrassed that their cocks remained erect.  Besides them, Neville Longbottom and four other boys, two each from the other houses, had hard cocks.  “Welcome to Dirty Tricks,” said Professor Clinton.  He was a handsome, silver haired wizard with a smooth voice.  Harry thought he sounded American, with a Southern accent.  “Now that every one is here, I want you all to stand up.”
The boys stood, embarrassed by their nudity, but unwilling to disobey their professor.  Clinton singled out the seven hard cocks and said, “Ten points to Gryffindor for the fewest hard ons.  Now, the seven of you will not attend this class.  You will instead, attend a class at 4 pm in the afternoon.  You may consider this hour to be free time, but you must be back at 4 pm for the special Art of Dirty Tricks class for gays.”
“What?” demanded Crabbe. “Who are you calling queer?”
“Well, my dear boy,” said Clinton.  “Actually, you are calling yourself queer.  You see, this classroom is enchanted.  Anyone who has a hard on right now is gay.  Sorry, my dear boy, there’s just no denying it.  Magic doesn’t lie.  Leave now.”
The seven outcast boys walked toward where the door was.  This time, the door appeared as they approached.  “Never fear,” said Clinton.  “Your clothes will appear as you step through.  Be back at 4 pm.”
Even as the seven left, four more boys found they had hard cocks.  “Never mind those,” said Clinton.  He, too, had a hard one at the moment.  “Have a seat.  Now that they’re gone, that just means you’re bi-sexual.  We’ll cover that in a later lesson.”  With a wave of his wand, he said, “Cold shower,” and the hard cocks shrank to their normal size.  
On the other side of campus, the girls were getting a similar experience.  The bevy of 16-year-old girls stood nude as Professor Chambers urged them into the classroom.  “Good morning, girls,” she said, trying to ease their nervousness.  “Don’t be alarmed.  This class is kept secret for a very good reason.  The Ministry of Magic believes that you should know all about the spells that go along with sex.  They call this class the Art of Dirty Tricks, though I prefer Naughty Girl Fun.  They wait until you are 16 before they let you know these kinds of secrets, so you shouldn’t be surprised that you didn’t hear about this class before.  You’ll also be wise not to try to speak about the class to younger witches and wizards.”
“Please come and find a seat, but don’t sit down yet,” she said.  “Again, let me say, good morning.  I am Professor Marilyn Chambers.  Come in, come in,” she said cheerily.  The girls each found a chair, but stood beside it as instructed.  There were 6 girls scratching their pussy uncontrollably.  Parvati and her twin sister were among the six.  Professor Chambers surveyed them with her keen eye and said, “You girls…” she pointed at each of the six.  “You will leave the classroom and come back at 4 pm.  We have a special class for lesbians.”
The six girls all blushed, but quickly left the room.  With just 24 girls left in the room, Hermione suddenly felt an incredible urge to scratch her own pussy.  She was shocked, but she couldn’t help herself as her fingers dug between her pussy lips, trying to ease the itch.  “As I thought,” said again taking in the scene of the scratching girls.  “Witches,” she said, shaking her head. “Every one of you.”
Indeed, as Hermione looked around the room, every girl was scratching.  She felt some relief and stopped finally, when Professor Chambers waved her wand and said, “Cunnilingus.”
“What does that mean, Professor Chambers?” queried Hermione.  She was used to knowing what was going on almost before the teacher asked.  “Why were we scratching?”
“Never mind, dear,” said Chambers. “We’ll cover that later.  Just rest assured that it will make the class a whole lot more fun for everyone.”
“Watch closely, boys,” said Professor Clinton, brandishing his wand.  “These are two of the easiest of the dirty tricks, yet they can be the most satisfying for that special witch in your life.” He stepped to where every eye in the class could see him, or more correctly, see his cock.  “Lancelot Magnifico,” he said with a flourish of his wand.  A bright light engulfed his cock and suddenly it was hard, pointing a mere 4-inches into the air.  
“Not much magnificent about that,” laughed Ron quietly.  At 16, his hard cock was larger than that and he didn’t need magic to get there.  
“Jonsium Holmsimus,” said Clinton as he waved his wand a second time.  
The boys watched in wonder as Clinton’s cock grew to two times its length and girth.  Now 8-inches long and thick, it looked like a man’s cock ought to look like.  
“Again,” said Clinton.  He smiled, “Actually as many times as you dare, Jonsium Holmsimus.”  Before the astonished boys’ eyes, he grew to a massive 16-inches.  
“Wow,” said Harry.  He picked up his wand.  “Lancelot Magnifico,” he said and was instantly rewarded as his cock grew to its full 6-inches.  
“Cool,” said Ron.  He waved his wand, “Lancelot Magnifique,” he said.  His pubic hair, already a fiery red, burst into flame.  “Aaaaahhhh,” he screamed, beating out the flames with his hands.  
Though no one else burst into flames, Harry was the only one to get it right on his first try.  Eventually, everyone got it correct.  “Jonsium Holmsimus,” he said, watching his cock grow to a huge 12-inches.  Wow, he thought, won’t Cho be impressed with that.  It looked just fine to him, so he didn’t try it again.  What would he do with a 2 foot long dick anyway?  
Harry looked over at Malfoy to see that the Slytherin wizard was still just sporting a 6-inch cock.  He thought Draco had been unsuccessful until the boy next to him said, “Well done, Draco.”  Harry could hardly hold back the laughter at the thought that a 6-inch cock was double Draco’s normal size.  Draco performed the charm again and stared proudly at his 12-inch cock.  To Harry’s astonishment, Draco waved his wand a third time, “Jonsium Holmsimus,” said Draco.  The boy’s cock suddenly stood up 2 feet high.  Draco’s eyes rolled back and he keeled over.
Clinton laughed as Draco collapsed.  “You can all see the problem with getting greedy.  When all the blood goes to your cock, there’s not enough blood for the brain.”  He waved his wand again and said, “Cold shower.”  Draco’s cock shrunk quickly to its normal, soft length of just a couple of inches.  The boy shook his head and rose groggily to his feet.  
“Cold shower,” said Harry, returning his cock to its normal size.
Clinton passed out textbooks for the class.  “Remember boys, these enchanted books cannot be seen by anyone under 16 and they cannot be seen by females.  You’ll only look silly if you try to show them to someone who’s not allowed to see them.”
Harry flipped through his book, noticing that there were hand scrawled notes in the margins.  Inside the front cover was written, “These special spells have put a smile on my face every day this year.”  It was signed, “The Hard Prince.”
In the girls’ classroom, Professor Chambers said, “Ladies, oops, I do mean naughty girls.”  She laughed.  “Being a lady is no fun at all.  This class is all about making that special wizard happy.  You’ll find that there are some very easy ways to make him happy.  Try this one for example.”  She waved her wand, “Lindium Lovelace.”  
The girls watched in amazement as Chambers then took her foot long wand and put it point first in her mouth.  She pushed the wand deep in her throat until only the last inch was clutched between her thumb and forefinger.  Then, she extricated the wand and waved it with a flourish.  “No gag reflex,” she said.  “Now you try it, girls.”
“But why?” asked Hermione.  The very intelligent witch was a tad naïve in the sexual world.  She couldn’t imagine what anyone would want to do that.
Around her the other girls giggled.  “Just try it, Miss Granger,” said Chambers.  “I’ll demonstrate its uses later.”
Excellent at magic, Hermione waved her wand and said, “Lindium Lovelace.”  She slid her wand down her throat and pulled it back out. 
The 16-year-old girl watched as Cho tried the spell for the first time.  “Lindia Loverlace,” said Cho.  But, instead of the desired reaction, Cho suddenly opened her mouth and her tongue spilled out.  In all, 6-inches of forked tongue came out of the pretty Oriental girl’s mouth.  Hermione quickly noted in her book just what Cho had said, making the notation, “The path to satisfaction.”
“No, no,” said Hermione, wanting to be helpful.  “It’s Lindium and there is no ‘r’ in Lovelace.”  
Cho blushed and fixed her tongue with a quick spell, then tried again.  This time she was able to swallow her wand.  
“That’s good,” said Hermione.  “Now what’s this make you think about?”  She tried Cho’s spell and flicked out her extra long tongue.  
“You look like you belong in the 4 pm class,” said Cho.  
Hermione blushed crimson.  She wasn’t a lesbian.  She did like boys.  Why did she get a tingle from the sight of Cho’s tongue looking like that?  And why had she done it back to Cho?
The class came to an end and the girls collected up their textbooks and left.  Hermione was wondering what the boys’ class was like.  Cho was wondering why she had a tingle between her legs from Hermione’s ridiculous prank.  
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Chapter 2
A month into their sixth year, the boys were getting used to being naked in the Dirty Tricks classroom.  It was no big deal either to be displaying a hard cock in front of the rest.  In fact, done properly, it was a matter of which to be proud.  But, today was time for a test.  Professor Clinton rapped his wand sharply on the front desk.  “Everyone, who can tell me what are the three most popular dirty tricks?”
Several of the boys raised their hands.  “Harry,” he called out first.  “Give me one of them.”
“Chesty Morganus,” said the sharp young wizard.  
“Excellent, Ron, how about you,” he asked.  
“Lolitium,” said the red head.
“Wonderful,” said Clinton.  He looked around the room for another hand.  “Draco?”
“Jonsium Holmsimus,” added Draco.  
“Yes, yes, of course,” said Clinton.  “I know that you all mastered that one on the first day of class.  I daresay you’ve been using it on a regular basis in the privacy of your own bedroom,” he chuckled.  “Let’s not concern ourselves with that one for now.  Today we’re going to have a test of the other two.”
He opened a door to the back room and led out a lovely young woman who was nude.  “Miss Wilkerson has generously offered to let us use her for the test today,” he said, introducing the 17-year-old seventh year from Ravenclaw.  Harry had seen her around and thought her quite lovely.  She was even better looking nude and he found the Lancelot Magnifico charm was unnecessary as he stared at her.  
“Ironically,” said Clinton, “the two very popular spells that you are about to cast have the opposite effect.  You see, it seems that men just aren’t satisfied with the normal woman.  They either want bigger tits and a slutty look or they want a little, school girl look.  Harry, since you answered first, please show me how well you can do the spells.  Beware, the second will be particularly difficult because it is the opposite of the first.”
“Yes, Professor Clinton,” said Harry.  He stepped to the front of the classroom, just feet away from the lovely and naked Janie Wilkerson.  “Chesty Morganus,” he said.  A light leaped from his wand and struck the waiting girl in the chest.  Instantly, her tits grew from the modest C cup to a double E cup. She seemed in a daze, hardly noticing that her tits were much larger.  
Harry took a moment to admire the huge tits before performing the next spell.  Behind him he heard calls of appreciation.  “Lolitium,” he said and again light leaped from his wand to the girl.  Her chest shrank and her pubic hair fell out.  She shrank by about a foot and a half in height while her hips narrowed.  Harry found himself starting at a girl who looked more like 12-years-old than 17.  Again he noted she was seemingly unaware of the change.  
One by one the boys performed the spells.  With class over early, the boys were dismissed.  Harry stuck around after the others had gone.  “Professor Clinton,” he asked.  “Why doesn’t she seem to notice what’s happening?”
“Heh, heh,” Clinton chuckled.  “You caught me, Harry,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.  “She’s not really a volunteer.  I just put a spell on her so she’d cooperate with class.”
“It’s not the Imperius curse, is it?” asked the boy.
“Heavens no,” said Clinton.  “That’s one of the unforgivable curses.  Well, I did it to an intern once, but … oh, forget it.  I won’t ever do that again.  No, there are other ways of gaining a girl’s cooperation.  This is unfortunately, one of the more boring ones.  The best ways are to gain her cooperation while leaving her with some life in her.  This one is simple. Good girl,” he waved his wand.  
Janie took a sudden deep breath as if coming up from underwater. She clasped at her tits and looked around in confusion.  “What I am doing here?” She was aghast that two naked men were staring at her in the nude.  
“Mindless slut,” said Clinton.  Janie fell back into her trance.  
“Cool, but what about rohypnol bones?” asked Harry.  It was something he’d seen in the margin of his book, a note written by the Hard Prince.
“Oh ho,” said Clinton. “Those are pretty hard to get a hold of, but very effective. Gives the wench a sexual high, makes her open to suggestion, and then the next day she forgets everything that happened.  No, couldn’t use that on sweet little Miss Wilkerson here.  She wouldn’t have stood still for the whole test.  Likely she’d have jumped you and the class would have ended on the spot.”
“She’d really forget everything?” asked Harry.  That’s what his book had said, but he wasn’t too sure about that.  It seemed pretty farfetched.  
“Absolutely,” said Clinton. “Here, I’ll let you try it yourself.” He went to a cabinet and took out a bottle.  “Oh, look at that,” he exclaimed. “I’ve got two bottles of ground rohypnol bones.” He handed the bottle to Harry.  “Why don’t you keep the whole thing? I’ve got another.  Just a pinch in some pumpkin juice, mind you.  Don’t want to overdose the wench.”
“Thanks, Professor,” said Harry with a big smile.  
“Now run along, Harry,” said Clinton. “Since class got out early, I’m going to run some tests on Miss Wilkerson.”
That Friday, Harry offered a cup of pumpkin juice to Hermione.  “Thank you, Harry,” said the pretty brunette.  She smiled as she took the drink and downed it quickly.  “That was very nice of you, Harry,” she added.  
“Thought you might need it,” said Harry.  “I’ve got something to show you.”
“What is it, Harry?” asked Hermione.  
Harry cast his eyes about, looking secretive, and then placed his finger to his lips.  “Not here, follow me.”  He led the girl up a couple of flights of stairs.  
“Mmmm, Harry,” purred Hermione.  “I’m feeling pretty nice righ’ ‘bout now.”  She stood with her hands on her hips and her legs spread.  “Tingly, all over, but ‘specially here,” she pointed at her stomach.  
“That’s good, Hermione,” said Harry, an evil smile coming across his face.  “It’s going to get even better.”  He led her down a hall, then up another flight of stairs. 
They were headed down the final hall, when Hermione said, “Harry, I think you’ve pulled a naughty trick on me.” She stood wavering in the hall.  Harry felt a chill run down his spine as he realized he’d been caught.  But, she added, “And I think I like it.”
“Come on, Hermione,” he said urgently.  Pulling her by the hand, he led her to the Room of Requirement.  The door opened as he approached and the two 16-year-olds stepped into the room.  Harry didn’t know exactly what would be waiting for him in the room.  He just knew the Room of Requirement would provide whatever he needed.  
“Oooo,” said Hermione, as she appraised the room. “A dungeon.”
“Wow,” said Harry as he looked around the room, too. “We have to try this one,” he led her over to the stocks.  
“Oh, Harry, that would just make me soooo helpless,” said Hermione. She giggled, and then put a hand over her mouth to quiet herself. “You want me to put a hand here?  And the other hand here?”  She stood with her wrists in place for a second before she leaned forward and put her head in place as well.  “And you want my neck here?”
“Yeah, Hermione,” said Harry.  “That’s the idea.”  He lowered the top half of the stocks to trap the girl in position.  Then he locked it.  Just for assurance, he fished her wand from her pocket and put it aside.  He didn’t want her casting any spells while she was his prisoner. 
“Harry, help me, Harry,” called out Hermione playfully.  “I’m stuck.  Why… anybody could do anything to me.” The innocent young girl didn’t know just what Harry had in mind.  She was wondering just what would make that strange tingle grow.  
Harry circled behind the trapped girl.  Being a Friday evening, they weren’t in their school robes.  She was wearing a pair of jeans and a sweater.  “Zippety doo dah,” said Harry.  The zipper on Hermione’s jeans slid down and the button at her waist worked its way free of the button hole.  His wand went lower and lower and as it did, her jeans slid down her long, lovely legs.  
“Where did you learn that spell, Harry?” asked Hermione, ever the eager student.  
It was one from the Hard Prince’s book, so Harry just smiled and said nothing.  He didn’t want to give away any of his secrets.  “If you liked that one, watch this,” he said.  He was behind the girl, staring at her tight ass.  Her panties were very modest, covering her entire ass.  He pointed his wand at his target and said, “Thong.”  There was a second softer sound as both his wand and cock went “Boing.”  Before his eyes, the fabric melted away until just a tiny thong went from her waist, into the crack of her sweet ass and disappeared between her legs.  The round cheeks of her ass were clearly visible.  In front, the tiny panties now barely covered her pussy. 
“Harry!” exclaimed Hermione. “I’ve got almost nothing on. I hope you have your eyes closed.” She squealed in surprise as his hands touched her ass.  “Get your hands away from there.” She felt the tingle building, but Harry was a friend and she wasn’t sure she wanted him touching her like that.  
Harry disregarded her protests and caressed her firm ass for several seconds.  Then, he raised his wand for the next step. “Animatus,” he said, pointing the wand at a stray thread of yarn dangling from Hermione’s sweater.  The thread took on a life of its own, flying across the room.  As it did, the girl’s sweater unraveled, inch by inch.  
“Harry,” said Hermione. “I don’t like this. What’s going on?”  She could see the yarn zipping around the room and felt cooler as the sweater unraveled from bottom to top.  
“Your sweater seems to be rebelling, Hermione,” said the young wizard.  “It’s going everywhere.” His eyes were on her white shirt as it was slowly exposed.  She filled it out nicely.  He didn’t plan on using any spells to change her body tonight.  Maybe another time he’d see what she looked like with bigger tits.  It wasn’t long before her sweater lay in a heap of yarn in front of her, the life finally gone from it.  That left Hermione still in a shirt and thong panties.  Harry wanted to see more
He used the same spell again. “Animatus,” he said, pointing his wand at the buttons of her shirt.  The buttons came free and danced crazily in front of the helpless girl.  Horrified, she recognized the buttons as those from her shirt.  
“Harry! Stop this,” she insisted. She was still fighting the growing urge to let him keep going.  She’d never shown this much skin to anyone and her prudish nature was still in charge.  
Harry wasn’t about to stop now.  “Expelliarmus,” he said, pointing his wand at her shirt.  The garment flew across the room and landed in the corner.  
Frantically, Hermione pulled at the stocks, trying to free her hands.  She was now wearing just her bra and the thong panties.  “Let me go, Harry,” she insisted.  “Give me back my clothes and let me go.”
Harry was sure hoping that she’d forget this in the morning.  For now, he was determined to continue.  “Victorismo Secretus,” he said, pointing his wand at the girl’s bra.  Like Hermione’s panties had done before, the bra shrank until it was a bare ribbon of cloth across her back and half cups on the front.  Her pert little nipples peeked out the top of the tight bra as her tits were squeezed up.  
The girl squirmed as Harry first gazed at her growing nudity and then reached for her tits.  For the first time in his life, he took hold of the bare tits of a girl and felt her up.  His hands cupped her tits and pinched at her nipples.  It was more fun than he’d imagined.  Suddenly he was aware of the throbbing cock in his pants.  Like it was possessed, it had taken on a life of its own.  Now it was full length and fully erect, pressed between the cheeks of Hermione’s ass as he played with her tits.  
“Harry,” said Hermione, her voice suddenly soft and husky.  “You’re not gonna stop, are you?”
“Not a chance,” said Harry.  The sight of Hermione’s body imprisoned and nearly naked was too much for him.  She was going to be completely nude very soon.  He didn’t need his wand anymore as his eyes fell on a knife laid out on a table near him.  Picking up the knife, he sliced quickly through the straps of Hermione’s bra and let it fall to the ground.
“Oh, God,” said Hermione as she felt the last of her upper garments fall free.  Her tits were now completely on display.  It was the first time any boy had seen them.  She felt a tug at her waist as Harry cut the waistband of her panties. Another tug and they fell away.  The cool air on her ass and pussy told her that Harry could see everything.  She felt the tingle move from her tummy to her pussy, a private place that only tingled when she touched it late at night.  Now it was tingling just from Harry’s gaze.  
The young witch knew that there was nothing she could do to prevent Harry from raping her.  Yet, she wasn’t sure that she wanted Harry to stop.  It felt so good to be helpless, naked, and … available.  He could touch her anywhere.  He was touching her anywhere and everywhere.  His hands moved to her tits, to her pussy, to her ass, and down her slender, trembling legs.  “Harry,” she called out.  She couldn’t see him or even her own nudity.  
“What, Hermione?” asked Harry, getting tired of her interruptions. 
“Will you… will you… k-kiss me?” she asked.  
Harry came around front and looked into Hermione’s eyes.  She was frightened, but her eyes shone with lust.  His hands had felt good on her body.  She didn’t want him to stop, but she didn’t want him to be faceless either.  He put his lips to hers and pushed his tongue between her lips.  Their tongues battled for a few seconds in a passionate kiss.  Then Harry disappeared behind her again.  
A whip was the next thing that Harry decided to use.  Hermione was helpless and he’d fuck her in due time. But, while he had her, he was going to make use of her.  He cracked the whip across her pure white ass and listened to her scream in surprise and pain.  His cock hardened even more.  There was a red stripe across her ass now.  He pulled back and snapped the whip across her ass again.  
“Harry Potter!” screamed Hermione in shock and anger.  “Stop that at once!”
“I can’t,” said Harry.  “It’s just too much fun.” He remembered all the times she’d shown him up in class and now he had her right where he wanted her.  Whipping her again and again, he watched her tight ass bounce up and down.  She was jumping up and down in pain and her ass was so perfect as it wiggled for him.  Even her tits bounced as she jumped. The cute mounds were still developing, but were full enough to have some bounce.  
When he stopped whipping her, she stopped jumping.  That wouldn’t do.  “Jump some more, Hermione,” said Harry, watching her from the side.  When she obliged him, he thrilled at the sight of her young tits bouncing.  Her body was beautiful.  
“Please, fuck me, Harry,” she begged.  The tingle between her legs was now in charge.  She wanted what the boy had to give her.  By the time he was ready to give her what she begged for, Hermione had several red stripes across her ass and she was sobbing. He quickly stripped off his own clothes and put his cock between Hermione’s thighs from behind.  He slipped between her wet pussy lips and into her cunt.  
The relief from pain and the promise of pleasure sent a ripple through Hermione’s body.  “Yes, Harry,” she cooed.  “That’s the spot.” The spanking, her nudity, and the anticipation had built her lust. “Shove it in.  Do it all the way.”  She felt her hymen tear, but it was nothing.  She wanted a cock inside her.  She needed a cock inside her. It filled her wonderfully.  Her body rocked in orgasm and she fought to shove her hips backwards and sink that cock deeper.  
Harry was just getting started as Hermione had her first orgasm.  He shoved his cock deep, banging his hips against her tight little ass.  His hands grabbed her tits, squeezing and fondling them as he pounded into her. Her whole body belonged to him and he enjoyed every helpless inch of it.  Over and over he sank his cock to the hilt until his own orgasm filled him and he shot his load inside her virgin pussy.  
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The next day, Harry, Ron, and Hermione met for breakfast as usual.  Though Hermione had a strange look on her face, Harry could tell right away that she remembered nothing from the previous night.  She greeted Ron and him just as gaily as usual.  The only thing odd was that she walked a little slowly.  
“Come on, Hermione,” said Ron, calling back to her for about the third time on the way down to breakfast.  “What’s wrong?”
“I’m fine,” said Hermione for the third time.  “I’m just a little sore in some strange places,” she added.  Since there was no accusation in her voice, Harry was reassured that the rohypnol bones did work to make her forget what had happened.  
By Monday, Hermione was her usual self, apparently no longer sore in those strange places.  But when class started and she walked through the door into Dirty Tricks, she heard a snicker behind her. She turned to see Diane Hargood laughing and pointing at her bottom.  Hermione walked quickly to a seat and sat down, but not before being noticed by Professor Chambers.  
As class began, the professor said, “Miss Granger, will you please stand.”  Hermione blushed, but stood as directed.  “Turn around,” said the professor.
“Please, no,” said Hermione.  She knew what the others would see.
“Now, Miss Granger,” said the professor sternly.
Reluctantly, the nude witch turned to face away from the class.  They could all see the faint remnants of red stripes across her otherwise white ass.  She heard the titters from the other girls.  
“Care to explain those, Miss Granger,” said Chambers.
“I-I don’t know how they got there,” said Hermione.  
“Were there any other symptoms associated with the red striping?” asked Chambers.
“Yes,” said Hermione as she turned toward the class.  How did the professor know that there might be other symptoms?  “The day they appeared, I was also sore in… some unusual places.”
“Where specifically, Miss Granger?”
“My pussy mostly,” said Hermione as she turned scarlet.  
“Ah,” said Chambers as she approached the young girl.  “In the pussy. Let’s see what happens here,” she waved her want.  “Jesus, Joseph, and Mary.”  Just as she said Mary, Chambers thrust her wand toward Hermione’s pussy.  There was a distinct pop. 
“Oooo,” said Hermione, her eyes widening in surprise.  
“That, my dear, was the sound of your virginity being made intact again.  If there is no pop, then you were a virgin when I did the spell. You, my dear, have been fucked and, I daresay, whipped soundly in the process.”  She turned and faced the rest of the class while Hermione looked on in horror.  “I don’t know about the rest of you,” said Chambers, “but Miss Granger has at least been the first to admit that she’s been fucked.”  She turned back to the astonished girl. “Who was it, Miss Granger?  Care to tell the class who the lucky wizard was?”
“I don’t know,” said Hermione. “I don’t remember.”
“That’s some powerful magic,” said Chambers.  “You’d best be on your toes, all of you.  Not likely to be a classmate.  Possibly a seventh year.  I hate to think that one of the faculty is responsible, but they would know how to pull off a spell like that.  When it comes to the Art of Dirty Tricks, you can’t trust any man over the age of 16.”
While she had the girls’ attention, she performed the virgin spell on all of them.  In the class of 24, six more of them popped.  “Hmmm, it seems that Miss Granger may have been the first to admit it, but she wasn’t the first to lose her virginity.”
It was Wednesday that Harry made another interesting discovery in his textbook.  He’d found many interesting spells, but this time he found a picture.  Like most magical pictures, this one had motion.  It was tucked between pages 345 and 346.  As his eyes fell on the picture, he first noticed the girl’s tits.  They were teenage tits and he figured her to be around 16.  But, he knew this was an old picture and the witch in the picture was probably old by now.  
As he watched, she cupped her tits, blew a kiss to the viewer, and then turned around to show her ass.  The picture repeated several times as Harry stared at it.  The tits, the pussy, and the ass were all he saw as she danced round and round, over and over.  Finally, his gaze fell to the bottom of the picture.  The words were scrawled, “My Darling Lily.”  Harry laughed as he read the words.  My mom’s name was Lily, he thought.  
Then he looked at the face of the girl for the first time.  He was horrified to see that it was his mother from the days when she attended Hogwarts.  He’d been ogling his own mother!  His cock shrank suddenly as he realized what he’d been doing.  
Then, he found himself watching her dance round and round again.  He tucked the picture back between pages 345 and 346.  She may be my mother, he thought, but it’s a pretty sexy picture, too.  What a babe.
It wasn’t until later in the day that Harry realized that if his mom’s picture was in the book and the annotation said, “My Darling Lily,” that must mean that the Hard Prince was his dad.  Wow, he thought, that’s so cool.  My dad had all the best dirty tricks.  
Draco had been having the same nightmare for several days.  He’d be standing in the Art of Dirty Tricks classroom naked.  But it wasn’t the same as the usual class.  Instead, he was standing naked in the afternoon class.  He was standing right in the very front and the seven queers were staring at him.  
Professor Clinton asked the class about the three most popular dirty tricks.  Even though he knew the answers, Draco was surprised when the answers given were different.  And Clinton said they were all correct.  Then the class was asked to demonstrate the spells.  Draco squirmed uneasily in his sleep as Goyle approached him.  “Boy Toy,” said Goyle, waving his wand.  The dull witted Goyle had never been good at anything, but he knew these spells well.  Draco felt himself shrinking in several dimensions.  He was shorter, looking up at a towering Goyle.  The class was laughing at him and pointing.  He looked down at his cock and saw it was barely the length of the first joint of his little finger.  His cock hadn’t been that small since he was 11.  “Very good,” said Clinton.  “Now the next one.”
Goyle brandished his wand with a flourish and said, “Lindium Lovelace.”  The boys didn’t know that this particular spell worked equally well on girls and they didn’t care.  To demonstrate that the spell had worked correctly, Goyle picked up a large dildo lying on the counter.  Draco watched in horror as the cock was placed to his lips.  He watched cross eyed as the cock disappeared down his throat, deeper than he thought humanly possible.  Then he watched it come back out.  Goyle laughed, “I’d like to get the stuck up pretty boy to do that for real.”
For the final spell, Draco felt Clinton’s hands on his shoulders.  He was turned to face the wall and bent at the waist.  “Gerbil, gerbil, gerbil,” said Goyle quickly.  Draco felt as if something alive had just crawled up his ass.  Looking back though, he saw that it was Goyle’s cock come to life, worming its way up his asshole.  
Then Goyle went back to his seat and Draco was facing the class again.  Neville Longbottom rose from his seat.  Draco wanted to shout at that stinking Gryffindor to sit down and stay away from him.  But, the hapless dreamer was subjected to the same three spells again.  After Neville was done, Draco was humiliated five more times with the three spells.  
Class ended early and all the boys left. Draco remained behind and felt himself bending forward again.  Behind him he heard Clinton say, “Gerbil, gerbil, gerbil.”  Abruptly Draco woke up in a cold sweat.  The nightmare was over, but he knew it would return the next night and the next.  
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Trying to get to the bottom of his nightmares, Draco raised his hand in the Art of Dirty Tricks next Monday morning.  “Professor, is there such a spell as Boy Toy?”
“Why of course, Draco,” said Clinton.  “Quite astute of you,” he added, trying to figure out where the boy would have learned that one.  He wanted to distract Draco from remembering that he’d had it performed on him several times.  “It is the male equivalent of the Lolitium spell.”  He waved his wand, pointed it at himself and said, “Boy Toy.”
The amazed students all watched as Clinton turned into an 11 or 12-year-old boy.  His height diminished, his appearance was youthful with dark hair, and his cock was a tiny pre-pubescent cock. “Very effective as a dirty trick,” he added, his voice a soprano. “It has a couple of uses,” he continued.  “One, as you might guess, is to turn an opponent into a child.  Though it only lasts for a few hours, if you are competing for the charms of a lovely witch, your opponent is out of the way for that length of time.”
The professor put a question to the class, “Who can tell me the other possible use for this spell?”
Ron raised his hand.  “It’s a clever disguise.”
“Yes, I suppose it is,” said Clinton.  “That’s more of a secondary use.  I was thinking more of a dirty trick or sexual use of the spell.”
Harry was thinking that the young Clinton looked just like a boy he’d seen in Ravenclaw robes not too long ago.  And he was thinking it wasn’t all that clever of a disguise.  He raised his hand and said, “You could use it to get close to the younger girls, like the first or second years.  I mean, if a boy our age approached one of the young girls, they’d be frightened.  But looking like that you wouldn’t look suspicious.”
Ron punched Harry, “Now you’re talking about picking up 12-year-olds?”
“No, no, he’s right, Ron,” said Clinton.  “The Lolitium charm works to make an older woman look like a little girl, but some men like to go for the young and innocent from the start.  Using this charm you can get close to young girls and make out with the more precocious of them.  Unfortunately, the Boy Toy charm takes you back before puberty, so you can’t do a damn thing with your cock.”
After class, Harry stuck around to talk to Clinton.  He had a suspicion that just wouldn’t go away.  “Professor Clinton?” he said to get the man’s attention.  
“Yes, Harry,” he beamed at his favorite pupil.  
“Did I see you talking to one of the Ravenclaw first years last week?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Clinton.  
“You had performed the Boy Toy spell and were talking to her, weren’t you?”
“I did not have sex with that girl,” sputtered Clinton defensively.  
“I didn’t say that you did, sir,” countered Harry. “I only said I saw you talking to her.”
“Well, so you did, Harry,” said Clinton eyeing the boy carefully. He wondered if Harry Potter was trying to blackmail him.  “What do you want from me?” he asked.  
“Just information, Professor,” said Harry.  “I had another idea about the Boy Toy spell.  What about combining it with the Nymphomanium spell?”
“Just what are you getting at, Harry?” said Clinton.  “I said I didn’t have sex with that girl.”  Then he realized that again no accusation had been made and he was only sounding as guilty as he really was.  “Where did you learn that spell, Harry?” he asked, trying to return to the role of teacher.  
“From a book, Professor,” said Harry.  
“And how do you imagine those two spells might work together?”
“Well, if I understand it correctly, the Nymphomanium requires you to kiss the girl first.  Once she kisses you then you can turn her into a… ummm,” he tried to recall the words that had been penciled into the margin of the Hard Prince’s book, “… a wild, sex hungry bimbo with a taste for cum.”
“Yes, yes,” said Clinton.  He could tell the boy knew what he’d been doing.  He wondered if Harry had read his mind or seen him later with the girl.  
But Harry hadn’t seen Clinton put the rest of his plan into action; he’d just surmised this on his own.  “Well, then you start with the Boy Toy spell to make yourself look young.  You get a girl to kiss you.  I mean, no first year would kiss a professor or even a sixth year student.  But some of them might kiss another boy their own age.  Like you said, under the Boy Toy spell, you can’t do anything more than make out.  But, after you change back, suppose you went back to the girl and used Nymphomanium?”
“I suppose that would work,” said Clinton, trying to sound noncommittal.  “You uh, haven’t seen anyone, uh, using that particular technique, have you, Harry?”
“No, sir,” said Harry.  “Even if I did, I’m sure I wouldn’t say anything about it.  I wouldn’t want to embarrass anyone.”
“Well here, take some of this, Harry,” he handed a small vial of a light tan paste to the boy.  
“What is it?” asked Harry.  He liked that Clinton shared his magic with him.
“Old muggle trick,” said Clinton.  “It’s called makeup.  Put a dab on your forehead if you’re going to try to score with a little girl.  That scar of yours is a dead giveaway.”
Harry blushed scarlet as he took the tube from Clinton.  He hadn’t wanted to seem so obvious, but Clinton had clearly seen his interest.  Then he thought to himself.  Clinton didn’t blush even though he knows I caught him.  Have to think like an American Professor.  No shame for your ‘little’ indiscretions.
Wednesday, Professor Chambers asked her class, “Girls, how many of you don’t like that unsightly hair around your pussy?” Most of the girls raised their hands. “Well, interestingly enough,” continued Chambers.  “Most of the boys don’t like it on you either. Who can name some ways to get rid of pussy hair?”
The girls all threw out their ideas, including shaving, waxing, and cream.  They were all messy and time consuming.  
“Today, we’re going to learn the quick and easy way to get rid of your pussy hair.  Put your wands away, this is one of the very few spells that doesn’t require a wand.” She paused as the girls slipped their wands into their pockets.  “Miss Chang, please come forward, I’ll need a volunteer for this.  You see, it’s also something you cannot perform on yourself.  Though, I might add, it works equally well on wizards as it does on witches.”
Cho went to the front of the class.  Chambers stood with her back to the class and got Cho to face the class.  The Oriental girl had shaved her pussy so there was a thin strip of hair down the center.  “You must use your hands like this,” said Chambers, she rotated her right hand counter clockwise, stopped, and then rotated her left hand clockwise.  “As you do, you say the spell.”  Again she rotated her right hand counter clockwise and said, “Wax on.”  A full bushy triangle of dark hair appeared on Cho’s pussy.  Then Chambers rotated her left hand clockwise, “Wax off.”
“Yeeoowww,” screamed Cho.  But her pussy was clean as the day she was born.  
“Wax on,” said Chambers, rotating her hand.  “Wax off.”
“Yeeoowww,” screamed Cho again.  
“As you’ll notice, it does feel to Miss Chang as if she is getting her hair waxed.  It is quick and easy, but I didn’t say painless.” She made to demonstrate it again.  “Wax on.”
“Don’t you…” yelled Cho.
“Wax off.”
“Yeeoww,” screamed Cho.  She rotated her hand at Chamber’s hairy pussy.  “Wax off.”
“Owwww,” said Chambers. “Wax on.  Wax off.”
“Yeeoww,” said Cho.  “Wax on. Wax off.”
“Wax on.  Wax off.”
“Wax on.  Wax off.”
“Wax on. Wax off.”
“Oooh,” said Hermione.  “Catfight.  Catfight.”  The girls stood and surrounded the professor and student as the fur flew, literally.  
Abruptly, Professor Chambers got herself back under control. She stopped performing the spell on Cho and suffered through a few more hair pulling spells by Cho, who just wanted to get even.  After Cho was done, Chambers was breathless.  “OK, everyone sit back down,” she gasped.  “Miss Chang has demonstrated her proficiency at the spell.  Ten points for Ravenclaw.  Now I want each of you to practice.  Pick a partner and get to it.”
The next Friday, Harry wanted to try another experiment.  He was saving the scarce rohypnol bones that Professor Clinton had shared with him even though he had quite a full bottle and a pinch was hardly any at all.  Still, now that he had let his cock get a taste of pussy, he’d noticed that Ginny Weasley was always around him.  When he thought about it, it was clear that the younger girl had a crush on him.  He wondered just how far that crush went.  
The freckle faced red head did indeed have a crush on Harry.  That and her trust of the boy was what had her standing alone outside the Room of Requirement with him.  They looked in the door and Harry saw a tiny little bedroom. “Oh, Harry, it’s perfect,” said Ginny as she stepped into the room.  “How did you do it?”
Harry wasn’t sure what he’d done at first, but then he recognized Ginny’s bedroom at the Weasley’s house.  It had cute little stuffed animals at the head of the bed and a tattered hand-me-down quilt at its foot.  The memories flashed through his mind as he realized he had first seen her there as an 11-year-old girl.  Even though he was only 12 himself, he’d thought she was cute. The room was cramped with just the two of them in it.  
They could either sit on the bed, side by side, or both stand facing as they were now.  Pressed together in the tight space, Ginny was suddenly aware that she was alone with and close to her crush.  She looked nervously up into Harry’s eyes and was surprised that for the first time ever, he was looking back at her as if he had the same feelings.  The poor girl couldn’t tell love from lust, but she did know that Harry had more on his mind that just touring the school.  
“Harry?” she asked coyly. “What are we doing here?”
“Umm, I wanted to be alone with you, Ginny,” said Harry. “I thought maybe… you’d like that, too.”
“It’s nice, Harry,” said Ginny.  There was a little space behind her, but she leaned into the boy, “Ooo, it’s a little tight in here.”
“Yes, you are, I mean, it is,” said Harry.  He put his hands on her hips, steadying her.  His mind was racing. He had spells ready at hand, but it didn’t look like he would need any of them to get started.  He leaned down and kissed the girl on the lips.  She responded eagerly, kissing him they way she’d dreamed of kissing him for many years now.  His tongue was in her mouth and she sucked on it, and then pushed her tongue into his.  
“Oh, yeah, Harry,” she murmured. “That was nice.”  She sat down on the bed and patted the spot beside her.  Harry sat and they kissed for a few more minutes.  
Knowing what he wanted, Harry decided to take it slow.  He caressed her cheek softly and kissed her again.  Then he laid her back on the bed, kissing her and caressing her bare arms.  When he thought she was ready, Harry put his hand on her small breast.  
“Harry, no,” said Ginny.  That was a little fast for her.  She had a crush on him, but she wasn’t going to go any further than necking tonight.  She took his hand from her tit and put it back on her arm.  
Harry wasn’t about to be denied.  He clutched his wand and whispered, “Nymphomanium.”  The spell he’d memorized from the Hard Prince’s book was said to work only after the girl had kissed him.  He’d at least gotten that far.  Now he paused to see what effect it would have on the hapless girl.  
“Well, OK, if you insist,” said Ginny with a giggle.  She put his hand back on her breast. “Let me know if my blouse gets in the way.”  Then she kissed him again.  The passion behind this kiss left Harry wondering if his tonsils were still intact.  
They kissed for a couple more minutes with Ginny getting more and more excited with each passing moment.  She was moaning in pleasure as Harry fondled her young tits through her blouse and bra.  He swore he could feel her nipples even through the two layers of material.  
“Holy cow, Harry, I never thought it would be this good,” she sighed. Even as she spoke, she undid a couple of buttons on her blouse.  “Is this OK?” she asked.  What Harry didn’t realize was that the spell he’d used worked better on a more experience girl.  For now he’d lit a fire inside the 15-year-old, but she didn’t know for sure what to do about it.  
“Yeah, Ginny,” said Harry enthusiastically.  “It’s more than OK.”  He helped her by undoing the rest of her buttons.  
She shrugged off the blouse to reveal her thin bra.  It wasn’t filled out as nicely as Hermione’s had been the week before, but it was still nice.  Harry fondled her tits through the bra, but she said, “That’s not right either, Harry.” Without further ado, she reached back and undid the clasp of her bra, letting her tits free to Harry’s eyes and hands.  She had lovely little pink nipples that nearly matched her skin.  Freckles adorned her small breasts.  
Yet, to Harry, there was something just not quite right.  The room made him think of a younger Ginny.  He took his wand in hand again and said, “Lolitium.”  The girl under him shrank by a few inches in height.  Her tits melted into her body, leaving her with just the tiny pink nipples.
Ginny giggled at the change in her body.  “Harry, I feel like a little girl again,” she said.  “But you’re ever so much older than me now.  Mmm, take me, big man.”
Harry played with the little girl’s hard little nipples on her flat chest.  He tongued them and then sucked on them until they stood up like bullets.  The whole time Ginny cooed and moaned in pleasure at his every touch.  He stood in the tiny room and removed his shirt, shoes, and pants. As he did, Ginny slid down her jeans and panties, lying naked on her bed.  Her tender little pussy was hairless, the puffy pussy lips clearly visible to Harry’s lecherous gaze.  He dropped his underwear to reveal his hard cock.  After just performing the Lolitium spell on Ginny, he didn’t dare do the Jonsium Holmsimus on himself.  She would be tight enough as it was.  
He moved the little girl so that she was lying on her back with her head on the pillows and her feet at the other end of the bed.  “Restrainio,” he said as he waved his wand over her.  Ropes slithered in from several directions.  They wrapped themselves around the girl’s wrists, ankles, and knees.  The ropes pulled her arms up high to the corners of the bed, and her ankles and knees wide. 
The 11-year-old was totally helpless, but she giggled with delight at her predicament.  Harry was going to have his way with her and that seemed just fine to her. There were still a couple of matters to take care of.  Since this was the Room of Requirements, Harry knew that everything he needed would be there.  He opened the only drawer in the nightstand by the bed and smiled.  From the drawer he pulled two clothespins.  
“What are those for?” asked Ginny innocently.  
“They are for you,” said Harry.  “And they’re going right here.”  He clipped on one her right nipple.
“Eeeeee,” squealed Ginny as the clamp crushed her tender nipple.  “Aaahhh, Harry, take it off, take it off.”
With a sinister smile, he clipped the other one in place on her left nipple.  “Aaaahhheee, puh-puh-leeease, take it o-o-offff,” she gasped.  Instead, he pulled out a ball gag and shoved it into her cute little mouth.  “Mummphf, ummphf,” said Ginny.  Her eyes rolled in pain, but then they opened in shock as Harry pulled out a wooden paddle from the drawer.  That had never been in her drawer at home.
The girl’s thighs were spread wide open, making her soft inner thighs a perfect target.  Harry smacked first one and then the other.  “Mmmaaaa, umpphff,” moaned Ginny into the gag.  The pain was incredible.  Yet, she still wanted Harry.  In fact, the longer he made her wait, the more she wanted him.  He worked the paddle up and down her thighs until they were bright red.  “Ummphf, uunnnnn,” moaned Ginny as he worked her over.  
Her body was on fire from the inside.  She wanted his cock inside her.  She wanted him to touch her.  She needed something that she’d never had before.    But, he was taking his time about giving it to her.  Her body relaxed as he set down the wooden paddle, but she tensed all over again when he reached into the drawer.  This time he brought out a riding crop.  “Gonna ride my little girl all night long,” said Harry. “First she’s gonna feel the sting of my whip.”
“Ummm, mummphf,” said Ginny.  She was ready for some cock.  She didn’t want this anymore.
Harry slapped the crop against the bottom of Ginny’s feet, sending pain shooting up her legs.  He tapped lightly on her exposed and helpless tummy until she was screaming into the gag again.  He worked all around her sensitive nipples. The thrill of watching the little girl scream and writhe in pain was incredible.  Finally, he removed the gag from her mouth. 
“Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck, fuck,” panted Ginny.  “Fuck me, Harry. Fuck the little girl.  Fuck me, please.”  She was beside herself with lust and need.  
“Lindium Lovelace,” said Harry, using yet another spell he’d found in the margin of the Hard Prince’s book.  It was a spell that the girls all learned right away, but not one the boys usually used.  Then he pushed his cock into the tight sweet mouth of the little girl.  She sucked greedily on it as if she’d been waiting all her life for this moment.  It was all the way down her throat and she wished that somehow it could get even farther inside her.  
As Harry fucked Ginny’s mouth, he slapped the crop against her thighs, riding his little girl all the way.  She grunted with each slap, her throat tightening even more.  She was completely at Harry’s mercy, satisfying his every need.  He pounded down her throat and shot his load.  His cum flooded her mouth and she eagerly swallowed every drop.  
“More, more,” panted Ginny as Harry pulled away. 
“Lancelot Magnifico,” said Harry.  His sated cock instantly leaped to life again.  This time he slid his cock into the hairless pussy that was spread wide and waiting for him.  
This was what Ginny desperately needed.  The cock sank to the hilt in her juicy little cunt and she squealed in pleasure.  She threw her head back and screamed in pleasure as orgasm after orgasm swept through her tiny body.  Harry fucked her until he came again, milked dry by her incredibly tight pussy.  
When Harry pulled out, she begged him for more.  “Restrainio,” he said again.  The ropes untied themselves from the bed, but stayed on her wrists, ankles, and knees.  He watched as the ropes tugged the helpless girl around, flipping her over until she was on her stomach.  Then the ropes retied themselves to the bed, trapping the girl on her hands and knees.  
Harry knelt behind the tight little ass of the 11-year-old.  “Lancelot Magnifico,” he said one more time.  Then he put his cock to her sphincter and pushed against the tight ring guarding her ass. 
“Oh, fuck, yes, Harry,” moaned the girl as he penetrated her from behind.  Using the riding crop to whip the flanks of his trusty mount, he rode the girl to yet another orgasm.  She was screaming in pleasure the whole time, losing count of her own orgasms.  
When Ginny was begging for more, Harry had to use his wand to calm her down.  “Cold shower,” he said as he waved it over her.  
For the first time in over an hour, Ginny felt the fire leave her body.  “Oh, my God,” she said.  “What have we done?  What did you do to me, Harry?”  Every inch of her body seemed to be on fire from the whipping.  She could still remember the thrill of so many orgasms, but now her virgin cunt and ass were feeling the pain of their first stretching.  She blushed at the memory of what she’d just done with Harry.  
Harry was prepared for the moment when the Nymphomanium spell was countered.  He didn’t want her to remember what had happened and tell anyone.  But first, he untied the girl and let her get dressed.  She wanted to get away from Harry so bad that she was almost ready to run out of the room nude, but he made her get dressed.  She had to look just as she had when they came in if he wanted the spell to work right.  
When she was fixed up just right, Harry waved his wand and said, “Love em and leave em, love em and leave em, love em and leave em.”  He figured that three times would be necessary since each spell removed an hour of her memory.  They had been there for quite a while.  The notation in the Hard Prince’s book said, “Use this to make the wench forget the past hour of rough sex.”
Ginny looked around the room.  “Oh, Harry, it’s perfect.  How did you do it?”  Ginny found herself pressed up against Harry.  Looking into his eyes, she thought he looked tired.  She so badly wanted to kiss him, but he clearly wasn’t in the mood.  “Do you want to go now?” she asked.  “You look like you had a long day.”
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It was mid morning on Saturday when Hermione saw Ginny walked gingerly down the hall toward breakfast.  Since the younger girl was normally an early riser, Hermione was surprised.  “Everything OK, Ginny?” she asked.  
“Just a little sore,” said Ginny.  
Hermione could empathize with the girl, but Ginny was one of the girls she least expected to be suffering the same fate that she had a week ago.  She found it hard to believe that Ginny was sore in those same places.  “Where are you sore?” she asked, just to be sure.
“Private places,” whispered Ginny.  “My butt and my vagina.”  She trusted the older girl to keep her secret.
“Hmmm,” said Hermione.  Sounded like Ginny might have been the victim of the same culprit.  “Any idea why you’re so sore?”
“Not a clue,” said Ginny.  “I went to bed early last night and woke up late.”
Hermione took out her wand and said, “Jesus, Joseph, and Mary.”
Pop went Ginny.  Her eyes opened in surprise. “Oooo,” she said.  “That felt weird.”
Hermione had eaten breakfast already, but she walked back down with Ginny, explaining what she thought had happened to the poor girl.  
Harry spent more time studying that usual.  It wasn’t just that he was preparing for exams.  It was actually fun to study as long as the subject was the Art of Dirty Tricks.  There were a couple of interesting spells written in the margin of this section of the book.  Permanente had the notation, 
Use with great care 1) makes your spells permanent, 2) can only be undone by you, and 3) doesn’t even end if you die.  Say it right before the spell, as in ‘Permanente Lolitium.’  To undo, say ‘Non Permanente Lolitium.’  Did a ‘Permanente Chesty Morganus’ on Lily a month ago when she was asleep.  Hope she never finds out who did it.  Whoo hoo.
Then there was a later notation, written in different ink.  
Lily found out.  Had to undo it.  Guess I can’t complain now that she’s done a ‘Permanente Little Dingus’ on me.  She says she’ll undo it in a month.  Bet she can’t wait that long.
The second spell that Harry had found was right on the next page.  Secretum had the notation,
We’re learning how to do silent spells this year, but what good is that?  With the flashy light that goes from my wand to the subject, the subject still knows who did it.  Aha, Secretum is that answer to that.  Think ‘Secretum Chesty Morganus’ and poof, big tits, no clue who did it.  McGonagall was furious, but she’ll never know.  
Shortly after that entry was a new one.
Don’t mess with McGonagall.  Need to find out what kind of curse keeps Lancelot Magnifico from working.  Desperately need counter curse.  
Then a third notation.
Counter curse worse than curse.  Lancelot Magnifico works once again, but I’ll never get the vision of McGonagall naked out of my head.  
With the Marauder’s Map in hand, Harry went up into the bell tower where he could see down over Hogwarts.  Hermione was out for a walk and headed back toward Hogwarts.  From his vantage point he saw her coming.  “Secretum Permanente Thong,” he said waving his wand.  He saw her stop in confusion, pull at her jeans, and then look around for someone suspicious.  Harry chuckled to himself. “Secretum Permanente Victorismo Secretus,” he said.  Again Hermione stopped and checked the area around her for suspicious characters, this time she clutched at her chest. 
Harry ran back down the steps and met Hermione as she was walking quickly through the halls toward the dormitory.  “Hi, Hermione,” he called out.  
“Hi, Harry,” she said as she brushed past him.  
“Something wrong, Hermione?” he asked innocently.
“No, Harry,” she stopped, suddenly aware that she was being rude.  She decided that there was no way Harry could see her embarrassing underwear, so she stopped her rush. “Just… I was going to change clothes, but that can wait.”
“You look just fine,” said Harry.  
“Harry, can you keep a secret?”
“You know I can.”
“Have you heard any of the boys talking about me?”
“What?  Like how good you are at everything?” joked Harry.  “Guess they talk about you a lot.”
“No, I mean, talk about me like they were playing tricks on me or getting even for something?”
“Gosh, no, Hermione,” said Harry.  “But then, everyone knows I’m your friend.  Nobody would say something like that to me.  Why?  What’s going on?”
“Oh, nothing I can really put my finger on.  I lost track of some time.  Odd things happen, but nobody else is around.”  Hermione shook her long hair.  “Oh, never mind.  It’s probably nothing.”  Still, those damned panties were riding up her ass and she could feel her nipples rubbing against her shirt.  It was kind of stimulating.  She pushed out her chest.  Aware that her nipples would have to be awfully hard to poke through the thick sweater, she considered pulling it off.  Then she shook her head again.  Why would I want Harry to stare at my hard nipples? she wondered.  
“What do the boys learn about in Art of Dirty Tricks?” asked Hermione.
“Stuff,” said Harry.  “Mostly how to make a witch, er, um, happy.”
“Sounds like our class,” said Hermione.  “Would you show me some of the lessons?”
“Uh, no offense, Hermione, but no.  I mean, you’re a friend and well, you’re cute and all, but… uh, I don’t want to show you any dirty tricks.  I mean, the whole class is done naked.”
“Yeah, Harry, I know what you mean,” said Hermione.  “I guess I would feel awkward trying to show you some of the stuff I’ve learned.”  She knew she had a trusted friend in Harry.  He couldn’t even bring himself to be naked around her. He was about the only person that wasn’t under suspicion of having raped her.  Everybody else was on her list, including Ron Weasley.  
“Hermione, can I ask you a question?” said Harry.
“What, Harry?”
“Which girls got sent to the afternoon Art of Dirty Tricks class?”
“Why, Harry?”
“Just want to know who not to ask to the Christmas dance,” he said.  
“Well, Cho is still in the class,” said Hermione with a knowing look at Harry.  Then she ticked off the names of the six who weren’t in her class anymore.  
The girls rarely saw Professor Chambers outside of the classroom, so Cho almost didn’t recognize the witch with her clothes on.  But, she’d been waiting a week for the opportunity, so when she did see Chambers, Cho walked right up to her.  It didn’t matter that there were several other, younger students around.  In fact, that made it even better.  
“Professor Chambers,” said Cho being respectful, “I was wondering if the spells that we’re learning work at other times.  You know like when we’re outside the classroom and wearing, say, our school robes.”  In the crowded hallway she didn’t want to come right out and ask if they had to be naked for the spells to work, and the professor got the idea.  
“Yes, Miss Chang,” said Chambers.  “They work all the time,”
Cho smiled, spun her hands quickly, and said, “Wax on.  Wax off.” She smiled sweetly as Chambers could do nothing but grit her teeth to suppress a yelp of pain.  
“Very good, Miss Chang,” said Chambers through clenched teeth.  
Cho turned with a flip of her hair and flounced away.  She got about six feet before she screamed, “Yeeeooww.”  But the feeling was worse.  This time it felt like the wax and hair had been ripped off her tender asshole instead of her pussy lips.  She bit her lip to ease the pain, learning never to turn her back on Professor Chambers.  
Harry could remember what it felt like to be a first year student all over again.  He had performed the Boy Toy spell on himself and now was entering the library on Friday afternoon.  It felt strange for the doors to be so big and heavy, yet it was strangely familiar, too.  He’d applied the makeup just like Clinton had suggested, so he hoped no one would notice him.  Wandering the library, he saw three Hufflepuff first year girls at a table. They were arguing in whispered voices. 
As Harry got closer, he could tell they were arguing about Potions.  It wasn’t one of his better subjects, but he knew he could answer any question the first years had.  So, he sat himself down at the table and picked up on the conversation.  “No, limp weed is not the same as limp lily.”  He launched into a discourse of the problem with confusing the two. 
“Wow,” said one of the girls, Gina Porterson.  “How did you learn so much?” Her pretty blue eyes twinkled with delight at the handsome boy.  She had short blond hair.
“Studying,” lied Harry.  He looked at what the girls were doing and saw they had a worksheet that was due tomorrow.  “Oh, working on that, are you?” he said casually.  “I finished that already.”  
“Oh, will you help us?” asked Kendra O’Malley.  She was a pretty brunette with long hair and big brown eyes.  Her nose was just a perfect little button and her lips were so pouty that Harry wondered if she knew what cock sucking was.
“I suppose I could,” said Harry.  Harry introduced himself as Ron Potter. The girls introduced themselves.  The one girl who hadn’t spoken yet batted her eyes shyly at Harry.  Linda Abelmarl had long blond hair and blue eyes.  Her long eye lashes seemed to wave at Harry as she stared at him.  “For a price,” he added to his promise of help.
“Awww,” said Gina.  “I knew it was too good to be true.”
“What’s the price?” asked Kendra.
“A kiss,” said Harry.
“We hardly know you,” said Gina.  
“I’ll do it,” said Linda, surprising Harry and her friends.  
“I mean a kiss from each of you,” said Harry, although Linda’s offer alone would make his afternoon a success.  
“What do we get for a kiss?” demanded Gina suspiciously.  
“OK,” said Harry.  “A kiss from Linda now to get started.  If I help you answer all the questions on your worksheet, then you and Kendra have to kiss me when we’re done.”
“Deal,” said Kendra.  She looked at Gina for an answer.
“Well, OK,” said Gina.  “But you better have the right answers.”
Linda giggled as she leaned across the table and let Harry kiss her.  She looked surprised as his tongue invaded her young mouth, but Harry was pretty sure that the kiss had to be open mouth, tongue to tongue, before it counted for the second stage of his plan.  He knew he could close the deal on Linda later.  He just had to work on the other two.  
It took him less than ten minutes to get the right answers for the girls.  They were barely halfway through the first term, so the questions were so basic he had no trouble with them.  What’s the difference between chopped toadstools and diced mushrooms?  How much is a pinch? Does the color of the cauldron matter?  He breezed through them.  
Then, he took the girls behind the bookshelves and kissed Kendra thoroughly.  As he pulled his lips away, the 11-year-old sighed, “Aaahhhhh.”  She opened her eyes again and looked at Harry.  “I didn’t know a boy our age knew how to kiss like that.”  She closed her eyes and leaned toward him again.  Harry pressed his lips against hers and pushed his tongue into her mouth again.  
“My turn, my turn,” whispered Gina urgently.  She was tired of watching Kendra suck on Harry’s tongue.  Harry turned to face her and was surprised by her eager kiss.  She sucked on his lip and then pushed her tongue into his mouth.  It seemed like she’d done this before.  He kissed her long and hard, knowing that he owned the three girls now.  
When Linda offered to kiss him a second time, Harry didn’t pass up the chance.  As she pressed her body against him, he put his hand inside her school robe and on her breast.  He could feel the tiny swell of a peaked nipple inside the shirt.  “Oh, my God,” said Gina as she noticed what was going on.  Right here in the library a boy was copping a feel.  
Harry had to excuse himself from the three.  He could renew the spell, but he didn’t want to and it would wear off soon.  Besides, he was beginning to think that the girls would neck with him all afternoon.  He was hot and bothered and necking would only make it worse.  
Harry made it out of the library and back to the closest boys’ bathroom before the spell wore off.  Then, he did a quick reversal and went back to the library.  The three girls were just coming out the door as he came up.  “Hi,” said Harry.  
The girls’ eyes got big.  Not only was a sixth year boy speaking to them, but it was the famous Harry Potter.  “Have you seen my little brother, Ron?” he asked.  
The girls instantly saw the resemblance.  “Yes,” said Linda. “We were just studying with him.  He’s so smart,” she added.  
“Oh, pulled that one on you, did he?” said Harry.  “He’s got a secret.”
“What’s that?” asked Gina.  She knew she’d been right to be suspicious.  Never mind that her worksheet was complete.  Ron Potter hadn’t been honest with them.  
“He’s got a book with all the answers,” said Harry.  “I gave it to him.”
“Wow,” said Kendra.  There was nothing that made more sense than a famous, talented, and powerful wizard like Harry Potter sharing his secrets with his little brother.  “He’s so lucky to have you for a brother,” said Kendra dreamily.  
Harry wondered if perhaps he hadn’t needed to be an 11-year-old boy to get their trust.  These girls thought Harry Potter was a dream.  Maybe they’d have kissed him without the trouble of the spell.  “Aww,” said Harry, dismissing her adoration.  “I’ll let you use it, too,” he said.  “Follow me. I’ll show you where it is.”
With that, Harry led the girls up to the Room of Requirement.  A few steps from the door, he said, “Secretum Nymphomanium.”  It was soft enough that the girls didn’t hear, but they felt the effect immediately.  
Gina looked over her shoulder at Harry and said, “I don’t know about you two girls, but I could just eat Harry Potter alive.” Harry had to push his way past them and through the open and waiting door.  As usual, he didn’t know what to expect.  He stared in confusion at the sight.  There was a square mat on the floor with a handle at each of the four corners.  Several coils of rope lay around, but not enough to secure all the girls. This looked like it would work only for one at a time.  
“Cool,” said Kendra as she eyed the set up.  “I think we own him now.”
Gina walked over and picked up a length of rope.  “Bring him over here, girls,” she said, twirling the rope with an evil glint in her eye.  
Harry looked back over his shoulder at the door leading out.  It fit the needs of the three girls perfectly.  It had turned into a barred door that was locked.  There was no escape for him.  Harry turned back to face the girls. Kendra and Linda each grabbed a hand and pulled Harry toward the mat.  The wizard struggled against the pull of the two slightly built girls, but they had lust in their eyes and more determination than he expected.  
Just as they reached the edge of the mat, the little Linda stepped in front of Harry, threw her hip into him, and flung him over her shoulder.  Taken completely by surprise, he fell on the mat with the wind knocked out of him.  Gasping for air, he found it difficult to move.  He was about to get up when Kendra fell on his chest.  “Wwhooosh,” went the air out of him again.  He coughed and sputtered, trying to get his wind back.  
Working quickly, Gina tied Harry’s right hand to one of the corners of the mat.  She picked up a second length of rope and started on the second hand, tying it to the corner on the other side of his head.  Harry feebly pulled his arm back, but he was pinned under Kendra and Linda was holding his arm down as Gina tied.  As he started to rise again, Kendra stood only to fall back on him in a Wrestlemania slam that emptied his lungs again.  “Oooomfph,” said Harry.  
With Harry’s arms tied, the three girls momentarily studied their catch.  Then Linda reached down and shredded Harry’s shirt.  Gina went for Harry’s pants, unbuckling the belt and unzipping his pants.  Kendra pulled off his shoes.  Working together, Gina and Kendra slid Harry’s pants down and then his underwear.  He was naked with his cock pointing at the ceiling.  
Now Gina and Kendra pinned down his left leg while Linda tied his ankle to the third corner of the mat.  A minute later, his other ankle was tied to the remaining corner and he was spread eagle on his back.  “Yee haw,” said Linda as the pretty blond ripped off her own clothes.  She stood over the boy with a wild look in her eyes.  Harry hardly had time to take in her pink nipples atop a flat chest, her narrow hips, her hairless slit, and the slender thighs before she squatted down and took his cock up her tight cunt in a single motion.  
She had one hand up in the air and the other resting on Harry’s thighs and looked every bit like a bronco busting rodeo rider as she slid up and down on Harry’s cock.  “Yee haw,” she squealed again as the cock tickled her inside and out.  Harry might as well have been a mechanical bull with a cock that stuck up the 11-year-old’s cunt.  
Harry stared in disbelief at his predicament as he bucked for the little girl.  He’d come here to take advantage of the girls, and now he was the one tied up.  Not that he wasn’t enjoying the view of the 11-year-old cowgirl riding him hard.  Not that he wasn’t looking forward to the other two using him just as wildly.  But… damn, his eyes opened wide as he saw Kendra coming toward him.  She was nude as well, sporting essentially the same look as Linda.  That flat chest, puffy pussy, skinny ass look that made a little girl so desirable.  But, it was the riding crop in her hand that really got his attention.  

The 11-year-old raised the crop and Harry heard it whistle through the air.  He heard the snap of the crop as it hit bare flesh, but he didn’t feel the sting.  “Hooeee,” squealed Linda. “Spank me, whip me, do me hard, bitch,” she screamed.  Kendra slapped the crop across Linda’s bare ass again.  “Yee haw, oh, do me hard,” yelled the cowgirl.  
On his other side, Harry saw Gina appear.  She was nude, with just a tad more baby fat than the other two.  Her tummy was round and she had small tits where the others had none.  She had a hand in her pussy, frantically rubbing her cunt as she watched her two friends working Harry over.  
The young wizard started to get into the action, thrusting his hips upward as Linda came down.  “Yee haw,” she screamed, her ass striped and hot.  The cock plunged in and out of her cunt as she worked herself up to a frenzy.  “Fuck me, Harry, all the way up. Do me hard, yeah, eeee, whip me, bitch, make it burn, oh, oh, fuck, God Almighty, fuck, I’m… I’m … yee haw, here it comes, woo eee,” she squealed as she came.  “Do it, don’t stop now, harder, faster, whip me, spank me, whip my hot… little… ass…, you…bitch… cunt… whore.”
Abruptly, Linda stood, “Whoo,” she gasped.  “That was great.  Who’s next?”
The word weren’t even out of Linda’s mouth before Gina took the same position.  She knelt down on Harry’s cock, letting it sink to the hilt in her tight pussy.  Leaning forward, she took Harry’s nipple in her mouth and bit it.  “Yum,” she said. “I thought Linda was going to take it all, but there’s plenty left, isn’t there.”  She started slowly, fucking herself up and down on Harry’s throbbing cock with a slow and steady pace.  
The blond tossed her hair and looked back at Linda.  “You gonna put that whip to use, little cowgirl?” she asked in a sultry voice. “Meow, I just can’t wait to feel that sting.  Ooo, it’s just soooo good.” She started picking up speed, fucking Harry with a slowly increasing rhythm.  
Harry heard the snap of the crop. “Jesus, little cowgirl,” said Gina.  “Is that all you’ve got?”  She leaned back over Harry, nibbling on his nipples until they were hard as rocks.  She licked her tongue up his chest and then bit his neck.  “I said I was going to eat you alive, meow.”  She rose up off his cock and slid down his body until she could take his cock in her mouth.  She licked up the length of his throbbing cock, tasting her own juices and then swallowed his entire cock.  The vixen kept up the same slowly increasing pace as she had while fucking herself.  
Harry could still hear and see the snap of the crop across Gina’s ass.  But, the only acknowledgement the blond gave to her whipping was an occasional look back at Linda, “Is that all you got, little cowgirl?” she’d repeat each time.  He stared at the lovely young mouth of the 11-year-old as her lips spread wide and sucked him down.  He was pulling in desperation on the restrains at his wrists.  She was teasing him with her mouth.  The orgasm inside him was building, but unless she picked up the pace, he’d never come.  
Finally, she looked up at him.  “Fuck, Harry, I’m done being a nice girl.”  She stood up and squatted down on his cock.  “Fuck me hard, Harry,” she screamed.  Suddenly her pace was frantic as she pumped up and down on his cock.  “Whip me, cowgirl, make me cum.  Make it hurt, make the hot little girl cum all over the big hard cock.  Fuck, cowgirl, whip my nipples.” 
Linda switched her whipping to Gina’s front and started whipping the crop sharply across the girl’s tender nipples.  “Fuck yes,” panted Gina, feeling her own blood start boiling.  “Fucking whip me, cowgirl.  Whip the shit out of my nipples, eeeaaaaa, God damn that hurts.  Yeah, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh, yeah,” she panted.  “Gonna get there, gonna do it, harder, big boy.  Deeper.  Harder.  Whip me.  Fuck yeeaaaaahhhhh,” she screamed as she came.  
This time Harry came with his rider.  His cock erupted, sending white hot cum up inside the tight cunt.  He thrust his hips up, keeping his cock buried as deep as he could as he filled her up.  
“My turn, my turn,” whined Kendra, pushing Gina out of the way.  .  “Oh, fuck no,” she moaned.  She stood and stared at Harry’s flaccid cock. “I need it bad.  I need a cock.”
“My wand,” said Harry.  “Give me my wand and I can make it hard again.”
“Don’t do it,” said Linda.  “He’ll use it to escape.  I want another turn.  Use his tongue,” she said.  
“His tongue!” yelled Kendra as if she should have thought of that.  She squatted down over Harry’s face, pressing her pussy to his mouth.  Harry ran his tongue out, parting the bald pussy lips and tasting the sweet nectar of the 11-year-old.  Kendra bounced up and down as Harry licked at her pussy.  He tongued her clit and nibbled on it to get her excited.  
“Tie me,” said Kendra.  She put her hands behind her back and let Gina tie her wrists together.  There was just one more length of rope.  It had to be used.  “My elbows,” panted Kendra.  “Tie my elbows together.”  She felt her friends pull her elbows together and she thrust her flat little chest out, eagerly showing it to the older boy.  His tongue was doing magic to her clit as she writhed in pain and pleasure.  “Now the whip, kitty cat,” she said to Gina.  “Whip my naughty ass and make me cum.”
Gina obliged her friend by snapping the crop hard and quick across her tight ass.  She squirmed in pain, but that was what she wanted.  She heated up as her ass started to sting.  “Whip me, kitty,” she begged.  “Lick me, Harry.  Lick it good, right… right… right there, ooo, yeah.”  She could stare down the length of her own body, past the hard nipples, past the flat tummy, past the rubbery pussy lips, and down to see the boy’s tongue ravaging her body.  
Kendra came in a wondrous orgasm as she watched Harry lick at her pussy.  It was so cool so see him helplessly licking her.  She didn’t care if he wanted to do it.  He had to do it.  He had to make her cum.  She shuddered in a final orgasm and stood up.  
Harry’s cock was still soft, so they had to give in and hand him his wand.  Harry didn’t even consider escape.  He was having too much fun.  “Lancelot Magnifico,” he said and watched his cock rise to the occasion.  
“Yee haw,” squealed Linda again as she stepped between his legs.  But this time, she knelt down and took his cock in her young mouth.  She held his balls in one hand, put her other hand on his ass, and licked her way up and down his shaft. Then she engulfed his cock, pressing her nose to his stomach.  “Umm, ummm, ummm,” she gurgled with the cock deep inside her.  She stuck a finger up Harry’s ass, twirling it around and felt Harry’s cock pulse with each twirl.  “I’m gonna make Harry Potter cum in my mouth,” she said and then sucked him back down.  Her head bobbed up and down until Harry did indeed cum in her mouth.  
Harry used his wand to rejuvenate his cock again, but Gina wanted her pussy licked this time.  This was turning out very different than Harry had imagined, but it was every bit as good as anything he’d ever done before.  After Gina had cum a second time, his cock was still hard.  This time Kendra had a chance to ride him hard and deep.  The two came together. 
By now Harry was exhausted and he was beginning to wonder when the nympho spell would wear off.  To his relief, it appeared to have worn off as the girls didn’t seem ready to go again.  “Releasio,” he commanded and the ropes untied themselves from his wrists and ankles.  He rolled over and cuddled Linda.  She appeared as worn out as he was.  As he held her, he watched in disbelief as her tits grew and she got taller.  She went from a little girl to a girl about his own age.  Suddenly he had a handful of tits.  
Confused, he looked over at Gina and Kendra only to see that they, too, were grown up girls.  Catching Harry staring at her, Linda said, “Oops, looks like it wore off, girls.”
Kendra had a sly smile on her face. “I told you if we tried it enough times one of the boys would fall for it.”
“But Harry Potter,” said Gina.  “Who’d of thought of that?  Can’t believe we just had Harry Potter.”
“What’s going on?” asked Harry.  
Linda giggled.  “We’re sixth years, too,” she said. Harry looked at them again, this time recognizing them as three Hufflepuff sixth years.  They were three that he’d seen around, but never shared a class with, so he hadn’t recognized their names.  “We used the Lolitium charm on each other to look like little girls.  Been doing it for a couple of weeks now and it finally paid off.”
“But, that spell doesn’t last long enough,” said Harry.  “It should have worn off sooner.”
“We just kept renewing it while you were busy with another one of us,” said Linda.  “Boys,” she said shaking her head.  “They’re so easy to fool.”
“Yeah, Ron Potter,” snorted Gina. “Even the first years know that Harry Potter doesn’t have any younger brothers or sisters.  You were just one when…” she paused.  “Well, sorry Harry, but when you-know-who killed your parents.”
“Yeah,” said Harry, “it’s rough being famous.  Can’t fool even the first years.”
“Sooo,” said Kendra, changing the subject. “What exactly was that spell you put on us at the door?  That was freaking hot.”
“Out of sight,” said Gina.
“Dreamy,” said Linda.  “I wanted to fuck forever.”
“I’m not telling,” said Harry.
“Oh come on, you have to,” insisted Kendra.
“Nope,” said Harry.  
“Do the boys all know it?” asked Linda.
“No, that’s why I’m not telling,” said Harry.  “It’s a secret.  None of them know it.  But, under the right conditions, I suppose I could be persuaded to demonstrate it again.”
“Holy fuck,” said Gina with reverence in her voice. “That’s why he’s Harry Potter.”
“What conditions?” demanded Linda.
“The three of you, a touch of Lolitium, and a quiet room where we won’t be disturbed?”
“Just the three of us?” asked Gina.
“Well no more than three,” said Harry.  “I don’t think I could take any more than that.  But, if one of you wasn’t available for some reason, maybe you could bring along a real first year.”
“Jeez, who’d of thought Harry Potter was a letch?” said Gina.  
“They all are,” said Kendra.
“Next Friday?” insisted Linda.
“No, actually, any day but Friday,” said Harry.  “I’ve kind of set aside Friday as my try something new day.”
“Next Saturday then,” said Linda, pinning him down. “10 am in the library.  You’ll help us with our homework again, Ron?” she grinned.  
“You’re on,” said Harry.  
Harry Potter and the Hard Prince
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Chapter 6
The next day was a Saturday and Harry was horny again.  He’d had more than a handful with the three Hufflepuffs, but he also knew that he was only getting sex on the weekends.  He wanted to make the most of this one.  He had set aside Friday as his try something new day, so he went back to an old standard.  He went and fetched a glass of pumpkin juice and then put a pinch of rohypnol bones in it.  Checking his map, he saw that Hermione was near the dormitory.  He started that way.  Just a few twists and turns and he almost bowled right into Hermione.  Wondering how she got there so fast, he offered her the pumpkin juice.
“Not right now, Harry,” said Hermione.  “I’m going somewhere.”
“Well, all the better to have a drink now,” said Harry.  “You know, if you’re going to be out for a while.”
“All right,” said the witch, giving in to Harry’s persistence.  She quickly downed the juice.  But, then she seemed bent on going to her destination.  
“Just a moment,” said Harry.  “I’ve got something terribly important to discuss,” he told her.  “It will only take five minutes.”  He was thinking that it would only take five minutes for the potion to take effect.  He knew from experience now that she wouldn’t remember a thing from a few minutes before she drank the potion until it wore off again.  She wouldn’t even remember meeting him in the hall, but it still took five minutes or so for her to become woozy and open to sexual suggestion.  
“Harry,” said Hermione in exasperation.  Then, she relented, “OK, five minutes.”  
He led her back to the Room of Requirement.  “I feel so odd, Harry,” said Hermione.  “I feel just like a girl.”
“Yeah, I would hope so,” said Harry.  “I hope you mean just like a naughty girl.”
“Well, yeah, that too,” said Hermione.  “But…”  Harry popped a ball gag in her mouth.  She had interrupted him several times last time they’d been here.  He wasn’t going to let it happen again.  “Humpfh, mumpfer,” said Hermione as Harry led her over to the stocks.  She wanted to fight him this time, but he managed to wrestle the slender girl into position and get the stocks locked down.  
The young wizard felt a sense of urgency this time.  He stripped Hermione quickly, noting her frilly bra and thong panties.  The Permanente spell had turned every bra and every pair of panties that she owned into a sexy under garment.  Anything she borrowed and put on turned into a tiny bra or thong panties.  And she still didn’t know who had done it.
Harry fucked her from behind like last time.  She fought against the stocks, struggling and squirming more vigorously than last time.  Harry had to wonder if she was remembering part of the previous experience.  Finished with her, Harry turned her loose in the hallway where he’d found her.  It had been too quick and not very satisfying, but it would last him through the week.  
Sunday morning, Harry woke up feeling refreshed.  He bounced out of bed, “Hey Ron, time to get up, sleepyhead,” he shouted.  

“Leave me alone,” said Ron.  He often had a hard time waking up as easily as Harry.  But then he groaned, “Oh, aaahhh, that hurts.”  He sat up in bed.  “Harry, I think we should call Madame Pomfrey,” he wailed and then fell back in bed.  
“Ron, what’s wrong?” asked Harry as his friend groaned.  
“On second thought, don’t call anybody.  It just hurts.  I’ll be fine.  Don’t know what happened though.”
“What did you do last night, Ron?” asked Harry.
“I don’t remember,” said Ron.  “Feels like I rode horses, or brooms, or maybe Hungarian Horntails all night long.”
Ron continued to complain, but they got up and went to breakfast, meeting Hermione on the way.  She looked at Ron as he walked funny and shook her head.  No way he could be feeling the same effects as she and Ginny had felt.  “A little sore, Ron?” she asked out of concern.
“Yeah,” Harry answered for him.  “He says he rode dragons all night long. I’m famished and it’s going to take him all day to get to breakfast.”
“Harry, you go on ahead,” said Hermione.  “I’ll walk slowly with Ron. I don’t mind.”
So Harry went down to breakfast and Hermione pulled Ron up short.  “Ronald Weasley, what did you do last night?”
“I don’t remember,” groaned Ron.  
“What’s the last thing you do remember?” demanded Hermione.  
“Doing something stupid,” said Ron.
“Riding a dragon?” asked Hermione.
“I said stupid, not suicidal,” replied Ron.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”
“You have to, Ron, this might be very important.”
“Well, I… Promise you won’t be mad, Hermione,” said Ron.
“I promise, Ron.”
“Well, I knew you were going to be studying all night, so I made some poly juice potion and turned myself into you.”
“Ron!” exclaimed Hermione.  “What on earth did you do that for?”
“I was going to sneak into the girls’ shower and watch for a while,” said Ron, hanging his head in shame.  
Boys! thought Hermione.  All those hormones and no brains at all.  “And do you remember peeking at any girls in the shower?”  
“No,” said Ron.  “I remember being in the hall.  That’s it.  Never made it to the showers.”
“I wonder,” mused Hermione aloud.  She took out her wand.  “Jesus, Joseph, and Mary,” she pointed her wand at Ron’s crotch.  
Pop went Ron.  “Ooo,” said the boy.  “That felt weird.”
“Yeah, I know,” said Hermione absently.  “That’s just what Ginny said.”  But how could that be possible on a boy? she wondered.  Even if he’d been a girl last night, would the effects have lasted this long?
“What about Ginny?” asked Ron.  
“Never mind,” said Hermione.  “Something very weird is going on around here.  We need to talk to Harry.”  The two ambled down to breakfast.  
They found Harry downing bacon and eggs.  He had recovered from famished and was merely hungry now.  After Hermione and Ron got some food, Hermione said, “Harry, we need to talk.”  Her tone was conspiratorial and Harry wanted to know what the big secret was.  “Somebody is attacking the girls in Gryffindor.”
“Attacking?” asked Ron.
“Actually, I think they’re being raped,” said Hermione.
“Raped,” wailed Ron.  “You didn’t say anything about raped on the way here.”
“Well, that’s what’s happening,” insisted Hermione.
“What’s Ron’s problem?” asked Harry, not that raped girls wasn’t a problem, but he seemed to be overreacting.  
“He took some poly juice last night and turned into me.  I think somebody…”  
She was cut off as Harry spewed pumpkin juice out his mouth and nose.  Choking, Harry tried to recover.  “That’s horrible,” he said.  “Ghastly.  Are you OK, Ron?”
“No, I’m not OK,” said the boy.  “I was bad, then I was better, but now I’m worse.”  He gritted his teeth and then said, “Neither one of you can say a word about this to anyone.”  He looked crossly at them.  “I mean, we need to find out who’s raped Hermione and Ginny, but no mention of me.”
“Who did it?” asked Harry.
“We don’t know,” said Hermione.  “None of us can remember a thing.”
“That’s powerful magic,” said Harry.
“That’s what Professor Chambers said,” added Hermione.
“One of the professors knows that I’ve been raped?” wailed Ron.
“No, of course not,” said Hermione.  “I’ve only just found out about it.  How could anyone else know?  She just knows that I have.  Well, I guess she doesn’t even think of it that way.  She thinks I’ve had a good time.”
Well, you did, thought Harry.  It wasn’t exactly rape.  It was more like… a fucking good time that you can’t remember a bit of.  “That doesn’t sound like a good time to me,” said Harry, taking her side and patting her hand as he said it. 
“No, and that’s not the worst of it.  Well, maybe rape is the worst of it.”
“There’s worse?” wailed Ron.
“Harry, I need you to take a look at Ron’s… bottom.  I was spanked and raped.”
“I was spanked?” wailed Ron.  “I had a pretty girl’s bottom and it got spanked?”
“Oh,” smiled Hermione sweetly.  “You think I’m pretty, Ron?”
“Well, yes, I guess so.”
“Then keep your poly juice to yourself, Ronald Weasley,” she snapped.  “It’s my pretty bottom and I don’t want you parading it around the school.”
“Don’t worry, Hermione, I learned my lesson,” said Ron.  “One time!  One time I dress up like a girl and wham, bam, thank you ma’am, I’m used and abused.”
Harry was thinking about Hermione’s pretty little bottom.  It looked even better with red stripes across it.  But, he knew that he wouldn’t find stripes on Ron’s ass.  He’d been in more of a hurry last night and hadn’t bothered to tan Hermione’s/Ron’s hide.  He let out a sigh of relief at that thought.  What if he had taken more time?  What if the poly juice potion had worn off while he was raping whoever it was he raped yesterday? Yeech.  It was already yeech.  That would have been double yeech.
“Look on the bright side,” said Harry.  “Poly juice is a difficult potion.  You must have done it right if you fooled… whoever.”  Damn, thought Harry.  I know these two people better than anyone.  He fooled even me.  
“Yeah,” said Ron, finding it hard to see the bright side.  “Great, I can turn myself into a rape victim.”
The three finished their breakfast and went back upstairs.  Harry’s quick check of Ron’s less than pretty bottom was done just for Ron’s benefit.  The talk had done some good for Harry, though.  He knew that Hermione was too smart to mess with any longer.  He had to find girls other than the Gryffindor girls.  
Harry Potter and the Hard Prince
By Kenna
Chapter 7
Sunday afternoon, Hermione was still trying to solve the mystery of who was attacking the Gryffindor girls.  But she realized she wasn’t sure it was only the Gryffindor girls that were involved. She spotted Cho as she was headed toward the main door of Hogwarts.  “Cho?” she called out, “can I talk to you for a few minutes?”
“Sure, Hermione,” said Cho, noticing that the other girl looked very earnest.  She wondered what was so important.  “I was just on my way out to watch the Ravenclaw quidditch practice, but I can be a few minutes late.”  It was a Ravenclaw tradition that the whole house turned out for the Sunday practice to cheer them on.  
“We need some place private,” said Hermione.  
“Let’s go up to the Ravenclaw girls’ dormitory,” said Cho.  “Nobody will be there.  Everyone is out at quidditch.”  She looked at the Hermione, wondering what could be so urgent.  The idea of a private meeting in her bedroom with the pretty girl sounded like it had potential.  
They two girls made their way back to the privacy of the dorm room and sat down on Cho’s bed.  “What’s so important?” asked Cho.  
“Have you heard of any of the Ravenclaw girls being attacked lately?” asked Hermione.  
“No,” said Cho.  “Why?  Has someone been attacking girls in Gryffindor?”
“You remember the red stripes on my bottom, don’t you?”
“Yeah,” said Cho.  She’d gotten used to seeing the other girls naked in class, but the sight of Hermione’s ass with stripes on it had made an impression. She remembered then getting excited when Professor Chambers had said Hermione had been spanked.  
“Well, somebody raped me and whipped me that weekend,” she said.  “Then, whoever is was made me forget what happened.”
“Were you… were you tied up?” asked Cho, getting that same tingly feeling she had in class at the mention of a spanking.  
“I don’t know,” said Hermione.  “I don’t remember any of it.”
“Did he play with your tits?” asked Cho, eyeing Hermione’s delectable mounds.  
“How would I know?” replied Hermione.  “Why?  Is that important?  Does this sound like something that’s happened here?”
“No,” said Cho.  “I haven’t heard of any of our girls getting tied, spanked, or raped.”
“Well, it’s happened to me… twice,” she said, figuring that the attack on Ron counted as an attack on her.  “And one other girl has a similar story.”  
“Who was that?” asked Cho.
“Never mind,” said Hermione.  “She wants to remain anonymous.”
Cho reached out and held Hermione’s hand.  “It must have been terrible.  I mean, if you forgot what happened, then you don’t know what it was like.  Was he any good?  Did you cum?  What does it feel like to be spanked?”
“Cho! What are you talking about?  I don’t care if he was good or if I came.  He shouldn’t have done it.”
“Did you ever think that maybe you wanted to do it?  Maybe you enjoyed it.  Maybe you wanted to forget about it.”
“Why would I want to do that?” asked Hermione.  
“Look at you, Hermione,” said Cho. “You’re so prim and proper.  Maybe you got wild and crazy and don’t want to remember that side of you.  You know… the magic wouldn’t have to be so powerful if you wanted to forget.”
“I’m prim and proper?” said Hermione.  She was thinking of the time she punched Malfoy. Or the times that she’d broken the rules to help her friends.  Or dancing with Viktor Krum at the Christmas Ball. Or, the underwear that she was wearing right now.  She didn’t want to be prim and proper.  She didn’t want to be wild and crazy either, but she hated to be called prim and proper.  
Abruptly Hermione stood and unzipped her jeans.  Pulling them down, she showed Cho the black thong panties. “This is prim and proper?” she demanded, turning around to make sure Cho got the full effect.
“Wow,” said Cho, her eyes wide.  “Those are hot.  Where’d you get those?”
Hermione didn’t want to admit now that it was somebody’s idea of a joke.  Instead she said, “All of my underwear looks like this.”  She skinned her shirt off over her head to reveal the tiny bra with her nipples peeking over the top of the lacy black cups.  “This is prim and proper?” she said again.  
“Wow, girl,” said Cho, her voice suddenly husky.  “That does not look prim and proper.  That looks like you’re ready to party.”  She glanced at the clock on the table.  They’d have over an hour before any of the other girls returned to the dormitory.  
Hermione looked down at herself, suddenly self-conscious.  She bent down and picked up her shirt again, using it to cover her tits.  But as Cho rose up off the bed, she froze.  Thoughts of getting dressed and leaving chased through her head and vanished.  “What are you doing?” she asked the pretty Oriental girl as she stood and approached.  
Cho took the band from her ponytail, shook out her long dark hair, and said, “What do you think I’m doing?”
“I… um… um… think … um,” Hermione was speechless as Cho slowly unbuttoned her shirt. A narrow V of skin appeared down the front of Cho’s chest to reveal a white bra. “Um… I think you’re beautiful,” said Hermione.  
“That didn’t answer the question, precious,” said Cho as she pulled off her shirt and dropped it to the floor.  Hermione stared at the full cups of the white bra that was just out of reach.  Cho’s breasts were bigger than Hermione’s soft swells.  
“I think you’re going to make me … do things,” said Hermione.
“Oh, no, precious,” said Cho.  She reached back and unclasped her bra, letting her full tits free to the eager eyes of her partner.  Then she started to unzip her jeans.  “I think we’re going to find out some things about each other and ourselves,” she said as she slid the jeans down her legs and stepped out of them.  She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slid them down. “I’m not going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.”
Hermione reached back to unhook her bra, but Cho stopped her. “Not yet, precious,” she said. “You look so sexy that way. I want you to stay like that.”  Cho stepped closer, put her arms around Hermione, and kissed the trembling girl.  “Yeah,” said Cho. “Now that’s not prim and proper either.”
Cupping Cho’s tits, Hermione kissed Cho deeply.  A chill went up her spine at the touch of the other girl’s lips and the soft caress on her nearly naked ass.  Then Cho stepped away again.  Hermione reached for her, but Cho said, “Let’s find out just what feels good and what doesn’t.  Maybe you’ll find out something about yourself that you didn’t know.”  
Cho lay face down on the bed. “Tie me, precious,” said Cho. “Tie my feet down there and my arms up high.  We’ll do me first and then you.”
Hermione picked up her wand, discarded with her jeans and said, “Restrainio.”  She watched as the ropes wrapped around the lovely girl’s ankles and wrists, securing her to the bed.  
“Now spank me,” said Cho. “Put red stripes all over my ass.  It makes me hot to think about it.  Whip me, precious.  Show me what it’s like.”
Hermione unthreaded the belt from Cho’s jeans and slapped it across the helpless ass.  She whipped Cho three times before the girl moaned.  “Oh, yeah, do it again.  It hurts so good.”  Hermione brought the belt down hard across Cho’s round ass, getting a tingle from the sight of Cho’s ass jumping at the impact.  
“Stop, please,” moaned Cho.  “Oh, it hurts.”
Hermione stopped.  “I’m sorry, I thought you liked it.”
“Well, don’t stop,” said Cho.  “It just didn’t think I should be sounding like I liked it.  Don’t stop until I say… please Hermione no more. OK?”
“OK,” said Hermione.  It sounded odd, but she was enjoying the moment as much as Cho. She slapped the belt across Cho’s ass again, leaving yet another red stripe.  
“Aaaah,” screamed Cho. “It hurts, please, don’t.”
Hermione started whipping the helpless girl with enthusiasm.   As she started to get into the spanking, Cho got even more desperate.  “Please, don’t,” she screamed.  “Oh, it hurt sooo much. By the ghost of Ravenclaw, please don’t! Aaaaaahhhhh, don’t hurt my poor ass, please, stop.”
Hermione shifted to slapping the belt across Cho’s thighs, which brought renewed cries. “Eeeee, please, stop, please, don’t, for the love of Ravenclaw, stop!”  As Cho’s cries continued, Hermione was beginning to wonder if the girl would ever cry for mercy.  
Cho was on fire.  The sting of pain sent a tingle through her whole body.  The mere thought of it had made her excited, but the act was more than she’d imagined.  The fact that the whip was being wielded by the lovely Hermione Granger was even better.  She could turn her head and watch Hermione stretch up with the belt high and snap it down.  Each stretch made Hermione’s nipples pop up, clearly visible and hard with excitement.  The gleam in Hermione’s eyes was an unmistakable sign of her lust.  
Finally Cho gasped out, “Please, Hermione, no more.”  The whipping stopped, though the tortured girl sobbed into her pillow for several more seconds.  The burn slowly subsided.  She jumped as Hermione’s gentle hand touched her sore ass.  “Oh, fuck yeah, precious,” she said, “touch me there.  Kiss it and make it better.”
Hermione touched her lips to the hot skin of Cho’s ass and thighs, listening to the other girl purr in contentment at the kind treatment.  It had been very thrilling to whip Cho, but it was even better to be nice.  
When Hermione untied Cho, the Oriental girl stood and said, “Your turn, precious.  Get your panties and bra off now and lay down.”
Hermione wasn’t too sure that she wanted to do this, but she had just watched Cho learn the enjoyment of pain.  Trembling, she lay down on the bed and heard Cho said, “Restrainio.” Ropes wrapped themselves around her wrists and ankles and she found herself helpless to resist.  
Looking down at the stretched figure of Hermione, Cho could hardly believe she had the slim, beautiful girl right where she wanted her.  She bent down and whispered, “Now remember, you’re going to get it until you say, please, Cho, no more.  Understand?”
“Yes,” said Hermione quietly. 
Snap!  The belt whipped across her exposed ass. “I asked if you understand, precious,” said Cho sternly.  
“Yes!” yelped Hermione.
“I still couldn’t hear you,” said Cho, whipping her viciously.  
“Yes, oh, my God, yes!” screamed Hermione. 
“That’s better,” said Cho.  “Now, tell me who you’ve been putting out for, precious.” Snap!
“I don’t know!” screamed Hermione.
“Tell me!” Snap!
“I don’t know!”
“Did you enjoy it?”  Snap!
“I don’t know!”
“Do you want more of it?” Snap!
“No!  No, eeeeee, aaaa, please stop.”
“You slut, you want cock, don’t you?”  Snap!
“No, no, no, ahhhhh, please.”
“You like being tied and fucked.” Snap!  Snap!  Snap!
“Eeeeee, aaaaa, no, please,” wailed Hermione.  She pulled at the restraints, but couldn’t get free.  The sting on her helpless ass was incredible and she thought of going to class tomorrow with red stripes.  This time she’d know how they got there.  
“You don’t want cock?” Snap!
“No, please.”
“You want pussy?” Snap!
“No, ahhhhh, please stop,” begged Hermione. 
“You don’t want my pussy?” Snap!
“Oh, God, please stop,” she squealed.  
“Tell me, do you want my pussy?” Snap!
“No, no” Snap!  “Eeeeeee.” Snap! “Yessss.”  Snap!  “Eeeee, yes, please.”  Snap!  “Aaaaahhh.”  Hermione couldn’t believe that a spanking could feel good.  She couldn’t believe that being naked, tied, and helpless could feel so wonderful.  She couldn’t believe the strength of the tingle that filled her entire body. “Please, Cho, no more,” she panted.  No more whipping, she thought.  Make love to me, make the tingle explode, please.  
She felt the soft caress of Cho’s hands on her reddened ass and felt soft kisses.  Cho’s hand probed between her thighs, caressing her damp pussy and making the tingle grow.  “You liked that, precious,” said Cho. It wasn’t a question.  It was a statement of fact and Hermione knew it was true.  “So, maybe you did enjoy it when your unknown lover boy whipped your sweet ass.”  
Hermione blushed with shame.  Maybe she had.  But, had she wanted to forget it? She didn’t want to forget it this time.
“Restrainio,” said Cho.  Hermione felt slack in the ropes as they untied from one position.  Then, the ropes pulled her onto her back, controlling her like she was a puppet.  The ropes tighten again, but this time she her pussy was available.  Her chest heaved from the exertion of the spanking.  Her small tits rose and fell, practically begging Cho to… She watched with unrestrained excitement as Cho bent to lick her nipples.  She saw Cho’s pearly white teeth grasp a nipple and bite.  “Aaaahhh,” she cried out in exquisite pain.  More, please, more, her mind cried out.  Helpless, she watched as Cho pulled that nipple higher and higher.  She arched her back to rise up with that nipple, but reached her limit and still Cho pulled on it.  “Aaaahhh, oh, God,” she moaned as the pain made her dizzy with desire. 
Panting, Hermione watched as Cho released her and moved to the other nipple. Bite it, she begged. Cho licked her lips and paused over the sensitive nipple. “Bite it,” said Hermione aloud this time. Cho smiled and bared her teeth. She bit into Hermione’s tender nipple and pulled… up, up, up, until Hermione gasped in pain again.  
“Tell me now, precious,” said Cho. “Are you hot? Does it tingle right here?” She tickled Hermione’s pussy with a finger.
“Yes, yes,” said Hermione. “It tingles everywhere.”
“Deep inside?”
“Yes.”
“Where only a cock can reach?”
“Yes.”
“Tied, spanked, teased, and now you’re ready to beg for a cock?” asked Cho.
“Yes,” said Hermione. “Fuck me. Find a cock and fuck me.”
“No cocks here, precious.  This will have to do. Lindia Loverlace,” said Cho with a flick of her wand.  She rolled out six inches of forked tongue and licked at Hermione’s nipples.  “Want this?”
“Yes, oh, God, yes,” panted Hermione.  “Fuck me with your tongue.”
“Lindium Lovelace,” said Cho, waving her wand at Hermione to perform the spell properly.  She bent over the helpless girl and kissed her, shoving that long tongue in Hermione’s mouth.  The Gryffindor girl felt the tongue slide down her throat, raping her mouth like a cock.  Cho licked the inside of Hermione’s mouth and pulled her tongue free.  “Does my precious like a cock in her mouth, too?”
“Uh huh,” said Hermione.  “All the way.” Her eyes fluttered with the rush of the moment.  
“What a slut,” said Cho.  She snaked her way down to Hermione’s cunt and licked between the girl’s slit.  Then, she sank her long tongue up inside Hermione’s love tunnel, hardening it like a cock as she did.  Cho’s head bobbed up and down, thrusting the tongue in and out and making Hermione’s breath come in ragged gasps.  
When Cho’s tongue wrapped itself around her clit like a constrictor, Hermione thought she’d died and gone to heaven.  “Mmmmmm,” she purred. “Squeeze it, lick it, make me cum.”  With her strong tongue, Cho squeezed tightly and pulled.  Just like she’d done with Hermione’s nipples, she pulled… up, up, and up.  Hermione thrust her hips into the air as high as she could and Cho still pulled.  The helpless girl saw her clit extended, stretched higher.  “Aaaaaaahhhhh,” she screamed in pain and pleasure.  “Fuuuuuuccckkkkkkkkk meeeeeeeeeeeee,” squealed Hermione as she came.  
Hermione collapsed back on the bed as Cho returned her tongue to normal.  “You like that, precious?”
“Yes, Cho, that was wonderful.”
Hermione was still tied as Cho said, “Lindia Loverlace,” and pointed her wand at Hermione’s mouth.  She looked at the long tongue that flicked out of Hermione’s mouth.  Then, she settled herself down over Hermione’s face and felt the hard, thick tongue slide up inside her. 
On top and still in control, Cho set up a leisurely pace sliding up and down Hermione’s eager tongue. “Fuck me, precious,” she cooed as she looked down at the helpless, beautiful face.  As much fun as it had been to be tied and spanked, she found it much more pleasurable to be the one in control.  Hermione had screamed so perfectly as her ass was warmed.  She’d cum so hard in pain.  Now, the look of the girl stretched out on the bed, tonguing her cunt deeply was driving Cho crazy.  
Cho was hot and it took all her control to keep from rushing her orgasm.  She let it build slowly, relishing the feel of Hermione’s tongue deep inside her. At first it looked like Hermione was enjoying herself as much as Cho.  Then the helpless 16-year-old started to tire.  But, the tongue was like a gag.  She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t retract her tongue. She couldn’t stop fucking Cho. And Cho was in no hurry.  When Hermione’s eyes started to beg for what only Hermione knew, Cho started to pick up the pace.  “Fuck me, precious,” moaned again. “Stick that tongue up my cunt and let me ride it.”   
Using her fingers on her clit, Cho increased the pace even faster.  She was humping up and down on Hermione’s face, her hand a blur between her pussy lips.  As the wave of pleasure swept over her, she thought to herself that Gryffindor girls were made to be used.  The thought drove her over the edge.  
Cho got dressed, leaving Hermione stretched out on the bed. “Let’s see what we learned today, precious,” said Cho.  “We learned that you love to be spanked.  We learned that you love pain. We learned that you love cock.  We learned that you love pussy.  Oh, yeah, we learned so much about you. I’m betting that some guy has made you so fucking happy. He spanked you. He fucked you. He gave you what you need.  Your only problem is that he made you forget.  If I were you, I’d stop trying to catch him and hope he comes back for more.”
Hermione blushed as Cho ticked off the things she loved.  She couldn’t deny the other girl’s logic.  She had enjoyed everything that Cho had offered.  Had she really enjoyed herself at the hands of her rapist? How could she ever know?”
“Just one last thing, precious,” said Cho.  “Do you want to forget what just happened?”
“No,” said Hermione. “This I want to remember.”
“That’s good,” said Cho. “Because I don’t know any memory spells.”  She bent down and untied Hermione’s hands and feet. “Now get dressed and go troll for that guy of yours.”
Harry Potter and the Hard Prince
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Chapter 8
Harry had been so wrapped up in classes, specifically the Art of Dirty Tricks, that he had forgotten all about Voltemort.  He was reminded when Dumbledore found him after dinner one evening. 
“Harry,” said the wise old wizard.  “There are evil things happening at Hogwarts this year.”
The boy blushed.  He hadn’t thought that Dumbledore would have found out what he was doing with all the things he’d learned from Professor Clinton and the Hard Prince.
“No, not those things,” said Dumbledore.  He shook his head.  It happened every year to the sixth years.  They were never the same after that class.  But he had to chuckle to himself.  He could well remember the year that he’d been a sixth year.  It had been memorable for him as well.  “I said evil things, not dirty tricks.”
“Sorry, Professor Dumbledore,” said Harry.  “I haven’t noticed anything.”
“Yes, well, I suppose that school can be demanding and I understand you’ve been distracted.  But I have a mission for you.”
“What can I do, Professor?” asked Harry.
“It’s Professor Clinton,” said Dumbledore.  “He has a secret that I just can’t figure out.”
“He has lots of secrets,” said Harry with a smile.  He didn’t think that the Professor was particularly good at keeping his secrets either.  
“None of that has ever been proven,” said Dumbledore.  “No, I mean a different secret.  He knows something about Voltemort.  When he was a student, Voltemort got close to Clinton.  He was already on the way to becoming a dark wizard by then and he wanted to know every dirty trick in the book.  I think that Clinton helped him to learn something very dark, but Clinton won’t admit to it.”
“How does that involve me?”
“I want you to see if you can get the truth from Professor Clinton,” said Dumbledore. “I’ve noticed that you have become close to Clinton as well.  He likes to curry the favor of students that he thinks will be popular and powerful.  It’s natural that he has taken a liking to you.  See if you can find out the secret.”
Harry was shocked at the level of trust that Dumbledore placed in him.  It made him feel important to be trusted with such as task and he realized that he was getting closer to taking his place as a fully trained wizard who would one day lead the opposition against Voltemort.  
**********
The very next day, Harry stayed after class again.  “Professor Clinton,” said the eager young student.  “Did you ever have Voltemort in your class?”
“Of course, Harry,” said Clinton.  “I’ve had every wizard in my class for years and years, decades and decades.  There isn’t a single wizard that hasn’t passed naked through my doorway.  Mind you, there have been good ones and bad ones.  He was one of the worst.”
“So, what did you tell him that you won’t tell Dumbledore?” asked Harry, getting straight to the point.  
“Oh, that crafty old fellow,” chuckled Clinton.  “Sent you to do his dirty work, did he?  He thinks that because you’re my favorite student that I’ll tell you something that I haven’t told him for years.”  Clinton wagged his finger at Harry.  “Nope, you should have been more careful, Harry.  Now that I’m on to you, you’ll never find out.”
“What was it I saw you doing with that Ravenclaw first year?” asked Harry.
“I told him all about Horcruxes and how they could be used to bring him nearly ever lasting life,” said Clinton, spilling his guts.  
“What’s a Horcrux?” asked Harry.
“It’s a special spell, well, actually a spell to turn an object into a special magical thing,” explained Clinton.  “You take some object, any object, and sleep with it under your pillow for a week.  Then, you get a virgin witch to kiss it.  Next, you jerk off and cum all over it.  Finally, that same virgin witch has to kiss it again.  Then you bang the hell out of the virgin.  That makes it a Horcrux.”
“What good is it?” asked Harry.  His mind was already racing ahead.  Ginny, Hermione, and three Hufflepuffs wouldn’t be any good to him if he wanted his own Horcrux.  
“After that,” continued Clinton, “if anything happens to you, the cum will come alive and impregnate the next female who comes along.  You will be reborn nine months later.”
“So you think Voltemort may have created a Horcrux and that’s how he came back to life after he was defeated?”
“Well, actually, he may have created seven Horcruxes,” said Clinton.  “It wasn’t one of my better moments and I can’t say that I’m proud of it.  But I suggested that seven would be good insurance in case something happened to one or more of the others.”
“Thanks, Professor,” said Harry.  “That’s what I needed to know.”
“You’re welcome, Harry.  Now about that Ravenclaw first year…”
“What Ravenclaw first year?” said Harry innocently.  
**********
When Dumbledore heard the news, he was amazed.  “How did you find out so quickly, Harry?” he asked.  
“Guess he just was ready to share,” said Harry.  
“Well, if I have this right then, there are five more left,” said Dumbledore.
“Five?  But Clinton said there were seven.”
“Yes, but he had to use one to be reborn.  Then, you destroyed one.  Don’t you remember?”
“Me?”
“Yes, Tom Riddle’s diary was one.”
“Ewwww,” said Harry, remembering he’d held that diary in his hand. At the time he hadn’t realized it was covered in Voltemort’s cum.  
“Never mind that, Harry, if we want to destroy him, we have to destroy the other five Horcruxes first.  Then he can’t be reborn.”
“But, Professor? How do we know he only created seven?  What if he knows I destroyed one?  Won’t he replace it?  He knows one was used up to be reborn, won’t he replace that one?  What keeps him from replacing the ones that we destroy?”
“Harry, let’s not complicate things.  I don’t know the answer to those questions.  Let J. K. Rowling try to explain those.  Perhaps she will at a later time. For now, let’s just assume that Voltemort is a powerful dark wizard, but stupid.  Besides,” he added, peering over his glasses at Harry, “at the rate you’re going, I believe there won’t be any virgin witches for him to use to create Horcruxes anymore.”
**********
Hermione loved a good mystery.  So many before had consumed her time.  She had a new one that was occupying every free moment.  Who was her mysterious rapist?  Had she enjoyed being raped?  And, most of all, if she had enjoyed it, why had he made her forget about it?
As she brought it up yet again, Harry rolled his eyes.  He was almost ready to tell her the truth just to get her to shut up about it.  It was me, me, me.  Yes, you loved it.  You came.  You screamed in pleasure.  But, I’d already given you the rohypnol bones, so it couldn’t be undone.  Besides, you weren’t so eager at first.
Then there was the fact that Hermione was particularly angry that Ron seemed to be getting his share of girls all of a sudden.  It’s not that Ron was suddenly debonair and making the girls swoon, but it was obvious that someone was spreading her legs for the red head.  Harry wondered when the two would figure out that they were in love and get together.  In the meantime, admitting he was Hermione’s dream lover and getting between the two seemed like the last thing he wanted to do.  
A couple of days previous, Hermione had broached the subject with Harry.  Ron had been out somewhere, getting the cum sucked out of his cock probably, so Hermione had confided in Harry.  Perhaps she had enjoyed it.  How would she ever know?  Over the past two days, her talk had become more and more graphic.  
They were walking alone outside with no one in earshot, when Hermione had brought it up yet again.  “Harry, what if a big cock in my pussy is the best thing I’ve ever felt?  What if I like to be rode hard and put away wet?  How will I ever know?”
That’s when Harry rolled his eyes.  “Hermione,” he said, gauging their distance to the woods.  “If you really want to find out, run for the woods.  Lose your clothes on the way.  If you can beat me into the woods and be naked when you get there, then I promise I’ll…”  
He couldn’t finish as she sprinted for the trees.  He watched in disbelief as she hopped and took off a shoe and sock.  Then she switched feet, hopped, and removed the other shoe.  Harry started running for the woods.  He didn’t want to really have to do this right now.  As Harry closed on her, Hermione skinned off her sweater and tossed it back at him, trying to distract him.  But, he easily dodged it.  
Desperately, she unbuttoned her shirt, while trying to run full speed.  Harry was catching her as she undid the last button and struggled with her shirt.  Again she tossed her garment at him, trying to hit him in the face, and again he dodged it.  She was unhooking her bra and Harry passed her and moved ahead.  She was wondering how she could win this and get him to come through on his unfinished promise.  She tossed her bra ahead of Harry and it caught between his legs.  He stumbled and fell, but got up quickly.  She was ahead again, but now had her pants to worry about.  
Harry fished out his wand and said, “Zippety doo dah.”  Her pants fell down around her ankles and she tripped, falling on the grass.  Harry passed her easily and pulled up in the woods, waiting for her.  Hermione looked around, suddenly aware that she’d left a trail of clothes all the way to the woods and she was almost naked.  Her thong panties and her pants, down around her ankles, were all that was left.  She hopped two footed into the cover of the woods and stopped right in front of Harry.  
Both were breathing hard from the exertion.  They looked in each other’s eyes.  Harry was still clothed and Hermione nearly naked.  She kicked off the jeans and stood in front of him with just her tiny panties on.  
Harry stared at the pretty girl’s heaving chest.  She was thrusting her small tits at him, practically begging him to touch her.  She twirled around, making sure he got a good view of her tight ass.  “Want to put some stripes on that, Harry Potter?” she asked him.  
“You look nice, Hermione,” said Harry, making the biggest understatement of his life.  He was out of options.  She was too good to pass up and he wanted to take her right on the spot.  But, it wasn’t right.  They didn’t have what they needed.  “Meet me at the Room of Requirement in one hour,” he told her.  “If we open that door and everything we need to show you all about rough, naughty, and mindless sex is waiting in that room, then we’ll find out right then and there just what you want from a boy.”
Hermione smiled at her friend.  She knew there was no one in the world she could trust more than Harry Potter.
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Harry helped Hermione gather her clothes back up and then walked her back to the main building.  Once there, he raced up to his dormitory and opened his book for the Art of Dirty Tricks class.  There was a spell in the margin that he’d just discovered in class today.  He read it again and then practiced it again.  He tested it on himself until he was certain that it worked as the Hard Prince promised.  Then, he checked the time.  There was still 30 minutes before he had to meet Hermione.  
Using that time, Harry showered and then skimmed through his textbook again.   He spent a few minutes trying to figure out how Hermione would take this whole experience.  It would change their lives completely if she had a wonderful time and knew that it was Harry that had provided it for her.   Then, there was always the chance that the Room of Requirement would surprise them and have something unexpected waiting for them.  
At the appointed time, Harry was standing outside the Room of Requirement as Hermione approached.  She was wearing the same thing she’d been wearing as they went for their walk earlier.  “Hermione,” said Harry.  “When that door opens and we find the stuff to ride you hard and put you away wet, then there is no turning back.  Are you sure that you want to go through with this?”
“Absolutely, Harry,” said Hermione.  “It’s something that I have to find out.”
“Before we go in,” said Harry, “I want you to consider one thing.  What if the last time you were raped was just like this?  What if you asked me to find out if you liked it hard and rough?  Then, you found out that you did.  And then you asked me to help you forget because you couldn’t stand knowing?  What if this isn’t the first time or the second time or the third time?”
“It’s only happened to me once, Harry,” whispered Hermione.  But, that meant it could be the second time.  “Do you know any memory spells, Harry?” she asked.  
“Oh, yeah,” said Harry.  “I could make you forget that we were ever standing here talking about this, but I could never make myself forget about your pretty little tits in the afternoon sun.”
Hermione blushed.  “Harry, you’ve changed,” she said.  “I think I like it.  Let’s go see what’s inside.”
The door appeared and they opened it.  “Ooo,” said Hermione.  “A dungeon.”
Déjà vu, thought Harry, as he stepped into the room.  There were the stocks that he’d used on her once before.  But, he took in the other implements that filled the room.  A few feet away, there were two short pillars.  They were shiny metal, six inches high, three inches in diameter, and three feet apart.  He led Hermione to those.  
“Stand on those,” he said to her.  
“Stand?  On them?” she said as she stared at them.  They were too small and too far apart. 
“Do it!” said Harry.  “Do it or we’re done here.  Take off your shoes and socks and stand on them.”
Hermione removed her shoes and socks and stepped up on the slender cylinders.  She had to stand on her toes because the pillars were so narrow.  She blushed because the position made her spread her legs wide and it was difficult to maintain her balance.  
“Put your arms over your head,” commanded Harry.  When Hermione hesitated, Harry snapped, “Do it, bitch, put them over your head and raise them high.”
Hermione felt a tingle run through her body as Harry commanded her.  Harry Potter had called her a bitch!  She gasped in delight at the thought, but then tried to contain herself.  She did as she was told, raising her hands high and stretching for Harry.  She was aware just how much that put her body on display even though she was fully clothed.  
“Restrainio,” said Harry, waving his wand. Ropes snaked from the ceiling and wrapped around Hermione’s wrists.  They pulled her up until she had no choice but to stand on her tiptoes on those tiny pillars.  Now her toes desperately sought for purchase on the slick surface of the metallic cylinders.  She had to balance the strain on her toes and calves with the strain on her arms as she was stretched into the air.  
Now that she was helpless, Harry said, “You don’t remember the stocks, bitch?”  He pointed over at them.  “You don’t remember anything about this room from last time?”
“Harry, you’re teasing me,” Hermione gasped.  “I haven’t been here before.  You couldn’t possibly have…”
“We’ll see,” said Harry, cutting her off.  He raised his wand.  “Zippety doo dah,” he said and watched as her jeans slid down her long, lovely, slender legs.  They wormed their way free of her legs and dropped to the floor.  “Nice panties,” he said as he appraised her.  He walked around her, taking in her round ass, tender thighs, and barely concealed pussy.  “Where did you get them?”  With her stretched like she was, her ass was so incredibly tight.  Every muscle in her legs and ass was taut.  
“All my panties are like this,” she said, blushing.  She would like to have taken credit for being wild and crazy right about now, but she had to admit.  “I don’t know why.  I told you that somebody is playing dirty tricks on me. I can’t put on regular panties now.”
“And why would you want to, bitch,” said Harry, noting how her eyes sparkled as he called her that.  “With an ass like that, why would you want to wear anything else?
“Do you remember this?” asked Harry.  He waved his wand, “Animatus.”  As before, her sweater unraveled from bottom to top.  “Let me guess,” he said.  “You’re missing a sweater. And now you’re missing two.”
“How did you know that?” asked Hermione, aware that she’d never divulged that detail.  After that first night she’d been missing her favorite sweater, but she’d never linked it to the forgotten events of that night.  She’d just known that it had disappeared.  
“And you have a shirt with no buttons?” asked Harry.
“Y-yes,” said Hermione.  
“Animatus,” he said again and made the buttons dance in front of the startled girl’s eyes.  
“Harry,” Hermione blushed again, “it was you.”
“Expelliarmus,” he commanded and her shirt flew away.  
“Do I like it, Harry?’ she asked.  “Am I going to have fun?”
“Ooo, that would be telling, wouldn’t it?’ said Harry.  “That’s what we’re here to find out.  Does the helpless bitch like what she’s about to get?  I’ve got a new twist for tonight.”  He raised his wand yet again.  “Titanium.”  Light flashed from his wand and engulfed Hermione’s body.  
There was a wicked looking whip on the wall and Harry pulled it down.  The bullwhip was 12 feet long with a thick handle in his hand and a knot at the very tip of it.  He walked around his captive and snapped it viciously.  
“Harry, no,” pleaded Hermione.  It was worse than she’d imagined.  He looked like he knew what he was doing and she was terrified.  She wished she had a safe word like Cho had given her, but Harry seemed to have no compassion for her at all.  As he snapped the whip over and over, she realized that was going to leave some marks.  A whip like that could rip her skin down to the bone.  
Harry finally stopped behind her and snapped the whip.  It tore across the room and snapped on her bare back.  The force of the blow snapped her thin bra strap.  Hermione gasped in pain, the wind knocked out of her.  She couldn’t scream as she fought for the wind that had been forced from her lungs.  There was a second snap of equal vigor and her body shook from the pain.  Her right shoulder strap was shredded by that blow.  Still she gasped for breath, unable to scream as the pain took her.  A third blow hit her precisely on the remaining shoulder strap.  She was unaware that her tiny bra fluttered to the floor as she finally sucked enough air into her lungs to scream, “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”
The young wizard stared at his handiwork.  The girl’s back showed three faint red marks.  The Titanium spell was working.  He could whip her all night.  She would feel the pain and imagine the damage it was doing, but she didn’t know that the faint marks would be gone by morning.  “Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeease, Harreeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed.  Yet, even as she did, she felt more alive, more excited than she’d ever felt before.  
Harry cracked the whip again, and Hermione jumped in pain as it tore through the strap of her thong panties on the left side.  Her foot slipped off the pillar and she hung by her wrists for a few seconds.  It felt like her arms were being pulled out of their sockets as she scrambled to get her foot back on something solid.  Her legs flailed for a few second before she was able to support herself again.  The pain in her arms and legs was nothing compared to the pain in her back and now on her hip.  No sooner had she gotten settled in than she jumped again as her right hip exploded in pain.  Harry’s expertly placed blows had now removed her last garment, leaving her complete nude.  
Harry took the time to place two more barely visible stripes on the helpless girl’s back before he walked around in front of her.  “Having fun so far, bitch?” he asked.
“No, please, Harry, I want this to stop,” said Hermione.  Her body thrilled at the pain, but her mind reeled at the damage being done to her vulnerable body.  Her back had to be shredded and bleeding.  This was more than she’d bargained for.  
But Harry wasn’t ready to stop.  He backed away from her until he was just at the right range and then snapped the whip forward.  Hermione’s right tit exploded in pain.  She gasped, trying to collect her wits and gather her breath for a scream.  Horrified at what she would see, she looked down at her … perfect tit.  It was still there.  A thin red stripe showed where the whip had struck, but she’d expected to see shredded flesh.  
Bam!  The whip struck again, and her brain exploded in a flash of pain.  This time the whip tore at her left tit and she screamed again.  For the second time, she felt her foot slip off its tiny support.  Her feet scrambled for purchase and she hung for a few seconds before she felt the small relief of standing on her toes.  She looked in disbelief at the faint mark that it left.  The pain was exquisite.  Her whole body was on fire now.  Her back, her hips, her tits, her legs, and her arms were tortured, stretched, and whipped.  
Then, Harry disappeared behind her again.  She heard the whistle of the whip and jumped as it cracked across her pretty little ass.  There was a second and a third blow across her ass.  The third one left her hanging by her arms again.  She couldn’t tell if she was screaming or if there was just a loud ringing in the room.  
Then Harry was right behind her.  She could feel his presence and hear his whisper, “How about now, bitch?”
She was panting, her body heaving from pain and exertion.  “Fuck, Harry,” she panted.  “Stop… tick… ling… me… and … make… it … hurt.”  She slipped her feet off the pillars, pulled her knees up to her chest, and squeezed her thighs tightly together in an effort to cum.  Unsuccessful at that attempt, she put her feet back on the pillars.  
It was Harry’s turn to be astonished.  He remembered from their previous encounter that Hermione had eventually had a good time.  But she wasn’t under the influence of ground rohypnol bones this time.  And, he hadn’t pushed her this hard before.  He backed away from her again and snapped the whip four times in quick succession.  The first one snapped at her calf and ripped her foot off its support again.  Before she could recover, he whipped her other calf.  Then the whip wrapped itself around her flailing ankle.  The final of the four quick blows snapped across and under her foot, with the knob of the whip smacking the tender ball of her foot.  “Eeeeeee,” squealed Hermione in pain.  
For a few minutes, Hermione hung in position, her legs and arms tortured by the strain, but the whipping over for now.  Harry lowered her several feet and moved the pillars closer together, until they were two feet apart.  Then, he pulled her legs up behind her and tied first one calf and then the other to her thighs.  He helped her put her knees on the cylinders and she found a new meaning of pain.  Now her arms were stretched as before, but she could ease the strain on her arms only by putting her weight on her knees.  In seconds, pain was shooting through her knees as they supported most of her weight on the hard metal cylinders.  
Harry put a short stool in front of Hermione and stepped up on it.  “Jonsium Holmsimus,” he commanded.  Hermione found herself staring at a foot long cock as it poked at her face.  Helpless, she looked for her own wand.  Briefly she wondered if Harry knew the Lindium Lovelace spell, but then his cock was in her mouth.  He slid it deep and she gagged as it hit the back of her throat.  
Mustering all the determination she had, Hermione reminded herself that she was muggle born.  And muggles must be able to suck cock without magic.  There was only one thing to do.  She relaxed her throat and let Harry’s cock probe even deeper.  She inhaled through her nose and felt his cock sink to its full depth.  His balls rested on her chin for a second and she was never so thankful to be a mudblood in her life.  She could suck cock without magic!
Harry was horrified when he realized what he was doing.  He’d forgotten to apply a spell and yet he wondered at Hermione’s talent.  “Lindium Lovelace,” he said to correct his mistake.  To his surprise, he saw a look of disappointment in Hermione’s eyes, but he didn’t know how to reverse the spell now that he’d done it.  
He shoved his cock in and out of her mouth a few times.  “Looks like my cocksucking bitch is having a good time now,” he said.  There wasn’t a thing she could do except for suck cock right now, so whether she was having a good time or not didn’t matter.  He’d known this pretty girl for six years now and she’d never looked better than she looked right now with her lips spread wide and her eyes crossed as she watched the huge cock slide in and out.  Even the gurgling sounds she was making were sexy.  
Harry felt his cum start to build as his balls started to tingle.  The pressure was building up and Hermione’s cute mouth was going to milk him dry.  With a huge sigh, he let the cum shoot out of his cock and into her waiting mouth.  The corners of her mouth turned up in a smile despite the fact that she had a foot of cock down her throat.  He continued to pump in and out as he spasmed several times.  Finally, his cock started to wilt as she finished sucking every drop out of the length of his cock.  
Staggering back, Harry looked at the beautiful 16-year-old.  She was gasping for air after having his massive cock down her throat.  Though he knew that every muscle in her body must hurt by now, she looked as contented and happy as he’d ever seen her.  He wondered just how happy she’d be if she knew that he wasn’t done with her yet.  But, then he figured that she knew that anyway.  
The young wizard paced away from the captive witch as he regained his strength.  He collected the whip again and walked in front of her, making sure she saw what he had.  
Hermione licked her lips as she tried to get the last of Harry’s cum into her mouth and into her tummy.  As he threatened her with the whip, she knew she was going to feel the pain again.  He walked around her a couple of times, and her confidence wavered.  Maybe he wasn’t going to whip her again.  Maybe he was just toying with her.  Whip me, she begged silently.  Do it again.  Over and over.  Make me hurt.  But, he circled her a third time.  His cock hung flaccid, disappointing her in another way.  Was he done with her?  Couldn’t he get it back up?  Was this all there was?  Her arms and knees hurt, but she wanted more.  She wanted pain.  She wanted cock.  
“Whip me,” she said.  “Fuck me.  Rape me.  Do it like you did before, you son of a bitch.  I want a foot of cock up my cunt, Harry.  Ride me hard and put me away wet.  Make me cum like I’ve never cum before.”
Harry smiled a sinister smile and Hermione knew she was going to get what she wanted.  “Which is it, bitch?” asked Harry.  “If you could only have one more thing tonight?  You want my cock in your cunt or my whip on your ass?”
“Cock, please, Harry, cock in my cunt.”
Harry untied the ropes at Hermione’s wrists and let her down.  She lay on her back, her legs still bound calf to thigh.  Her legs were spread wide as Harry knelt between them.  “Lancelot Magnifico,” he said.  Then, “Jonsium Holmsimus.”  He put his foot long cock between her pussy lips and shoved it a couple of inches in.  His hands went to her small tits and he teased her nipples to hardness.  “How much do you want, bitch?”
“All of it, Harry,” she cooed.  “Give me the whole fucking thing, up my tight cunt.”
Harry pushed deep, surprised to feel her hymen break as he did.  He was sure this wasn’t uncharted territory, but it felt like he was taking a virgin all over again.  The girl was tight and he had 12-inches of cock to fit inside her.  Bit by bit he worked the entire cock into her pussy and then started fucking her in a steady rhythm.  
Hermione led Harry’s hands to her tits, getting him to pinch her nipples between his thumb and forefinger.  “Harder,” she moaned as the pain sent a thrill up her spine.  “Harder.  Pinch them.  Pull them.  Fuck me deep and make me hurt.”
Harry was happy to oblige.  He liked having his hands all over Hermione’s tender body.  The way she writhed and moaned in pleasure as his cock stroked in and out and his hands teased her was arousing.  She came once, twice, and a third time as he fucked her thoroughly.  Finally, he came for his second time.  
Hermione rolled over onto her stomach, propping herself up on her hands and knees.  “Now do me in the ass like you did Ginny,” she said.  
“Lancelot Magnifico,” said Harry.  He didn’t double his size for Hermione’s tight ass.  He pondered her rosy sphincter for a second.
“You did do Ginny, didn’t you?” said Hermione, her voice accusing. She rolled over on her back to face Harry.  “I wasn’t sure that you’d done both of us, but you did.”
“Uh, yeah,” said Harry, realizing he’d been trapped into the admission.  
“Did she like it, too?” asked Hermione.
“Well, actually she was pretty pissed,” said Harry.  
“Oh well,” said Hermione.  “Her loss.”  She flipped back over and wiggled her shapely ass at her friend.  “Hard and deep, Harry,” she said.  
Harry smiled as he plunged his hard cock between Hermione’s ass cheeks.  She resisted his thrust with her tight asshole, making all the more pleasurable for him.  It didn’t take long for him to have his third orgasm of the night.  
“Oh, wow,” said Hermione as she basked in the afterglow of sex.  She wouldn’t have believed it, but it had been fun.  The pain and pleasure was just what she craved.  Harry was an excellent lover who knew just how to mistreat her to an exquisite level and then treat her to wonderful sex.  But, she knew that he was a close friend and this was a one time thing – er, well, two time thing, but this time she wouldn’t forget. 
The two of them got dressed in silence.  Just as they stepped out of the Room of Requirement, Hermione said, “Harry, thank you for helping me tonight.  I just had to know if I liked it this way and wow, did I ever.  But…”  
She looked at Harry who was fiddling with his wand again.  “You don’t want to ever do this again, do you, Hermione?” asked Harry dejectedly.  He liked whipping and fucking the pretty girl.  Though she was one of his best friends, he didn’t see the problem with doing this over and over.  Though she was in love with his other best friend, he still didn’t want it to stop.  
“No, Harry, I’ve got my answer.  Now we can’t… Harry, what are you doing?”
Harry had raised his wand.  “Doing what needs to be done, Hermione,” he said.  “You have to forget what happened.”
“But, Harry, if I forget, then I’ll never know.  I’ll wonder until…”
“Until we do it again,” Harry finished for her.  “How long do you think you can hold out not knowing, Hermione?  You couldn’t stand not knowing if you liked rough sex, so you got me to help you answer the question.  I figure in two days or maybe a week, you’ll ask me again and we’ll be up here again showing you what I already know.”
“Harry, that’s…
“… a dirty trick,” said Harry.  “Love em and leave em, love em and leave em.”
“Are you ready for this, Harry?” asked Hermione, eying the Room of Requirement.  She was ready to find out whether she liked having rough sex with a boy.  
“No, Hermione, I’ve changed my mind,” said Harry.  
“Oh, please, Harry, you promised.  I have to know.”
“I know I promised,” said Harry.  “But, I twisted my ankle on the way up here.  Can we do it tomorrow night?”
“OK, Harry,” said Hermione.  She could wait another day to get the answer to her question. 
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When classes ended the next day, Professor McGonagall, the head of the Gryffindor house, found Harry and said, “Professor Dumbledore wants to see you right away, Harry.”
Harry glanced at the clock on the wall and realized he was supposed to meet Hermione in ten minutes at the Room of Requirement.  He didn’t want to miss the chance to whip and rape the pretty girl for the third time.  It was so much fun and she showed a completely different side of herself when she was tied up.  But, he couldn’t ignore the summons from Dumbledore.  
McGonagall followed Harry to Dumbledore’s office, even climbing the stairs right behind him and entering the office.  
“Glad you could come, Harry,” said Dumbledore.  “Evil things are happening and I fear that events are coming to a climax today.”
“What events, Professor?” asked Harry.
“Professor Trelawney made a prophesy today that Death Eaters would enter Hogwarts before the stroke of midnight.  Professor McGonagall and I both feel evil approaching.  We need to be on our guard tonight.  I want to know if any of the students have felt the evil.”
“I haven’t heard of any, Professor,” said Harry honestly.  “I can keep my ears open, but it sounds like we’re running out of time.”
“Yes, Harry, we are,” said McGonagall.  “We don’t think it will happen until nightfall, but that is just two hours away.”
Harry was thinking that was time enough to do Hermione and still be ready for the Death Eaters.  He looked at the clock in Dumbledore’s office and saw that he had five minutes now before he was supposed to meet Hermione.  
“I believe I’ve located one of Voltemort’s Horcruxes,” said Dumbledore.  “After we deal with the Death Eaters tonight, I want you to go with me to try to destroy it.”
“Sure, Professor,” said Harry, edging toward the door.  He didn’t want to be late for Hermione.  “Umm, I have to go,” he said lamely.  
“Harry, you can’t go right now,” insisted Dumbledore.  “Nothing is more important than what we have to discuss.  Whatever you have planned will have to wait.”
Harry didn’t want to stay and he didn’t want the two professors following him.  He stepped on the top of the stairs leading down from Dumbledore’s office.  The stairs began to lower him toward the outer hallway.  “Harry, come back here,” said Dumbledore.
“Nymphomanium,” said Harry in desperation, waving his wand at McGonagall.  The last thing he saw as the stairs lowered him out of sight was a gleam in McGonagall’s eye and Dumbledore backing away.  
“Minerva, what’s gotten into you?” said the faint voice of Dumbledore as Harry was deposited in the hallway.  The young wizard ran up to the Room of Requirement just in time to see Hermione pacing up and down in the hall.
“Harry, I thought you weren’t going to show up,” she said.  “You know how much this means to me,” she added.  
“Yes, of course, Hermione,” said Harry.  Luckily the Titanium spell had worked so well that she had no pain, no marks, and no soreness the next day.  She still thought she’d only been raped once.  In a bit of a hurry this time, Harry led her toward the door and they stepped into the room.  
The two stood staring at the scene in the Room of Requirement.  It wasn’t at all what Hermione expected and definitely not what Harry had seen the previous two times he’d brought the young witch there.  Instead, there was a large cabinet in the center of the room.  Three wizards and two witches stood facing the cabinet.  Draco Malfoy was also in the room, his eyes on the cabinet.  As everyone watched, a figure stepped out of the cabinet and into the room.  Harry stared in horror at Lord Voltemort himself.  
Voltemort was the first one to see Harry.  With an evil hiss, he raised his wand and then paused.  The others turned to see what had the Dark Lord’s attention and gasped in surprise at the presence of Harry and Hermione.  “The boy is mine,” said Voltemort and the others knew they could do nothing until their lord commanded them.  
“You’re so dead now, Potter,” said Draco.  “This is going to be fun.”
“Harry, they’re Death Eaters,” said Hermione.  The masks on their faces gave away their evil ties to Lord Voltemort.  
Harry knew just what he was looking at.  He’d seen these same people before.  Their masks faded and he could tell that Lucius Malfoy was one of the wizards.  “They’re early,” he said.  “Don’t worry, Hermione, Professor Dumbledore and McGonagall know that…” then he remembered how he’d left the two.  Maybe they should be worried.  
“You can’t apparate inside Hogwarts,” said Hermione, as if to deny the existence of the Death Eaters inside the sacred school.  
“Yes, but, this magic cabinet is not apparating,” said Draco.  “It’s another kind of magic.  The other cabinet is in the Malfoy castle and it creates a tunnel between the two.”
“Yes, and young Draco will be well rewarded for helping us enter Hogwarts undetected,” said Voltemort.  “But, first I can exact my revenge on Harry Potter.”  He looked at the trembling young boy and laughed.  “You are no match for me,” he said.  He stretched his lanky form up and set his wand on top of the 8 foot high cabinet and then stared at Harry.  “I’ll even let you take the first shot, little wizard.”  He spread his arms, inviting Harry to strike.  
Harry looked at the other Death Eaters, knowing that he just had one shot at the Dark Lord.  After he got in the first spell, the powerful wizard could strike him dead.  Harry didn’t know if his magic was powerful enough to win.  Then he got an idea, “Permanente Boy Toy,” said Harry.  He watched as Voltemort shrank to four and a half feet tall.  
Surprised, the young Voltemort looked back at the top of the high cabinet.  His wand was out of reach!  He was powerless.  
“Wonderful, Harry,” said Hermione.
“Shall I kill him now, Lord Voltemort?” asked Lucius.
“No, you fool,” hissed Voltemort.  “I’m permanently 11.  He has to live or I’m stuck like this forever.  Get me my wand!”
But, suddenly the room changed.  Harry had never seen the Room of Requirement change before, but they were abruptly in Professor Clinton’s classroom.  Only the cabinet remained, strangely out of place in the classroom.  At the same time, their clothes disappeared and everyone was naked.  The three Death Eater wizards had hard cocks and the two Death Eater witches were furiously scratching their pussies.  
The door slammed behind them and Clinton was in the room.  “Ah, it seems I am just in time,” said the silver haired professor.  He waved his wand at Harry and said something that Harry couldn’t make out.  The boy stared at his own body as tits grew, his cock shrank until he had a pussy, and he could feel his hips spread.  
I’m a girl, thought Harry, staring at his own sexy body.  And I look pretty good.  He felt a tingle in his pussy and started scratching himself.  “What did you do to me, Professor?” he complained.  
“You’ll thank me later,” said Clinton.  He pointed his wand at one of the witches and Harry thought he heard Clinton say, “Beefcake.”  The witch turned into a man.  “Boy Toy,” said Clinton.  Then, he turned to the three Death Eater wizards and said, “Gerbil, gerbil, gerbil.”
To Harry and Hermione’s amazement, the wizards’ cocks came alive.  They had little eyes and feet, seeming to scramble through the air looking for a target.  First one of the wizards grabbed the newly transformed witch, spun her around, and the gerbil like cock disappeared up the young boy’s ass that she now sported.  
“Get away from me,” screamed Voltemort as the other wizard advanced on him.  The young Voltemort tried to escape, but he was trapped and seconds later had an animated cock up his ass.  Only Lucius Malfoy was still standing in the room with his cock still free.  The beady little eyes on the cock opened wide as they fell on Draco.  Unable to resist the pull, Lucius stepped toward his own son.  
“Dad,” said Draco, seeing his nightmare come to life.  “Get away from me, father.”  But, there was no place to run.  He was suddenly cornered.  The strong arms of his father grabbed him, turned him around, and bent him at the waist.  
“I hate gerbils,” screamed Draco as his ass was violated.  
The last of the Death Eaters, the lone witch who remained, raised her wand menacingly.  “You’ve forgotten about me,” she cackled.  “I can kill you all.”
“Lindia Loverlace,” said Clinton, pointed his wand at Hermione.
“Oh, fuck,” said Hermione, eyeing the Death Eater as six inches of tongue spilled from her mouth.  “She’s old and fat.”
But, Hermione was suddenly doing her part to save Hogwarts from certain destruction.  Just as Clinton had anticipated, the witch grabbed Hermione, shoved the young witch’s face to her crotch, and was suddenly enjoying a long, hard tongue up her cunt.  
Harry realized that now he was a girl, the Death Eater wizards hadn’t been interested in gerbilling his sweet ass.  He turned to Clinton, “Thank you, Professor.  My ass is safe.”
Clinton surveyed his handiwork, knowing that the others would be occupied for a few minutes.  He waved his wand at Harry and said, “Mindless slut.”  Harry was unable to move as Clinton stepped behind him.  He was vaguely away of being bent at the waist, then suddenly he heard, “Good girl.”  
Harry shook himself free from the brief haze that had fallen over him and turned to see Clinton with a hard cock.  “Cold shower,” said Clinton as he looked sheepishly at the entrance to the Room of Requirement.  Dumbledore and McGonagall had just arrived.  
“Thank goodness you’re here,” said Clinton more enthusiastically than he meant it.  
“What’s going on here,” insisted McGonagall. 
“I’ve called for dementors,” said Dumbledore.  “Looks like their trip won’t be wasted.”
“Professor,” wailed Draco.  “Please help me.”
“I don’t want to interfere with a wonderful father-son outing,” said Dumbledore.  He surveyed the room.  “Oh ho, is this a pre-pubescent Voltemort?” he asked with a chuckle.  
“Yes, a permanently pre-pubescent Voltemort,” said Harry.
“Ooo, and who are you my lovely girl?” said Dumbledore, waving a hard cock around as he gazed on the unfamiliar, yet enticing face and form of the nude 16-year-old.    
“It’s me, Harry,” said Harry.  He looked at Clinton, “Please, Professor, can you change me back now.”
“Reversio,” said Clinton and Harry became a naked boy again.  
“Oh, excuse me, Harry,” said Dumbledore.  He turned around for a moment and muttered, “Cold shower.”  Then he turned back to Harry.  “Permanent you say?”
“Yes, now he can never create another Horcrux,” said Harry.  
“Magnificent, Harry, you never cease to amaze me.”
“Nor me,” said McGonagall.  She still had that same gleam in her eye.  She smacked Dumbledore on the ass, her hand remaining in place as she squeezed the old wizard’s sagging butt and said, “5000 points for Gryffindor, Mr. Potter.”
“Really, Minerva,” blushed Dumbledore.  He was trying to shake the image of the naked old witch from his mind.  It was something he suspected would never be accomplished.  “You can’t give your own house that many points. 1000 points for Gryffindor.”  Then in an aside to Harry he said, “And another 4000 if you teach me that spell.”
The room suddenly became gloomy and Dumbledore said, “I have a sinking suspicion that we need to change this room to something other than the Art of Dirty Tricks classroom.”  But it was too late.  Seven dementors entered the room, one each for the five Death Eaters, Voltemort, and Draco.  Disgustingly enough, even the dementors were naked.  On the bright side, it completely chased the image of McGonagall from everyone’s mind.  
The dementors left, taking the seven prisoners to Azkaban where they would stay forever.  
Harry walked over to the cabinet that still stood in the room.  On the floor of the room was a single match.  He stared at it for a moment.  Nothing was in the Room of Requirement without a purpose.  He picked up the match and struck it and then flung it into the cabinet. 
“Harry,” yelled the startled Hermione, “you’re going to burn down Hogwarts.”
Harry opened the cabinet to reveal it was empty.  “No,” he said, “I think right now I’m burning down the Malfoy castle,” he chuckled.  
“We still have to track down those five Horcruxes,” said Dumbledore.  “We’ll start tomorrow.”  
Harry and Hermione were left behind after the three professors left the Room of Requirement.  The room changed again as they two teens watched.  “Ooo,” said Hermione.  “A dungeon.”
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