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Draco Takes A Slave

    by Aveline19

      Summary

      A cruel pureblood takes advantage of an opportunity. The consequences of which change Hermione Granger's life forever and set Draco on the path of fulfilling a family tradition during their 8th year.



      Notes

        Read the tags. A story in which Hermione is humiliatingly subjugated by Draco Malfoy. Lots of cruel triggers in this story. Not for the faint of heart.




  






      

  











Chapter 1








  Despite the fact that she had testified for him at his trial and he held some measure of gratitude to her, he couldn't stop himself. He was drunk and that Slytherin part of himself just took over. He couldn't believe Hermione Granger was this fun or this drunk. 
He'd taken advantage to ask her to dance and was happily surprised by Hermione Granger's version of dancing. He guided her over to one of the darker corners and let her grind all over his dick. He plied her with firewhiskeys and grabbed her tits and ass, squeezing them and honking them openly, amazed that the intoxicated girl made no fuss and even moaned and looked up at him with shy adoration that went straight to his dick.
“You like that?” he asked, squeezing her tits. 
“Yes.” 
He rewarded her by brushing her clothed nipples with his fingers, watching her gasp and flush. He left her abruptly and returned with another firewhisky. This time he drank from the glass and fed it to her as if going in for a kiss and pouring it into her mouth. Draco was not disappointed watching her struggle to swallow, obediently trying to choke down what she could instead of spitting it out while firewhiskey streamed down her face and her neck and hair and soaked her blouse and tits. Then he continued dancing with her.
Draco's hand bruisingly groped Hermione's ass providing a show for all to see when he decided he better cut it out and go somewhere more private if he didn't what to be interrupted from his prize. 
The couple students who had been sober enough to notice the unmistakable tall, blond Slytherin senior turning what looked on close inspection to be the head girl, with an absolutely unrecognizable expression on her face, into a living fountain and then using a hand on her asscheek to grope, pry apart  one cheek and hold her wedgied knickers out of the way as they danced flashing and showing off her itty bitty arsehole and pink pussy in a lewd display to the limited audience. The few onlookers were in shock and awe and then were disappointed when the Head boy decided to take his games elsewhere and led the dazed and eager-looking slut with a firm grip on her tits and ass to the dormitories. 
Amazingly, she couldn't seem to stop herself from doing her best to feel up his hard cock as they were leaving the party. It turned Draco on immensely watching the normally prim, insufferable mudblood acting like a total slag groping his cock in public. She whined pathetically and desperately felt him up, moaning and slowing their progress somewhat. Draco snickered with the mates and partygoers they came across on the way and shrugged indulgently as he struggled to frog march the head girl to his room without coming in his pants. He couldn't wait to thoroughly clean out his pipes with this one! He was going to put her through the wringer!
“Oi, mate. Looks like you found the piece of arse you want to punish for the night. Condolences, Granger.”
“Filthy slut.” He pushed her into his room with unnecessary roughness, causing her to stumble to the floor. Draco, who loved bullying pretty mudbloods, and to a lesser extent muggles, was finding he really enjoyed bullying the queen of the mudbloods, perfect student and prim swot, Hermione Granger. Looking down at the girl who looked like she was going to eagerly suck his cock even though he had just tossed her casually onto the floor, he felt a sense of rightness resounding through his being and throbbing through his cock. 
 
It was one thing if she passively let him degrade her. He was all for that! But it was another level of sluttishness to see how she reacted to his cock. From the floor, she was already staring at it. Draco freed his cock from his trousers and sneered as slutty Hermione crawled to him with a hungry look on her face.
“What's gotten into you tonight, Granger?” Draco asked, as the curly headed girl dove to suck into her mouth the head of his cock. He laughed and took his dick away from her and battered the massive cock against her face hard enough to leave red marks. “Take it, Granger. That's it. Let me punish that above-itself mudblood face with a beating by my pureblood fuckstick. Oh fuck this turns me on.” Draco whacked her smartingly all over her face with his massive member without regard for her as a person and then pounded his fisted cock into Hermione's face almost coming and leaving it greasy where he jabbed and dragged against her scrunched, wincing-but-taking-it face with his battering ram. “You like a traditional mudblood humbling rod, Granger? I can tell that you'd benefit from a lot more time spent on it...Ah!” 
He could barely believe the head girl and war heroine was letting him treat her like a piece of garbage! Her face was a mask of desire, mouth open trying to catch some dick, eyes rolled back, and take deep, snorting sniffs of his cock. Draco had never seen something so pathetic or so arousing before in all his life. When she finally caught his cock with her mouth, immediately laving and vacuuming the organ intensely, he let her have at it, plugging her mouth full of his dick and enjoying the wild ride of just another dick-loving mudblood's passionate service. As a connoisseur of muggle porn, he considered himself an expert on muggle-mudblood sluts but he found himself and from a source he had not expected and someone who he had begun to consider perhaps the exception to the slutty mudblood rule. Perhaps she's even more of a slut from being a swot and brings that brilliant, logical diligence to even the most demeaning tasks, he thought.
It was only natural then when he took control once again in an insistent exploration of her throat. She was a copious salivator and he took great satisfaction in how juicy her throat was and the sheer quantity of spitty goo sacrificed to his dick and soaking her thoroughly, spewing for him continually and constantly re-lubing his cramming cock. Even though he could only wedge in around a quarter of his cock at the very most, he enjoyed the throatjob immensely as the visual of the head girl struggling and looking so ridiculous on his cock was more than half the pleasure.
“Now let's see if you really know your place. All fours, mudbitch!”
 
Draco never felt more powerful than he did squeezing his mammoth 11-inch pipe up Hermione Granger's virgin ass. He still couldn't believe she was letting him do this! After acting like she was, like a total whore, what else could he do? Her naughty pussy was red and inflamed and her juice was running down her thighs. He was going to fuck her ass. Despite her cries of discomfort and her sexy, pathetic whining, she was moaning and gasping like a slut. 
His father's views on mudblood girls, that they were all naturally subservient slave whores whose only redeeming quality beneath the surface was their almost preternatural ability to degrade themselves in their worship of Pureblood cock, filtered through his mind. His father had encouraged him over the years to dump his lusts into mudbloods or even to train up a special fuckpig, by picking whatever mudblood fellow student took his fancy and enslaving her over time. Draco enjoyed sexually humiliating girls probably a great deal more than the average fellow, and dirty little mudbloods in particular, but he had still found his father's views extreme, medieval really, unnecessary, and somewhat repulsive. His father thought it was proper to use mudbloods as receptacles for the intense sexual aggression that was a natural part of being a dark wizard but would be insulting to bring home to one's wife. His father proudly referred to any of the male members of the Malfoy line or sometimes pureblood men in general as having a natural mudblood humbling rod between their legs so firm was his belief in their frequent use for sexual relief and often advised that mudsluts would be better and improved for their time spent on the rod. Draco did jolly well enjoy seeing how many mudblood slits he could get to submit to rough, degrading time on his humbling baton, but he'd never imagined Hermione Granger would be one of them, nor that she would let him use her as a submissive cumrag and submit her arse virginity to such a humbling. 
He loved how it looked as her little brown virgin balloon knot slowly and gruelingly stretched and stretched to obscene proportions around his cockhead as she attempted to accommodate him. Draco paused, hawked up a deluge of loogies onto his stuck cock and her ass, and continued to bear down with his weight on the too tight hole. It was tight but he needed her to take his cock! He loved everything about it! All her delectable noises and squirming, the idea of taking down the queen of the mudbloods and his swotty academic rival, knowing Kreacher was recording everything for future viewing, fulfilling his pureblood duty to humble mudbloods and pleasing his father, gaining an advantage over the Golden Trio, getting to turn the most aloof to him, admirable, and unattainable girl in school into his anal whore. He savored watching the private show, loving the sight of his ginormous schlong crammed between her two plump and perky but compact cheeks where the tiniest slip of a starfish had been hidden in a tight crevice between two meaty, muscular buns that now looked like there was a train jammed in a too small tunnel between the two bulging hilly mounds. He couldn't believe how much space he'd made with his cock bulging out of her ass cheeks and felt satisfaction and admiration for himself as he could see he had most likely changed the shape of her arsehole forever. “Take it, mudwhore.” 
Draco didn't stop until he was fully seated as far up her ass as it seemed would go in, enjoying the incredible almost painful tightness and the pulse and spasms of her tight arse. He rested there, passively enjoying the feel of his huge schlong entirely packed, except for the last few inches, in the tight bowels of his childhood enemy who squirmed and whined deliciously in acute discomfort, not telling him to stop but whining pathetically, “You're cock is so big, Master, errrrrrrrrgh, so big!” Draco took his time acclimating to the intense sensation of packing her squeezing arse simply admiring the sight of his cock almost disappeared in his little meathole and listening to her compliments and begging. He didn't want to dump one into her too soon so he waited a good while longer until he had mastered his desires well enough and he was satisfied he could withstand the wonderful muscle fluctuations and pressures of her arse, and then he put it to the kind of use his father would find proper. He gave her a brutal heave-ho to drag his cock powerfully and deliberately in and out causing her to start screaming as he worked up to a rhythm relishing the punishment of raw anal fucking on the mudblood slut and having no mercy.
 
Unrestrained now Draco slammed his long thick schlong all the way up her reluctant arse, really nailing her trying to overcome the tight resistance of her arse on the last few inches of his dick, and he pounded away at her wholly enjoying the masochistic bitch head girl! Hermione moaned and screamed as Draco violently packed her ass. She was in terrible pain but also throbbed in terrible pleasure. She cried out pleadingly, “Draco, please, oh, oh, oh,” and whimpered, “I don't know if I can take it, Draco, please, my ass.” But Draco continued to ride his moaning bitch with abandon, a solid hand controlling her hip and the other pulling her back by her hair. He only slowed down to keep both of them from coming too soon and waited till he was capable of pounding away again full throttle. It was the the roughest fuck he'd ever given a nonprofessional. And incredibly it was Hermioine fucking Granger who was allowing him to give it to her, who was naturally the most submissive eager cumrag he had ever come across, an utter slut. He relished her conquered hole further by pulling out all the way, unplugging from the vast conquered thoroughfare of her ass to his meaty vehicle, mesmerizing the sexy view of the space his dick left, and then battering his dick once again up her chute in his stroke. The swot was blubbering and gibbering like an idiot, sweating like a pig beneath him and shaking uncontrollably. Draco found this indescribably sexy and even a little cute, and gained intensity in his merciless unplugging and replugging strokes. Now that he was uninhibitedly going to town on her and she had submitted her arsehole irreversibly and he'd run roughshod over her delicate anal virginity to make her his anal pig, he could admit to himself on some level that he'd coveted her and the idea that Hermione Granger, mudbood extraordinaire, would be tending his cock was immensely appealing. 
“That's it, Granger,” he cooed, “take it like a good girl, you filthy bitch.”
Before he could come in the hysterical and depraved girl's ass, he pulled out and helped her into an obscene squat on her spasming legs. In doing so he presented her with his ultimate test: his soiled monster, slimy with precum and ass sludge. Would the golden girl clean her sludge off his dick? He needed to know. Waggling the stinky, ugly appendage in her face with one hand on the clean inches around the base of his shaft, he used his other hand to gently guide her head in the desired direction. She seemed hesitant so he was surprised when she dove for his cock suddenly and started sucking the head efficiently and determinedly. “Aww yes. Clean off the shit, bitch,” ordered Draco, incredulous and high off the power he held over the prissy bitch obediently cleaning the mess of her anal deflowering from his large member. He pulled his dick from her mouth and started rolling it over and painting her face with it, appreciating the utter debauchery and prolonging the cleaning process.
By the time he did finish, he came in her gagging throat. He took a moment to pause, enjoying the warm body struggling desperately for breath around him. This was how she'd invited him to treat her since she'd found him at the party tonight, so this was how he would treat her! He yelled, “Shit-cleaner!” and dumped his load straight into her belly, furiously humping her filthy face, spurt after spurt continuing to shoot from his half flesh-encased member in the longest orgasm he'd ever had. He drug the limp, sputtering girl off his dick in what was a reprise of her fountain role as she spewed spunk, spit, and a little vomit.
“Good girl, Granger. You took that cock well.” He rested his cock on Granger's hair as he propped her up and continued to give her compliments without getting himself sticky as she hacked up more gunk and heaved in air. “ You cleaned my cock very well.” Draco still felt intense reverberations in his cock as if he had come from intimate contact with the oneness of the universe. He was deeply grateful for his superior Malfoy pureblood cock could humble Hermione Granger. According to his father, he'd grow stronger with the fulfillment of his duty because of one of the ancient enchantments on the Malfoy line cock. He'd already experienced first hand some of the results from his dalliances. It would work for him even more developing a mudblood much further like he wanted to do with this one.
Next Draco fucked her with her face down and arse up pushing her into the mess she had made spitting up. This time he allowed her to come, enjoying the comical convulsions of her violent orgasm. He once again had her suck the mess off his cock. Then he shot his load up her ass and made her clean his cock again. 
Next he shot another load up her ass and made her shit it out on his cock and eat it off his cock while she cleaned him. 
Subsequently he made her shit her loads out onto the floor but made her wait until there was a good crop of them before making her crawl around and eat them. “Merlin, you're such a slut. Faster, bitch.” He whipped her with his belt to see how fast he could get her clean the floor, feeling absolutely right in his very bones to be wielding a whip on the crawling girl while she frantically devoured the tasty treats they'd made together.
He couldn't believe how willing she was to let him treat her like she was garbage. 
Draco stayed up all night daydreaming, thinking of all the possibilities.
 
/    /    /
 
Hermione woke up in stark horror, her body rigid, as memories of her actions the previous night filtered into her mind.
The arms she was too panicked to notice were around her squeezed her forcefully. “Calm down, Granger.”
“But I - I think I - I need to go!” The girl sputtered, face a tomato, trying to wriggle away from the large, strong body laying against her..
“Calm down. You're not going anywhere. So relax.” 
“I can't believe - I didn't - I mean -” 
“Granger, McLaggen drugged you with a potion to get into your knickers. Nott has just been around to tell me how distraught McLaggen was while looking for you. I don't expect you me to believe me until you've verified it for yourself, but I had nothing to do with it. I was just the innocent victim you came across in your altered and sexually aggressive state.”
“He what?! I mean I would never-”
“The potion, however, was a fairly simple, fairly innocuous one as far as love potions go. It only lowered your inhibitions and increased your libido.” He squeezed her again. “I ran the diagnostic spell myself. So when your inhibitions were lowered and your libido was high you made a beeline to me, to my cock, you worshipped my cock depravedly? Do you remember? Do you understand what that means?”
Hermione whimpered. It meant she was a piece of shit slut who wanted to worship her former bully's cock however he wanted her to and although she had all these urges and fantasies she never thought she'd ever possibly act on them. “Draco, I think I better go.”
“Hermione, if you think I'm going to let you go now, you're crazy. You took my cock in the proper way for a mudblood. I couldn't believe your virgin arse fit so much of my cock, and the pounding I put it through, and how clean you got my dick in between reamings like the inferior mudblood cock attendant you are. If you think I'm letting you go, you're crazy. You're a class A slut, Hermione. And I know how crazy you are for my Pureblood dick now. You found me out of everyone else at the party. You threw yourself at me – clung to me like a barnacle – and debased yourself to me!You literally would not let my cock alone. Your inferior mudblood unconscious mind was drawn to my superior Pureblood cock to service it. You picked me to be your Master last night. You offered yourself to me on a platter because you knew I would put you down with my dick like you really want. I'm your Master now whether you want to admit it or not. Now stop your squirming, I want to enjoy some cuddling with you and talk about your wrecked arsehole.”
“Really, Draco, I must leave! I never would have acted on my emotions. This is too much. The magic made me get carried away. I could never have anticipated all this.”
“Listen Granger, quit squirming. I like to see my bitch's used body after dumping so many fucks in it!” 
Hermione gasped at his crude words, but they also made her pussy throb with need. 
“Granger, you became my anal whore last night. The things we did can never be undone. I can feel the thrilling start of a magical sl- sex bond, connecting your ass to my dick. Can you feel it? As the sub you may not notice anything, but as the Dom the bond feels like a ghost ass is always a little bit pleasantly squeezing my cock. Do you know how well I had to have fucked your ass to initiate a sl- sex bond without any kind of ritual? Do you know how wonderful your arsehole feels around my cock? This was written in the stars, my fated ass slut. If you think I'm going to let that go, especially now that I know it's what you really want, and how you kept diving for my cock last night, you're crazy. Kreacher recorded the whole thing and I could show it to the school –” Hermione gasped, horrified. “– But that's not going to be necessary, mudslit. No, I am going to generously allow you access to worship your favorite thing in the world and in return you will be the eager, obedient, devoted cumrag to this cock we both know you want to be. If you're a good slutty little pet for me, I'll reward you. Either way I'm going to fuck you. One way you come and take a cuddle and keep a modicum of your dignity and the other the whole school finds out how much of my whore you are now. You choose.”
Hermione started weeping in her tormentor's arms She cried at being trapped. She cried at being found out. She cried because in a sick way she was relieved he was determined to keep her.
He held her and stroked her. He told her she was beautiful, surprising her. He told her she took her ass wrecking very well as she was born to do. He pulled her cheeks apart and stretched her ring with his fingers. “There's a girl. Good girl,” he said, as he prodded the tender area. He applied some dittany and murtlap, making a big production of tending her ass. Then he held her on the sofa and read to her the reading selections from their schoolwork she had not gotten to and fed her summoned food for the rest of the day. And he made out with her, kissing her on his lap and calling her perfect. Then he slathered her right hand in the healing ointment and made her apply it deep in her ass while she worshipped his cock, quickly becoming slavish in her behavior and carried away, her face a fountain of spit as she continued to try to choke the entire impossible length down her throat. Draco enjoyed her efforts as she began keeping the better part of his cock down her throat and jabbing herself forward trying to take the last few inches while still administering the salve deep up her arse. 
Once again he was astonished by the whorish mudblood. Who would have known Hermione Granger would voluntarily be lying between his legs for twenty minutes with his massive cock lodged down her gullet, concentrating and determined to go all the way, acting like the perfect cocksleeve. He murmured  compliments and words of encouragement happily enjoying the undrugged Hermione Granger enthusiastically participating in her own degradation. “That's it, Hermione. You feel so good. Just a little more swallowing. Just move past your gag. Don't be afraid of it. You're doing wonderful, Hermione. You're a natural cocksucker, pleasing this big one so well. Take it! Take it! Eat it, pig!” he challenged as come spurted powerfully from his spasming dick down her throat and he ground his hips, pistoning his tool as best he could through her juicy oral tunnel. 
Finally he escorted Hermione back to her room for the night, kissing her soundly in an alcove not too far away from the door. In between kisses he made her get her titties out from her blouse and show them to him. “Good job, Granger.” Thrilled to expose her so close to the Gryffindor stronghold, he pinched and tugged her breasts passionately paying particular attention to her nipples as he kissed her goodnight. “Your jugs please me. I like your puffy nipples. Do you like what I'm doing to them?”
He was pinching them and pulling them sharply.
She could only moan into his mouth but then she managed to squawk, “Yes, Master.”
Suddenly uninterested in continuing letting her go to bed without having his dick sucked one final time, he pushed her down on her knees and had his dick down her throat momentarily. He grinded against her head hurriedly as he had work he wanted to go accomplish. When Hermione tried to slink away, he only pinned her on his dick between him and a chair and worked a brisk pace in the depths of her throat while Hermione was trapped in a supremely uncomfortable position that made her gag helplessly on his cock.   
“Aaaaarrghhh, good!” He pumped cum down her throat three times and pulled out to spray her breasts.
“Good obedient jugs,” he praised while helping her up, “and I just intended to kiss you goodnight, Granger, but you're so slutty I needed to feed you another nut.” He kissed her hair and patted her arse in the direction of the common room entrance as he left her, cum-cover tits still out and looking wet and slovenly like a good mudblood.
He went directly to the owlry after that figuring he would need to send a letter to his father through his solicitor – his father would no doubt celebrate his conquest – if he wanted to know where all the special items were he wanted from the manor. In the end, he hadn't found a fuckpig as his father had advised. The fuckpig had found him.






      

  











Chapter 2








  “How does your ass feel?” Draco asked her for the umpteenth time curious after mercilessly pole vaulting her virgin arse the day before.
He'd found her before classes, inspected and explored her arsehole once again in one of the castle's hidden alcoves, before packing it full of murtlap and having her suck his cock. Hermione was profoundly affected by his pheromones and got high sucking his cock and went to her first class with a smile, a sloppy mouth, and desperate arousal that only got worse as the week went on. 
When he'd first asked his new favorite question before sending her off to class with a sharp, dismissive slap to her arse, she could tell it turned him on to hear her describe how weird and uncomfortable her arse felt.
She had told him, “It feels really weird, actually. And sore. It aches, but that isn't the worst part. It feels open. It's so weird-feeling. I can feel the breeze. It's scary. It won't close. I'm so embarrassed, Master.” She had stopped when she had seen the intense way he was gazing at her and his fingers had begun to bruise her arms and his breathing got heavy. He asked her out to dinner as they walked to class.
Draco invited her to dinner and they had a romantic evening that felt almost like a real date.
“Why did you want to take me on a date?”
“You take my cock really well, why wouldn't I want to take you on a date? You've been a brilliant, good girl for me. Let's hold hands.”
“But I thought I'm just a mudblood to you Master?”
“You are my slutty mudblood but you can be both my spoiled girlfriend and my mudslut.”
Hermione glowed from the praise even if she was still wary of this side of him and felt butterflies in her stomach as Draco looked down at her intensely. “It's never been like this with anyone else, Master,” Hermione told him shyly and humbly, “You know just what I need.”
 
Draco was moved by the brave, smart girl's meek, earnest words. Hermione Granger, queen of the mudbloods, was a fuckpig, but she was his sweet fuckpig who he felt very protective of and responsible for. She was still the same brave, brilliant, kind-hearted, even innocent in some ways girl as she was reputed to be and that profoundly made her submission to him and her dedication to being a servant to his cock sweeter. He loved the contrast of having a pussy-virgin arsetoy. She was making him very happy in his life and he felt a powerful side of himself develop and flourish, if in a dark way, while at the same time his need to be loved and cared for was met in her passionate abject willingness to take what he gave her. He somewhat guiltily scorned the love of his previous mudblood arsetoys. He enjoyed degrading sex with mudblood women and loved muggle porn, informing his firm views on the natural whorishness of muggles and mudbloods. Previously he'd just liked to dominate pretty mudbloods in their arseholes, stripping away their public personality and dignity to their slutty cores and coaxing and bullying them into the acts he knew they were within their aptitude. He frequently passed them off to friends often in group settings. He was quite notorious. One broken-in Hufflepuff that had been very enamored of him allowed her arse to be converted into a kind of message in a bottle by him for all the most powerful 7th year Slytherins. The exacting Slytherins taught her to shit out crude messages and jokes that were put in creative, sometimes expensive or intricate, enchanted or cursed, objects and then shoved up her arse as well as howlers, sparklers, illusions, etc. because of Draco's most amusing charm The young men eventually started using her arse for storage, ironically adapting the spells they had heard Hermione used while on the run with some sex magick and the fabled enchantments used in the Room of Requirement. Nothing could compare in stress relief with packing lots useful objects and treasures up into the tenderest storage of their passive Puff's arse for the in-the-know seniors. Draco congratulated her for uncovering her hidden talent when she first got started relaying messages, bent over regularly delivering messages to Syltherin males and he fucked her as he had promised to do as her reward. He had eventually convinced her she had uncovered a latent magical skill and he used a mostly harmless hex that filled her with a desire to get her arse stuffed before sending her off with his last message – reading, Fuck this bitch. I'm through with her. - D – in a bottle up her arse to another 7th year Slytherin. She shat many bottles for the Slytherins before the war. She was still around trundling Slytherin wares, but Draco had long moved on. Draco sometimes coaxed the girls he kept on a string to stack themselves for him. He loved a good arse tower of folded-over desperate mudslut arse for maximum efficiency in going form arse to arse and mouth to mouth in whatever pattern he pleased with his enormous humbling rod. 
Draco had never felt so many strong emotions for one of his arsetoys. The purity of his mudblood's servile love had crept through his callous defenses. It was a most precious gift and he could not help himself from responding to it in kind.
He led her to the astronomy tower to look at stars. She repeatedly tried to reach for his dick, but Draco denied her and held her against him firmly, giving her compliments and acting romantically. “You're so beautiful, Granger.” He stroked her hand. He told her about places he wanted to go with her and things he wanted to give to her. He even started off speaking non-sexually. He told her she smelled wonderful and he enjoyed holding her. He told her she made him feel alive and he felt better with her than he ever had in his life. “Hermione, will you go out with me. You know, in secret for now. I want you to be my girl and my pig.”
He easily held her hand as she uselessly groped for his cock again. 
Draco chuckled. “Now, now, pig. None of that. I'm trying to speak to you like a human being if that's still possible, Hermione. I know that's the part you love the most but I'm trying to ask you to be my girlfriend, not just the girlfriend of my dick. Don't worry I'll plow you good soon no matter what you answer. Now darling, please use your words to answer me.”
“Yes, Master. I don't know that a pig should be a girlfriend, Master” said the hopelessly snake-charmed mudblood, “but if you want this pig for a girlfriend, she is all yours.”
Draco squeezed her and kissed her hair passionately at her response but didn't let it get further than that. Draco led Hermione back to his rooms. They made out for a long time. Then had more rough anal sex and ass to mouth fun. Draco stopped kissing her on the mouth after the first time she cleaned his soiled dick. He did allow his spit to drool into her mouth and over her face in an approximation of the kisses lovers usually shared. 
“Beautiful,” he cooed, watching his sprayed cum pooling on her face.
 
Draco got Hermione's lips on his cock between classes as often as he could even if it was just for a moment. “Thanks, baby. The touch of your lips on my dick is an instant refresher. Now since I'm a bastard, I'm going to whip you three times and we can be on our way. Scream as loud as you want.”
CRACK! “Aaae!” 
“Good girl.”
CRACK! “Aaae!” CRACK! “Eee!”
“Very good, Granger.”
 
Draco couldn't believe it. Once more Hermione was taking his monster of a cock better than anyone besides experienced professionals had ever taken it before and it hadn't taken much persuading to get her to service him with her ass right there in the middle of the hallway! What a precedent! “Take it, mudslit! Relax that ass for your master! Hnnngh!” It was surreal and it thrilled Draco to no end that she seemed indifferent to being exposed taking his degrading treatment. He began plugging away like a workhorse, speeding up the delivery of his thick snake, until he was reaming her mercilessly. When he was ready, he drug his cock out of her beaten orifice with a wet pop and a splrrrt and came on the floor before he went around to rest his slimy humbling stick on on her head ,patiently waiting for her to clean it. Then he had her eat his splooge from the floor, before helping her up and giving into the urge to give her a strong hug. “Good girl. You're so nasty for me, aren't you Hermione?”
“Yes, Master.”
“That's right. Good bitch. But how would you feel if we were discovered?”
“Embarrassed, Master.”
“Would you still let me finish and clean up the mess on my dick?”
Hermione blushed and looked down.
“I'd probably do anything you wanted, Master.”
Draco's dick immediately hardened at her words and bashful demeanor. She was too cute saying that with her face a comical mess of spit and dick splooge. He wished he had time to dump a load on there. He had so much power over the swotty princess. His vision, as it frequently did, swam with all the nasty things he wanted to do to her and his dick throbbed painfully seeking out the pleasurable succor of the slave bond.  
“You cleaned my dick well,” he said, voice gruff with emotion. 
He walked her to her next class and even helped her clean up before anyone noticed her slovenly state. He couldn't wait till after class when he could seat himself up her ass once again. He could feel the bond between them tingling. It almost felt like his dick was mounted in her ass a little already.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Draco surveyed the fuckpig he had fucked into unconsciousness. Her propped up ass and akimbo legs providing the perfect view of her distended, red, and creamy arsehole, filling Draco with pride and tenderness. Just look at that thing! Once again he had gone to battle with the limitations of that tight most embarrassing hole and won. For weeks now, she had been the perfect mudblood pig for him! She'd let him do anything he wanted to her with only weak resistance to his most extreme requests. If anything, the more humiliating the request the more aroused the head girl seemed to be by it and the more firmly he seemed to have her under his control. He loved the obedient, servile side to the object of his attraction and former academic rival. Her submission to his nastiest urges filled him with the sweetest feelings of total power. The head boy had her wear heavy enchanted anal beads during several of their shared potions classes that week and teased and tormented her ruthlessly experimenting with the beads' charms. The expression on Hermione's face in class trying to contend with the substantial and unpredictable anal beads was enough to put him in the best of moods. He exercised their ability to pulse, to buzz, to wiggle, to lightly zap, and to spit out a gingery substance, the last was triggered by the sound of her voice, making her answers when called upon or her conversations with her friends of supreme amusement to Draco Malfoy. Draco loved making her suck him off while she was desperate from the over-stimulation of her bead-stuffed ass. Then once he pumped and dumped down her throat, he had her beg from the floor with her ass up facing him, encouraging her to wiggle it, to try to shit out the first few beads, and to gyrate while begging him to take the beads out of her arse. Both times he'd taken her to the boys' lavatory, savoring ripping the beads from her ass in one of the stalls and almost exposing her because of the natural comings and goings and Draco's disregard for using a silencing charm when he felt like king of the world.
Theo Nott even called out, guessing from the noise, “Got another mudblood arsehole you're excavating, Malfoy, eh?” the second time he ripped the beads out of her arse in the school lavatory..
Malfoy ignored him. He took his time complimenting and stroking the very limp, post anal orgasm mudblood, her ass presented and resting against him as he sat on the commode. Then he fucked her over the toilet, unable to resist dunking her head playfully, before letting her go to dinner. The next time he dunked her too and made sure she didn't get to clean up before dinner, enjoying seeing his dazed, swirly girl in the dining hall amidst her friends. After dinner, he discreetly herded her to his room for more pounding.
The fourth time he made her wait until after dinner and go outside where he made her shit out every anal bead in a semi-discreet location on the back lawn. Afterwards he rewarded her with a collar and leash and he walked his pet on a reluctant victory lap with the anal beads carried in her mouth like a dog's stick. 
“Ass up, mudblood. Hold your gape open for the moon,” he directed. He wanted to initiate her into some of the sexy fuckpig rituals that had been passed down in the Malfoy family from generation to generation.
Draco had her stop and fit his cock straight down her moon-saluting hole for a couple full dick pumps and made her oink before continuing their walk. He frequently stopped to hear her oinks and give her more pumps and admire her obscene salute to the moon. He spoke an incantation all along the way. The little known ritual was a variation of an ancient spell used for animal husbandry that generations of Malfoys had perverted for the improvement of mudblood slaves. She'd make him a proper pig, he assessed, pleased with her comportment, crawling around naked in the wet grass on his leash, beads obediently and humbly grasped between her jaws. The ritual recognized her as his valued animal before the moon, further shaping their bond and creating a greater desire or tolerance for being controlled as livestock. She was more than smart enough to know the magic they were flirting around with would have permanent consequences that fit the ritual but she let him lead her around like a perverted dog without any resistance. Draco plugged her asshole with a corkscrew pig tail and fit on a pair of nosehooks that he especially liked on her. 
He'd made her wear all manner of arcane and degrading trinkets that were made for slaves and it turned Draco on to see the pretty and formerly assertive prim and proper schoolgirl decked out as the freakiest slave whore.
Now he was making it official. She was a kind of chattel to him. It felt so deliciously, naughtily right. She didn't even put up a bit of fuss. He mounted her again under the moon. He made her oink. He fucked her arse. He led her over the grass. He felt he bond between them throbbing with power and intoxicating sensation, growing stronger, squeezing his dick almost like it was her arse. He felt filled with power. He only let up on his little beast when she finally passed out. He tenderly picked her up and carried her back to his room. 
 
 
 
“Ahh,” Draco groaned, fully nutted up Hermione's quivering ass. He lowered her feet to the ground and withdrew his rod from her warm depths and replacing his dick with one of the buttplugs he'd taken to carrying around with him to plug her ass since she had so meekly voiced her concern over leakage from her wrecked ass on the third day of their dalliances. “I needed that. It's going to be nice thinking about my sperm up your arse while you're pretending to cheer on your house.” He smacked her arse harshly in dismissal and Hermione quickly got to her knees facing him, looking up at his cruel eyes like he liked her to do, hers wide and fearful ones before passionately slurping up his thick hose. Draco's eyes rolled backwards and he gasped as his cock hardened with unexpected rapidness. “Fuck, mudblood!” he laughed breathlessly, “you know how to get your medicine, don't you?”
Draco's dick once again found her ass before cumming again, having her hold the buttplug in her mouth as he topped off her ass and then having her clean him once again until she was feverishly peppering his cock with kisses. “That's enough,” he said with a laugh at her servile antics and grabbed her hair to dry off his cock before putting himself away. He pulled up the girl, his now blushing quasi-slave, so she was wrapt in a tight embrace with her back against his front and hummed into her and squeezed her soothingly.
“Mmmmmm. I can't believe what a slut you are. You really pleased me with this,” he said pushing the buttplug into and out of her ass. “And with this,” he said, putting the fingers from his other hand into her mouth possessively. Draco manipulated her gently in this degrading manner while soothingly whispering in her ear that she was his filthy mudblood slut, servant, cockwarmer, mudpig. When he flicked her clit, she convulsed violently his arms and he held onto her tightly. He stroked her as she slowly came down. “Good girl, Hermione. Good girl,” he murmured into her neck and kissed the top of her head. Hermione was grateful for this softer side of Draco and stayed halfway in her bubble as he helped her get dressed and cleaned up and then took her hand to escort her to her next class. “Meet me outside the locker room after the game, baby.” He massaged her ass discreetly as they parted for their separate classes. 
Hermione blushed. It seemed improper and embarrassing to wait outside the boys' locker room for Draco, but nevertheless she found she did just that.
Worse when she got there she found she couldn't make eye contact with any of the departing Slytherins.
Draco was exceptionally pleased with the shy obedience of his slut when he exited the locker room. He dismissed the cajoling of his teammates to join the party in the dungeons with some excuse and went right up to his fucktoy and invited her to accompany him back to the field. When they were far enough away to be out of sight, he grabbed a tit and led her along at a brisk pace with his tight grip out of the castle and into the stadium.
“Bend over,” he ordered, gesturing to the lower seating. Her ass glowed in the moonlight and the few lights that were still on. At least her head and face were obscured to anyone who might have been watching since her upper body was under the seating with her face pressed against the ground. He had her shit out her buttplug.
Everyone is unique and likes to celebrate in their own way and Draco had chosen to celebrate his victory in the way he'd find most satisfying. He got the game winning snitch in his hand and transfigured the buttplug into a small snake with a powerfully hissing tongue and levitated them both up her ass without warning while he pushed her face into the sticky ground with his other hand and watched the show. She squealed, bucked, tried to expel the intruders, her ass quivering, making desperate whimpers. “Draco, please, it's too much! Get it out! Is that a snake? I'll do anything! Please have mercy! What's in my ass!? Oh!”
Draco sat comfortably on the lowest bench and watched the action, ignoring her, simply mesmerized by the powerful gyrations, mysterious butt winks, and quivering cheeks. He fished out his ramrod and stroked it slowly. He spanked her with his other hand to encourage her to a more sprightly rhythm. “Dance, bitch, dance. You can do better than that.” When she finally came from just her butt, as the snake zapped her ass with a particularly long vibrato hiss from it's long, quivering tongue, he started calling her his ass slut, anal mudwhore and spanking her harder. When she'd come three times, still begging for mercy as her sweating, red beaten ass heaved in the moonlight, his fingers found her clit and orgasms were wrung from her exhausted body at an even greater pace and her ass was so sensitized that she twitched and contorted freely, showing off her impressive gape to her proud boyfriend while moaning loudly and babbling nonsense as the magical objects ran rampant inside her. By this time Draco had worked three fingers up her arse and was fucking her stuffed arse with them as she moaned squeezed and begged. After ten more orgasms, Draco had pity on her. He pushed her lower body over the seat and pulled her up by the arm, helping her to kneel under the second row of seats where he promptly moved, after pulling down his pants, to sit like her face was his throne.
He used his right arm to reach back to grab the back of her skull and smash her face into his arse. “Use your tongue. Pretend your tongue's like the snake's tongue you've got up your ass.” He mopped his ass humiliatingly all over her face, feeling triumphant over the house of Gryffindor like never before as he sat on their princess and demanded degrading worship. “Do you like how my ass tastes, whore?” Draco was unsurprised when he felt the tongue of his obedient mudblood fuckslut getting to work. 
“Yes.” 
“Mmm. Yes,” he echoed, approvingly. “Thank me for helping you find your true purpose in life.”
“Thfank oo fwa hathving mmme fawnd vyy nnm urpppse, mafftuh.” Hermione attempted as best she could with her tongue all the way up her Master's arse and her clumsy mumblings muffled into his muscular cheeks, without losing focus on pleasuring him.
“Oh Merlin, you're such a whore! Play it like a harmonica. Tongue all in, Granger, and hum. Hum as hard as you can, bitch! Oh yes, bitch, now suck my hole. Oh, yes. Now suck my juicy asshole, filthy mudblood! Hum and suck, fuck! ….Are you my personal mudblood ass maid?”
She moaned her assent up his ass.
“Are you going to give me a special cleaning after each of my games from now on?”
Hermione moaned and groaned dazedly, slurping her tongue deep in her Master's pungent hole, bouncing her face into his cheeks to jab her tongue forward. His words humiliated her as she pictured herself dutifully licking her big-dicked lover's ass submissively whenever he was sweaty and hopped up on aggression but she couldn't help how turned on they made her nor the helpless moaning agreement she hummed into his ass.
Finally, he said, “Enough, whore. Now open your mouth and catch and suck my balls.” 
She obediently allowed her tongue to be drug from his asshole and opened her mouth. Immediately his big balls landed on her face and smacked the whole area around her mouth as his jerking motion caused the two large hairy sacs to bounce rapidly chafing her face. She desperately tried to keep her mouth open and suck his balls in and felt inadequate that she could only get one of the bouncing balls to fit in her mouth at a time. Then, before she knew what was happening, she was upside down again with her ass over the bleachers and her face getting smashed and rolled into the ground by a strong hand and Draco's fat dickhead was lodged up her butt and dumping his fifth load into it of the day.
He was concerned when he noticed the girl had gone limp and he gathered her up in his arms, gently washed her face of the mud matting it, and brought her to one of the sport equipment sheds that had been outfitted by fellow Slytherins as a place to have their trysts. She woke enough to babble nonsense  breathlessly and agitatedly and he held onto her tightly under the covers on a mattress, talking to her soothingly and stroking her. 
“I'm sorry, Master.” The head girl said when she could finally string along a sentence.
“What are you sorry for, slut?”
“I passed out. I let you down.”
“No, Hermione. I was too rough with you again. You don't know what you do to me. I got carried away because you pleased me so much with your mouth and your arse. It was a slice of heaven.” He sighed. “My father has always told me mudblood whores get off on the most depraved debasements but I still never thought there'd be a girl like you. You're the perfect slut for me. I love the way you worship my dick and ass. I love how you take my thick rod up your ass like a brave, obedient girl and let me construct a tunnel where your arsehole used to be. I loved how you helped me to celebrate my victory over Gryffindor as my very own masochistic Gryffindor arse dancer and cleaning stool. It was very special to me. You know a pureblood witch would never let anyone do anything like that to her. She'd probably rather die, but you mudbloods are natural born slave whores. You have a tendency to want to serve powerful pureblood cock. You can't help yourself from knowing your place when you see my big, pure dick, can you, Hermione? You let me treat you like a piece of shit, don't you, baby?” Hermione shivered in his arm. “But that's no excuse for your Master to get so carried away. I know what you need. I've watched plenty of muggle porn and I know what pathetic slave sluts you all are. Don't get me wrong, I admire and am grateful for your courageousness, startling brilliance, and sheer tenacity in vanquishing the Dark Lord, as well as elsewhere in your life, as well as your kindness and sense of fairness. I will be forever grateful for your testimony at my trial. But I never suspected Hermione Granger wanted to be a mudblood whore for me. I thought you were the exception, that you'd earned my respect if anyone in this world ever had, and with the course of events, and the slavery practiced by the Deatheaters and my father was too dark even for me, even if it has its appeal, especially during the war to ever want to even draw you into it. I do admit to thinking about it though.” He brushed her hair out of her face, looking into her eyes with tenderness. “I frequently busted my nut over the years thinking about taking you, brave mudblood extraordinaire, to be my very own mudblood slave and keeping your arsehole submissively gaped and conditioned ready for my cock. Then you came on to me like a dumb whore!” He laughed. “You slavishly degraded yourself for and serviced my pureblood cock with more servility than I have ever encountered in an unprofessional woman and it excited me to treat you as the nastiest a piece of shit mudwhore I've ever come across. This excites me greatly. I've never seen a mudwhore so enthusiastic about her total degradation and rough treatment to the degree that you are. It's all the more satisfying that you're the brave and heroic golden girl, bowing to my staff. You see, Hermione, this Pureblood is not much interested in proper Pureblood young ladies. I prefer a good mudblood slave whore and I judge you to be the most apt slave whore of all. The brightest witch of her age will surely continue to improve in all she puts her energy into, including pleasing her Master. But I still value alls those qualities I've grown to admire in you, and it makes your submission to me all the sweeter, and that is probably why even though you are my enthusiastic, volunteer mudrag, you're also my beloved girlfriend whom I cherish. It makes me feel so incredible using you roughly to fulfill my basest urges. It felt incredible tonight tormenting the arse of my defeated rivals' golden girl, you should have seen how ridiculous you looked. It was amazing. Made me feel incredibly powerful. Imagine if your little gryffindork friends had seen us then. I got carried away. You did very good.”
“Thank you, Master.”
“You still want too be my girlfriend, Hermione?”
“Yes, Master,” Hermione-pig replied shyly, smiling into her Master's shoulder.






      

  











Chapter 3








  Despite the fact Draco and Hermione do normal dating things like go out for dinner and dates and shopping on Draco's sickle, Draco continues to deepens the slave bond in several rituals, including a head shaving and an oath of humility that involved her naked and groveling with her bald head in the mud promising to submit to any treatment her Master saw fit to give her while Draco stroked his cock with her cut locks in hand and eventually came on her bald, muddy head. “Oh, fuck. I can't believe you let me do this,” he said dropping her cut hair on her head, some of it sticking to her cum on her scalp some of it falling carelessly to the muddy ground.
They both choked and pleasurably spasmed as the magic connecting them strengthened considerably. For Draco, he felt like the magic connecting them was like a pleasurable onahole drawing his dick like a magnet to her newly christened and subjugated head that fed him power through the connection and left him feeling triumphant and invulnerable. For Hermione, it made her feel like the lowliest worm and she couldn't look up at her Master for anything yet she desired his attention more than anything and wished for his reward of letting her be of use to him. Kneeling down before him, naked in the mud now, completely bald and dirty, she felt her sense of inadequacy and her sense of his dick become more prominent. 
Draco couldn't believe how much of a slut she was for him. Her bald head looked ridiculous.
Coming down from the intense sub space that had allowed her to give yet another piece of her autonomy to the mean boy who had always been cruel to her and now already wielded so much power over her and feeling the new magic between them settle made the sensations of Draco's dick so immediate to her while also urging her to prostrate herself before it so strongly that Hermione wept. So Draco barely battered his girlfriend's face with his stiffening cock even though the magic made it look and feel like powerful, scintillating blue sparkles emitted from his cock each time he did so in a fascinating and pleasureable way. He wiped his cock on the cleanest parts of her face, secured the dragon-hide collar around her neck, attached the enchanted pixie leash to the collar, and gathered her up in his arms to take the conquered girl back up to his rooms. He tends to her carefully and settled her with her face in his crotch. He gently grinds against her comfortingly and coaxes her face and bald head to caress him. He savors the feeling of his dick and balls resting on a warm, smooth, soft, and firm bed, breath gently tickling him as he felt deep, calmed-down whiffing breaths from his fuckpig. The next day he is rewarded by many hours of Hermione voluntarily keeping his dick warm down her throat. Draco finished up his homework, wrote several letters, did some work one of his own personal potion's project all while Hermione Granger valiantly struggled to keep his massive rod lodged down her squeezing throat for him.. 
There was something so exquisite about having the smartest girl of their age and hero succumbing to her nature as a mudblood on his highly pedigreed piece of meat and giving up her precious study time to serve as his breathing dickwarmer. Draco was no stranger to submissive, slutty mudbloods and muggles whether they were his father's slaves, the prettiest mudbloods at school, or the women he picked up everywhere else. His thing was he loved anal sex, gaping, sexually humiliating mudbloods, making them reveal the whore they truly were and turning them into his sluts. Once they seemed to have permanently distended arseholes and were willing to do anything for him, he lost interest, throwing them a fuck because it amused him to have a stable of mudblood sluts walking around with loose arseholes for him. But it was different with Hermione. For one, where he usually ended with most girls was just the jumping off point with Hermione. Never had a mudblood so enthusiastically and thoroughly degraded herself for him like she had and he kept having exciting ideas what to do to her next. 
Draco looked down into her desperate, tearful eyes and can't help but smile and hump against her face. The sight of all the gagging spit coming out from the edges of her mouth around his lightly humping cock almost undid him. However, he stops because he still wants to see how good she is of a cocksleeve. He caresses her bald head and gives her an encouraging smile. He loves having her, the smartest girl of their age, mounted on his cock as he went about his lazy Sunday. A few times he drew her off his cock as a change of pace, saying, “Baby, I want to make love,” and reamed her out before dumping one up her butt and plugging her orally once again with a soiled cock. Draco knew she was reacting to the ritual and loved how she sought comfort in his cock. 
Draco finds himself feeling peaceful too. He is having feelings for his fuckpig. He admits to himself he likes her, he admires her from the war and from school despite their history, and he really loves her unexpected whorish devotion to him. Granger is no doubt a mudblood slut, but she's his mudblood slut. And he likes sluts. He loved what she was letting him do to her. She suits him just fine. There is one thing he should do now to see if he can go through with it. Will he be able to stomach what his urges have wrought or will he feel for himself the kind of loathing he has for his father? He knew he should see now if he could indulge his father enough to keep her with his blessing.. There were several preferences of his father that the more he thought about it the more he didn't mind the idea of practicing them on Hermione. 
Once again they fell asleep face to crotch, Draco's soggy elephant's trunk obscuring Hermione's face. This time Draco used gentle fingers to coax his balls partially into her mouth before letting his dick flop onto her face. He thought about the long, thin sticks he'd had Kreacher gather for him. Tomorrow he would introduce Hermione to tit beating. He planned on taking it easy on her tomorrow as she was still recovering from the last ritua lbut he planned on working her up to a tit chastening ritual by the weekend, involving a brutal beating of her tits and elaborate torment meant tobreak her into taking wicked beatings like sexbeast, and having a beautifully subjugated set to show off to his father. His cock was once again fully hard but instead of feeling restless and like he'd need to rouse his dick cradle, he felt utterly relaxed enjoying the soothing feel of his hard dick bobbing against her soft face, falling asleep easily as the suckling pig coaxed a steady stream of pre-cum down her body. He did wake several times in the night ready to burst from intense dreams of tying her up from the ceiling and beating her tits brutally, rapidly with many instruments. Each time he woke up in that state he managed to cram his cock down the sleeping and then sleepy girl, unloading there quickly fresh from the images and feelings from his dream and from imagining sleeping like this again the next night only with Hermione's tits a good deal sorer. He felt a tinkle of pride at how good her cocksleeve services were getting that she had less and less trouble taking the whole of his mammoth cock in her gullet every time even when sleeping. He didn't even think she woke up the last time, making her spit up and gurglings after being stuck on his cock even more cute.
 
Draco takes her to see his father in Azkaban. “Now remember just stay behind me and act deferential. I want my father to see our relationship,” was the only instruction he gave her.
“Good afternoon, father.” Draco said, turning back to Hermione to grab her hat, revealing a shined up dome and causing blushing cheeks. Because of security she'd banished the charm that made it look like she still had hair before coming and Draco had shined up her dome with some special polish to give it a high shine, much to her acute shame now.
“Excellent, you brought a cueball mudblood secretary to assist with our business,” Lucius drolled.
Draco waited till the guard closed the door to issue the command, “Strip, piggy,” while sitting down at a chair near Lucius's cell without looking her way. Shocked but not knowing what else to do, Hermione nervously strips putting herslf on display for Lucius. Cueball head, black and blue tits, enormous ass plug and he studies her like a pony even if she is to ashamed to take her eyes off the ground and see his appraisal. Draco and Lucius begin talking their business affairs as if she were not even in the room. She is shivering and fearful when Draco says, “Excuse me father, it's drafty in here. I think I can get more comfortable. Do you mind?”
“Not at all,” his father said agreeably.
Draco now spared his naked cueball a glance, and waved for her to come over and get between his knees. His freed heavy shaft bounced against her face and she could feel the half-dried crusty remains of their earlier fucking leaving a stinky trail on her face. “It's cold. Take it in your dickwarming oven.” He forcefully fed her his giant cock, guiding her movements and showing off her practiced skill and his mastery over her as he immediately had her deepthroating it. He looked into her eyes as pushed her head slowly but inevitably down his cock with very few gags. Man, did Draco Malfoy like making her take it all the way down her throat and keep it there! And, he felt like a man letting his father see him do it.
“Mmmm. Much better. Continue on with what you were saying.”
Hermione tried to lick, suck, and agitate her skull to pleasure her Master's cock now that she was in this position. She wanted nothing more then for him to wreck her face humiliatingly for the spectacle she'd make in front of her Master's father, but three sharp raps of Draco's knuckle on her head and a put-upon “Still, cocksleeve. I have important business I'm still discussing,” stopped her in her tracks.
Draco sat with Hermione kneeling between his legs, throat fully impaled, a total mess of spit and desperation as time ticked away. 
“Do you mind, Father?” Draco asked at the conclusion of their business discussion some forty minutes later.
“Not at all.”
Draco further showcased his mastery, spinning his cocksleeve with ease around his cock till she was facing the ceiling, awkwardly arched backwards to create a more straight line for his cock while displaying the bulge of his cock down her throat. Draco humped his cockwarmer roughly, happy to be able to work out his aggression and all his feelings seeing his beloved father in prison in an appropriate vessel for the task. He yanked her back and forth with a firm hand and callously gripped her sorry tits while simultaneously humping her at a pounding pace, turning her into human fountain of spit and occassionly taking a break to make her keep it all the way down her throat again, throat convulsing and struggling much more than when she had merely been a sleeve before pounding away again or just doing very deliberate, slow, deep rhythmical onslaughts with a little twist at the bottom, as was one of his favored strokes.
It was then the guard returned. Hermione, despite her willingness to obey, was so startled by the sound of the door opening that she instinctually tried to rear back and it was only Draco's strong hand wrapped around her neck that stopped her and she struggled pitifully before the merciless audience  who were all impressed with the brutality and callousness that Draco treated his throat squeegee. He grunted loadly as if he were taking a massive shit in a raw display of power and to keep himself from cumming too soon while restraining her. 
“And look at this, father!” Unable to keep up the facade of being uninterested in his pet, he changed attitudes and invited his father to celebrate with him. He dragged the half-drowned girl up and bent her over. He used his hands on her hips to bang their pelvises together,. Each time Draco's hard cock boinked the small barrel of a buttplug up her ass, head on and with surprising force. Draco really gave it to her causing the mostly limp girl to grunt and buck from the powerful vibrations and whomps hitting the big barrel in her arse. She felt like she was getting punched up her ass but with lots of echoes. 
“It's like a magnetic force wants me deep up her arse. Notice the sparks when my cock hits her plug. That's a physical manifestation of our bond. From my dick to her ass. How do those sparkles feel on your end, mudblood?”
“They hurt and tickle, Master, ah.” Hermione croaked hoarsely and obediently.
“Good pig. You can touch yourself.” Hermione's hands found her pussy.
Lucius and the guard enjoyed the ridiculous display of Draco handlessly cock slamming home on the cueball girl's stuck, sore ass, magically accurate every time withhis lacksadaisical thrusts of his pelvis and snapping his hips to make sure he hit her surprisingly hard. Hermione groaned in pain and whimpered and moaned with her hands between her shaking, squatting legs vigorously rubbing with her clit. When Draco judged her about to blow, he walked her over to the cell bars and pressed her face against them and magnanimously invited his father and the guard, who had both been jerking their cocks, to come on her dome. They obliged and afterward Draco's hand helped her to stand and bend once again and came with an almost gentle boink to her buttplug after witnessing the start of her electrified, degraded orgasm and feeling the slave bond contract like a vice grip around his cock. He sprayed her giant plug, ass, and pussy with his load.
“Get dressed. Hurry up. Leave the cum where it is, beast.”
Outside Azkaban Hermione still seemed a bit dazed so Draco took it upon himself to apparate her to the Weasely's. “I wish I could spend the rest of the day with my cock in you, but I have to get some work done. You were so good back there. We can talk about it later. Try to have a good time with your friends. I used your owl to send Harry and Ron a message from you hinting you might need some cheering up. Don't be mad.” He took his time cleaning her up first and gave her lots of kisses and felt very protective of his slave who was training up nicely..
 
Draco couldn't help but feel bad at how the encounter with his father had shaken Hermione. She'd performed well, but now she was trembling with fright and she looked white as a sheet when Draco met her later. Draco apparated them to his room in Malfoy Manor and told her, “It was the safest thing we could do. My father will think you're my fuckpig. It's a time-honored Malfoy tradition to take a stable of mudblood fuckpigs. My father is delighted I've subjugated the most disgracefully and heretically extraordinary mudblood of the war we lost. And it works because you are my fuckpig, Hermione, and my eager volunteer dicksleeve, you sweet mudblood! But now my father will know you're only my fuckpig. He will encourage our association. He will not plot to eliminate you as a threat. My father is the greatest pervert I know. He'll never try to hurt you now. He'll never believe I truly care for you after seeing you as my fuckpig. He's thrilled I'm continuing onl the tradition he's so fond of himself. But Granger, you're not just my fuckpig. I know that you're extraordinary and brilliant and powerful and brave and caring. You're a masochistic slut for me and that's perfect. It might be because you're a mudblood that you're such a natural fuckpig, but that's perfect for me too. I want this long term. With the way your arse is connected to my dick, I'm not sure we even have a choice. You can back out anytime or we can renegotiate this situation living with the bond – though I wouldn't make it easy for you, I wouldn't give you up without a fight, pretty fuckpig – but I want to have my children with you someday.  I love you, Hermione. And now you've met my father, and the because of our bond and his perception of it, you are safe from the murderous mudblood curses that inhabit the Manor and my homicidal father who will eventually find his way out of Azkaban.”
“I'm scared of your father, Draco. What if he decides to kill me anyway?”
“Whatever else you are, Granger. you are my pig. You let me unload in you as much as I want. Our sado-masochistic sex was so hot it started a soul bond. All those rituals you've let me do to you, how you've submitted to me. My father will approve of my association, even having children with you. There are a good many mudblood breeders. That had been a pleasant way for our pureblood forefathers to silence intelligent, strong women by luring them into slavery and attempting to redeem their repulsive, aberrent existence by giving it a purpose by the use of their holes and womb by pureblood men. The cost to you may be too much though I promise I am not my father. I know you are one of the bravest, smartest, most noble, and kind human beings on the planet. I feel more deeply for you than I have for any other girl and I treasure your enthusiasm to sink to the depths of depravity to make my dick hard. That the good, talented girl who helped save the world and annoyingly always bested me academically offered herself up to me so aggressively as a fuckpig for relief only makes it hotter. And you are my good little fuckpig. That's exactly what I want. A slut who will do anything for me and is a lovely and satisfying piece to degrade and use. I love how much you need to be used. I love how much you give to me. I am excited everyday to explore my fuckpig's splendid submission and endurance. You're such a pathetically submissive, beautiful animal, Granger, it excites me very much. Obviously if you continue with me that will forever be your role to me, cherished fuckpig, although I would love if we you would marry me as well. I promise never to perform on you the formal Malfoy enslavement ritual and to never take away your legal freedoms. However, the Malfoy family magic would never allow a marriage bond with a mudblood so although we may be able to acquire a legal marriage, we'd need a bond of an entirely different nature - I have a few ideas – in order for the Malfoy magic to allow conception with a mudblood breeder. It can be done. To be honest children from mudbloods under the right conditions, are some of the most powerful according to family lore, which explains why mudblood fuckpigs are so embraced in the family. I will support all of your endeavors as long as it doesn't interfere with me turning you into a complete pig. I do not know that it is fair to you but I will not be able to hold back from training you in my nasty preferences, which will only become more depraved. I know the smartest girl of our age will become the very best at learning to please me and I intend to see how far you can go. Nothing makes me harder. And you submit to me so easily, it eggs me on dangerously. Merlin, you're a good slut for me. Also it was fun to push you in front of my father. I enjoyed that. If he's released for daytime visitation under the reform bill, he will exercise some rights over you and frankly I'm looking forward to a very entertaining show. Obviously he'll love humiliating you. And I'll let him do it not only because it will protect our relationship but because I will enjoy letting him and the two of us using you together. He'll also invariably use old and acquire new fuckpigs. Something you will have to get used to – seeing others of your kind enslaved. I have to admit the official slavery ritual does a number on them and some of the advanced slaves who as my father would say have earned the valuable privilege of total slavery and undergone the ritual are a big sluggish in their minds. I hope you can live with seeing that! Beloved, I want you forever by my side. I do not want to contemplate an existence without you devotingly serving me. It turns me on being the keeper of your untouched virgin pussy and only developing your slave ass. Your hole sure has gotten large for me, darling. And when you're ready for it, it will be so hot to deflower and start breeding you at the same time. I know I want my children with you and I would start as soon as you would agree regardless of whether we are married or not legally or are connected through a marriage-like bond. Know that I will never fuck your pussy with protection and it can lie there totally unused and wasting away while your arsehole is deformed into a bigger saggy fuckhole until you make my dreams come true and let my seed take root in your muddy womb. I sometimes have visions of the future in my dreams and I see many happy and healthy sons in my dreams recently.
But I'm giving you this chance to tell me to stop. To tell me to take it down a step. To call it off with me. For us to try to find more moderate ways to deal with our bond. But if you don't, I don't think I can help drawing out and developing the slave in you even without the absoluteness of the slave-bond. Is that who you want to be for the rest of your life? Sure, you can wear many hats, I'm aware, but is it really the kind of self you want your 'partner' to bring out of you?”
 
“Master, I don't know what I'd do without you! Can I suck your dick?”
 
 
“Hey, Hermione, we wanted to give you the marauder's map! Are you being hurt?!”
 
Harry and Ron could not make sense of what they were seeing at first. Draco moaned, nude on his bed. He appeared to be holding a set of reins in one hand, jerking them up sharply at a rhythm. This unfortunately was not the most awful or confusing part. A female body was lying face down between his legs. At first they both were struck by the improbable gape where a normal arsehole should have been between those shapely cheeks. The flashing gleams off the shape on Draco's crotch and the knowledge of what was on the marauder's map then gained their attention. To their horror, they realized the gleaming shape was a bald head, partially obscured from being in a sling-leather frame that Draco jerked violently by the reins as he violently humped.
“What's the meaning of this?”
Draco looked over but at the same time his orgasm overtook him and he grunted incredibly crudely as he rode his dicksleeve with abandon, her legs kicking and giving her best friends a riveting gape show as she violently choked herself on his dick with muffled, patheic cries in a prone position between her Master's legs.
Both Harry and Ron were throwing curses at the pureblood supremacist who was currently using their brilliant best friend's head as his personal mudblood trash receptacle, but to their ever-growing horror a beam of red light emitted from Hermione's arsehole and her stuffed mouth ,even illuminating through her glutted throat and the dick therein, and Draco and Hermione were surrounded by the same red and all their spells bounced off from it uselessly. 
“Stop it, wankers, can't you see you're hurting her!”
Harry and Ron watched disbelievingly as Draco painstakingly slowly withdrew a massive member close to the size of their friend's own forearm out of her throat. She stared at her friends in distress and humiliation as the girthy length was arduously unsheathed from her gullet, more and more being revealed. Her face was a mess and her hideously bald head was no better. Finally Draco's abnormally bulbous cockhead was released by her throat with a wet pop and a grunt from Draco followed by sound of the uncorking of fluids.
“Thank you, Hermione. That was lovely. I'm sorry if I was rough. I got carried away again. Your throat is the best.” He pulled her up from where she was heaving and spluttering between his legs, covering her with a blanket, discreetly illusioning hair on Hermione's head amd the bridle away, and tossing the very special cocksocket holster out of sight of the intruders on the other sid of the bed. He held Hermione in his arms protectively with one of his hands on her still spasming throat, lightly caressing and holding it in a possessive manner.
“Thfank ooo Master for letting me take your cock in my throat,” she groggled through his affectionate light choking. “Your slave bitch can't wait for you to get carried away again. Please don't hold back at all.”
“If you say so, my beautiful Hermione.” He wondered if it was the influence of the rituals on the bond or her mudblood predilection for sluttishness that made her so brazen in front of her friends and his dick so hard. He turned a disinterested yet smug sneer as if to say, yes, your friend's my slave, so what? at the noisy Gryffindors who seemed confounded at their longtime best friend's slutty words. “What do you lot want? Can't you see we need privacy?”
“Harry, Ron, I'm ok. It's not what you expected but I'm seeing Draco now. I'm here because I want to be. I want to explore the connection between us. I know you must think I'm weird and it must look awful but I need this.”
Thankfully her hair had somehow returned when she faced her friends in Malfoy's arms where he held her tightly and murmured sweet things in her ears. Her friends had to wonder which state was illusioned after the the startling sight of her bald head. 
Of course they were taken aback by the mask of spit and cum on their friend's face too.
“Hermione, how can you say that? He's treating you like human garbage. You're clearly just a mudblood to him. He's getting off from having you degrade yourself. He's notorious for his exploits degrading mudbloods. It's a pureblood tradition,” Harry said stridently to his friend.
“When Purebloods like him have relations with muggleborns it never turns out good for the muggleborn. The muggleborn always ends up some kind of sexual servant or worse. The Malfoys are notorious, Hermione! You need to fight for your life!” Ron ended in a passionate cry. 
“I thought it was just a made-up rumor that he likes to stretch the arses of the mudbloods and muggles he uses to leave them with a permanent gape, but clearly...” He motioned at her with some repulsion.
“Now, now, Potty, don't be such a judgmental ponce. Hermione is my beloved girlfriend. It's true that  muggle and muggleborn women seem to be more willing and able to accommodate the anal sex I personally prefer, and one or two of those happy sluts may've paraded their gapes for my friends and generously let us make a pleasurable game of widening them further. That's how many muggle women are turned on, you see, learn to thrive. I'm surprised you don't know this. But this mudblood is different from all the rest! I cherish this mudblood, Potter. She's my perfect girl. Sweet baby, tell Potter how much you like your gape.”
“Harry....Ron, I like my gape. It makes me feel alive. I feel like I'm Master's ready, perfect sheathe. I can't explain it well. There is just something about having a bumhole that exists for someone else's pleasure that does something to me and the loose arse is this incredible, visceral, dangerous, shameful, pleasurable reminder of Master's pleasure there. I'm proud to have a nice loose arse for Draco Malfoy!”  
Draco didn't try to stop her and looked on amusedly as she scrambled to show her friends her distended arsehole. Draco found himself gone from surly at interruption to jolly with pride as the mudblood pig displayed his pipework to her shocked but halfway bemused friends.
Harry and Ron didn't know what to say to that.
“With Hermione I understand what a precious gift she gives me and I cherish her the most. I know she is a brilliant, kind, couragous woman who honors me by being my girlfriend and having me in her life. She is kind and self-sacrificing and it turns out that a mudblood is perfect for me. You will not succeed in separating us. It has been ratified by the heavens. A bond was created during our first lovemaking. Whatever our conflicts in the past or your disgust at our sexual tastes, Hermione is bonded to me.”
“Guys, maybe I can talk to you before dinner alone?”
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  “Hermione, the best case is he keeps you on a leash for the rest of your life.”
“It might not seem like it but this is exactly what I need. During the war, I felt so responsible, so pressured to be good and perfect and figure out all the details and to turn over control to a sadistic Slytherin..mmmmm....I just can't tell you how wonderful that feels. Deep down I think there's always been a part of me that wanted something dark like this. Maybe I am just a mudblood.”
Harry and Ron were taken even more aback by her use of the term mudblood to describe herself. And instead of sounding sad about it she sounded happy about that thought.  “Don't say that, Hermione,” Ron gasped.
“Wanting something dark is one thing – “ Harry started reasonably.
But Hermione cut him off, shaking her head, “Even if it wasn't what I wanted, it can't be undone. The bond is for life and deeply rooted. Can't you just be happy for me? I finally feel like I found the right place to be.”
When lunch ended, Harry and Ron both got up and walked gingerly with their raging boners.
 
Draco worked on her, convincing her to go with him to the Manor. She was fearful but he coaxed her to stay for one week, then two as the week went on. Eighth year students were given wide lassitude with vacation. Narcissa was visiting friends in Belgrade for the rest of the month. Despite her fears, Hermione went.
Draco pampered his slightly unhinged precious pig, trying to give her the assurance she needed. He wrapped her in the most luxurious fabrics, he brought her the richest, most delicate treats to eat, there were things for her clothes, accessories, stationary, and things like what he had seen her use at school. There were a lot more books as well. He wanted her to feel comfortable in his room. He wanted to make it into a haven for her. He even let her listen to muggle music and had watched a couple shows with her, surprising her that he knew how to do that. He was happy he'd tolerated it though when he convinced her to watch muggle porn with him. It was really special watching the most extreme use of muggle whores with his very own mudblood fuckpig. He loved how much it turned her on to see others of her kind treated rough. On the second day, Hermione was doing so well he blindfolded her and had her on the pixie leash crawling into the dungeons with him, but she was so frightened he comforted her and took her back to his room and put on a fucked up porn and played with her before fucking her. 
 
 
 
 
 
“What's that?”
“It's a chastity clit ring cincher from the early 1200s. Made of enchanted copper. It's one of a collection that's been in the Malfoy family for most of the time since. It's believed a wizard from Transylvania who wanted to control the arousal of the muggle whores in his brothel developed the first one. Their use spread rapidly and they were quickly improved upon with other enchantments, like this one. It's believed to be the earliest known chastity clit cincher in existence that was also enchanted with the popular modification of also giving the ring's Master absolute control over the well-chastened one's magic. In the late 1800s Taurus Malfoy, a genius, further modified this ring so that the Master's intentions can control the cincher, punishing or rewarding the wearer's choked button.” Draco felt pride watching the face of his anal pig change from curiosity to awe and trepidation. “I've decided how I want to tie up my slave pussy. I am going to use this cincher and a slave tag in the first stage of a ritual known in the annals of Malfoy history as the 'passion of the mule.' The first step in the ritual is called 'chastening the mule.' Is that ok with you, Hermione? If I keep your naughty bud choked in chastity from now on? You're going to be so house trained for when my father gets home. I won't even worry about it after this ritual is over.” He held up the tiny copper ring between his fingers. “Ready to try chastity?”
 
“Spread em!” He ordered with a smarting slap to her inner thigh that she responded to reflexively. “Let's fit your nice little clitty in the cincher. I can't wait to see you in it and I'm excited about this ritual.” Draco rubbed her clit expertly and efficiently teased, pinched and drug it through the tiny metal loop, hoping he impressed the profusely sweating, squealing, helplessly whimpering girl with his ability to thread masterly her swollen but malleable flesh through a veritable eye of a needle. Once again his girlfriend made him feel like the most powerful man alive. Her magical force drummed in his chest powerfully accessible to his direction because his submissive slut had allowed him to coax her into such questionable and subjugated surrender for his sexual pleasure and power and her sweet love button was under his stern, intimate hold through the ring that he reflexively practiced tightening. “This is great,” he couldn't help saying as Hermione made the most delightful whimpering.
“Oooo ooo ooo Master I don't think I can take this! Please it's too much! Ouchie!”
“Hush, Granger. You're going to take it anyway – It looks great on you. I like seeing your angry little ruby sticking out for me like that. Don't make me have to chasten it further. Something about seeing you like this makes me really want to torment your cute bud. If you don't want to earn more punishment, you better take this time to practice keeping your legs spread for me and your pelvis thrust toward me submissively offering me my chastened button whenever it's in bondage,” he ordered the struggling girl. “It looks great on you. I like seeing it stick out like that and I have complete control over it. Cute little mudblood slaves were having their tender buttons pulled through tiny chastity rings by Pureblood masters for millenia, I'm sure, and now you have yours. Damn, it looks good on you.” It just looked right to him. Hermione's bud sticking out so prettily, so silly, at the mercy of his whim.
At Hermione's cringing whines, Draco let out a deep long breath. “Good, slave. How does our tight love bracelet feel?”
“It hurts, Master It's too much. It feels too hot! It's going to fall off!”
“If it wasn't so aroused, it wouldn't be feel so tight, mudblood. Just calm your slutty clit down like a good girl and it won't be so bad. Now –”
“Ah!” Hermione felt a soft pressure and tugging force on her trapped clit and sensations down her pussy jolting her as she made sense of the thin pixie leash that simultaneously appeared in Draco's hand. She looked down and saw the delicate leash trailed down her pussy from where it was attached to the bottom of her clit ring, tugging the ring down. 
“Don't worry the ring won't fall off, it will only tighten and there is special resilient slave magic to keep it from ripping your clit off. Taurus Malfoy also added a pixie leash the owner can manifest from the ring, which is one of the reasons I've been training you with them. It looks darling on you. Now there's just one more step to make that nubbin perfect for your Master.” Draco took out a wicked-looking needle. “Time to skewer my mule.”
Suddenly Hermione was hanging upside down spread legs chained to a broom, her weighted down breasts falling heavily with a sudden flop over.
“Aaaa! Please Draco, have mercy!”
“Take out my dick and squeeze with both of your hands,” Draco ordered calmly as if she hadn't spoken.
Hermione awkwardly did as she was told, whimpering pitifully as she felt her poor, choked nubbin pinched roughly and pulled out while something cold made contact with her flesh. Hermione did her best to squeeze her boyfriend's dick pleasurably as it throbbed powerfully in her hands, jerking as if it were a fish jumping out of water. “Hold that dick, Mudblood. Put your hands on it the long way on the length of my dick and roughly stroke. Yes, yes.” Draco said breathily, “Keep your hips still. This will only take a moment. Oh fuck! Take my tag!”
Hermione screamed as the needle impaled her engorged flesh, was pulled out, and another hard something was fit through the hole as Draco's cock jerked wildly in her hands and sprayed her entire upper body.
He admired his handiwork on the poor keening girl. Her poor engorged clitoris was choked cruelly by an ancient copper ring and pierced with a small bar that read in tiny letters, Property of Draco Malfoy as people in Ancient times tagged their fuckpigs. He couldn't help himself from flicking the poor thing with his fingers as his modifications made it stick out prominently, both cutely and ridiculously, somehow begging for punishment. Then he got out a camera, took some pictures, and flicked it some more, incredibly impressed and adjusted the levitating broom to fit his cock down Hermione's gullet to work out a nut while he admired and tormented her darkening bean.
 
“Excellent. No knickers under your dress. Your new clitty leash needs to dangle freely while in my grip. Now let's go to lunch. No, that's not right. Get on your hands and knees. Leg over that leash, it's going to dangle behind you. That's right. And after lunch, my chastened pig, we'll continue our exquisite rituals.”
Draco tied her leash to her chair with some tautness. They ate lunch. Draco taught her he could reward her as well with light caressing sensations the ring could induce on her clit and did so whenever she said something that made him laugh or told him some new detail about herself. She was helpless as her quick quips caused her to lose her grip on reality as the tantalizing caressing sensations tormented her but she could not find relief till she was begging him which he found deliciously fun. He appreciated how she kept humping her pelvis toward him and spreading her legs trying to present her punished nubbin for relief even with her dress on. He took great delight in threatening to let Kreacher discipline her poor little clit if she couldn't be more quiet. He kept prompting her to eat but when it seemed useless he told her he'd allow her to just finish the soup so long if she slurped it all down in one go. It made for a thrilling and enjoyable meal!
 
As Hermione never resisted, Draco had taken to explaining to her what he was going to do with her, which he enjoyed. “This one's for masochistic bitches who only want pleasure for their masters and none for themselves. I'm really going to go a long way in molding you into my pig – err, mule – tonight. I hope that's all right with you. I'm really excited. How does that make you feel?”
“I'm scared but I want to trust you. It excites me to think about being your pig. But are you really going to turn me into one?”
“I'm going to turn you into a very special kind of pig. My mudblood pig. Doesn't that turn you on?”
“Yes, Master.”.
 
Draco made no bones about turning Hermione into a pig as soon as they got into the room. He roughly and lustily took off her dress, tied her hands behind her back, and pushed her over the ottoman and ordered Kreacher to plug her arsehole with an enormous pig tail plug that had a coil of anal beads at the end of it as he watched, jerking his dick. “Stuff her arse, Kreacher. I want to see that cute little corkscrew tail on my bitch.” Kreacher took to the task with aggressive gusto.
“Stupid mudwhore, liking whatever Master gives you, even an elephant radish up your arse. I can smell nasty pussy to draw Master to greedy trap. Bad mudblood!” Kreacher smacked her arse under the tail and mumbled exasperatedly as he tied up her breasts around the middle bisecting each of them and then clamping a small vise with a large ancient key ring filled with skeleton keys on each nipple, heavily dragging her generous chest low. She could hear Draco groaning at her treatment and it turned her on even though it deeply unsettled something inside of her to be handled in such a way by the unpleasant elf. Kreacher moved on to giving her adorable light brown pig ears and then clamping a large metal bangle to her tongue. She looked to Draco desperately. He met her gaze keeping up a steady yank on his cock no matter her expression. Kreacher then put on her nose hooks, but there was more to them than there had been before. Not only were there hooks that pulled her nostrils up but now there were hooks that pulled her nostrils wide. She looked like a well and proper pig and he couldn't wait to turn the passionate lover into nothing but an unfulfilled receptacle of his cum. 
“Modern mudblood chatelaine slut now,” Kreacher quipped.
 
“Leave us Kreacher I need some personal time with dick-joy. I will summon you when we need you.”
He made sweet, sweet love to her in her ridiculous getup. He caressed and teased her clit bar and told her how beautiful it looked on her and how much it meant to him that she had a chastened, pierced bud now just because it turned him on. He made love to her more gently than he ever had before, but she didn't come. Draco caressed and toyed with the cinched nubbin. It banged into the corner of the ottoman as he fucked her over it, but she didn't come. Draco dumped load after load up her keister. He began getting meaner and meaner after each nut and began chanting words that made her feel like she couldn't get off all fours and the keys swung like heavy chandeliers on her tits. She was begging, literally frothing at the mouth for an orgasm, but he just took it in stride, dumping load after load, and using his power of the ring to keep a extra firm grip on her naughty clit. He was tugging it mightily at this point and eventually yanking on it as his girlfriend screamed pitifully in hysterics from the pain and her need for an orgasm. He was happy to work out his nuts efficiently, like he was using a splooge towel. When he was finally done having all the milky tension nursed from his dick into his anal cumrag, Hermione was a crying, shaking mess on the floor. She even seemed to cum a few times, though very painfully.
He looked down proudly at her throbbing and chastened predicament, her prominent bud inflamed and unrelieved and felt like he had done a good job.  
Draco summoned Kreacher.
“Oooo nasty mudblood, has slave cums. Kreacher can tell. Punish mudblood, Master!”
Draco chanted words from a dark magical realm. Hermione felt a kind of rigid obedience and elation take over her all-fours position. She suddenly felt open to suggestion, direction. She watched in horror as Draco solemnly handed over her clit leash to the house elf transferring a strand of their bond to the elf that felt like it was splitting open her whole body.
“I'm done with her for now Kreacher. I just want her to do a little clean-up and you can punish her as you see fit, but don't go overboard, you will help me take care of her as I train her. She responds well to you, I can tell. I have some business to take care of but I will be back some time in the evening. In the meantime, I've left you instructions with words to say and activities to do to continue the ritual and turn you into her Master. This mudbitch needs all your expertise with animal husbandry. But if you scare her too much you will anger me. Now look, I leave you with a beautiful vase filled with the reedy sticks that are ideal in switching chastened cunts, I believe you'll find. Here are two nice heavy clamps for her pussy lips. I think it would be quite beneficial if you let her cup her leashed, clamped, cinched pussy and encouraged her to rock herself on her hand to encourage slave cums. Remember you're conditioning her for your Master's use. Here use this as your care bucket.” Draco got his cleaning, stuffing his whole cock down her throat while commanding, “Suck, that's it. Suck every bit of arse” and humming as he smiled down at her and dragged his enormous throat corker out of her mouth and tossed the limp girl at Kreacher's feet
“I will not forget, Master! I knows just how to treat your long pig. First, I shall refit her shameful tail. We keep arse just how Master like,” prescribed the house elf rifling through the contents of Hermione's care bucket. He is happy and rejoices at the propriety of his Master's actions to find five vibrators, hand cuffs, a shock stick or magical taser, lengths of rope, various suppositories, a leather hood, three whips, two crops, four canes, two paddles, her hair brush, a cat of nine-tails, fetters, a ball, dildo, ring gag, four mousetraps, some feathers and a funnel. He immediately put some itching powder he finds in the bucket on her chained little clit and enjoys stroking her tied off, swollen button, that stands comedically tall on her tiny pussy, with the reed switch.
“Hey baby, I thought it'd be really hot and convenient if I tied you to my elf. He's magically now your secondary Master structurally in the bond. But don't worry, he still answers to me. Is that okay with you, darling, being lower than my elf? - Fuck! It makes me so hot! Your Master needs his freedom and this will free up my hands by delegating some of your care. Now try and do as Master Kreacher says and make him happy. Don't worry he sees sex with a mudblood as beneath him.” Draco chuckles. “He's going to continue the ritual for a bit and when I'm back we'll be ready for the next part. Now you can start by kissing and licking that long stick in his hands. That's the 'dressing of the mule' and 'mule's breaking.'”
“She grovels naturally, Master,” Kreacher sneered smugly
“Now beg him to whack that clitty with it.”
“Please Master Kreacher, please hurt my clitty so Master Malfoy can find out how much I like the care of the creature-servant he has chosen to be my new master.”
“Bye, beautiful.”
Kreacher hurt her clitty very much for a time, having firm thoughts about the handling of mudbitches. He continually pinched itching powder onto her seethingly irritated clit and then struck it with a stick experimentally, while looking very smug. “Quit lazing! Master Draco, left instructions. This way.”
Kreacher delighted in his new power over his Master's long pig and its naughty, wonderfully chastened clit and whacked it lobbingly with the suggested reed as he led her crawling agonizingly slow down the grand staircase. “Enormous pig tail really suit destroyed ugly arse. Pleasingness of worthless fuckpig to Master's cock is only fuckpig value. Giantness of object in arse look stupid. It will please Master to be seeing his cockpig looking so stupid. Mudblood make into better piece of trash to milk Master's cursed poison out into.” He paraded her before his amused brother house elves and made her learn complicated dog tricks to amuse them. He even let the other elves hold her clit cincher leash and walk her with one of the reeds in hand. Then Kreacher hooked her up to what was a magical lawnmower and made her work the field while he sat atop a buggy behind her with his switch. He had great fun running her into the muggle village, long under Malfoy control, like in the olden days. He loved showing off a well-chastened pig flagrantly before the muggles from the Malfoy's servant village and relished her humiliated tears.
 
“Here I got you another gift, baby. I can't wait to see if you like it.” Kreacher discreetly handed the clit leash to his Master and Hermione stuck out her turgid bud and danced toward him at his enthusiastic yanks. She can tell Draco is loaded and when he unleashes his cock for her she can smell another girl's arse on it and can tell he expects her to clean it up with her mouth like she enthusiastically does when it's her own arse to please him. She wants to protest but he just looks at her intensively with the half-hard, uncut, smelly member between them and her lips slowly find themselves sucking the rank, slimy massive appendage. Draco drags his dick from her suckling lips, jeering down at her, and rests his filthy cock and crusty balls on her cute bald head with an expression of absolute triumph, before dragging his meat down her face and grabbing the back of her head to wipe and mop her face in the residue of his unfaithful conquest. “Oh, fuck, clean your Master.” He spoke more words in the dark language continuing the ritual and shoved his filmy prick down her throat. “You're my cuckquean now, fuckpig,” he informed her, pumping his dick deep in her throat. He then brought the stinky cockhead into her mouth and was pleased by the slavish, passionate way she kiss-sucked his mushroom and began to lick-slurp a little down his thick stalk with her eyes closed in intense shame and her cheeks inflamed.  “I see how turned on you are cleaning a mudblood sister whore's arse off my dick. You're going to have a lot of cleanup to do from now on and you are such a little slut it's going to be your favorite activity, I can tell. You are loving this right now. Mmmm, this part of the ritual by the way is loosely translated to 'the crowning of the mule.' Earlier, with Kreacher was the 'mule's drudgery.' Oh baby, I love turning you into my little livestock, but don't worry, you might have a pronounced desire to be on the floor or on all fours more often – trust me, it's so incredibly sexy, my father kept a few fuckpigs that way – and you may feel yourself having more of a beast-like persona some of the time, but there are really wonderful protections like added resilience  and quicker healing, but as I've promised you, I'll never use the real Malfoy mudblood slave ritual on you, only fun colorful ones like this one to help bring out your natural tendencies.  Now get off my cock and turn around. You can finish cleaning it once I've reacquainted my pipe with your sturdy chute. I find I've grown accustomed to the punishment you can take and the slut I was with was too delicate. It got me off converting a relative mudblood innocent, persuading her to let me arsefuck her, making her practice her gapes and even making her nastily taste herself, but I was annoyed having to be careful with her. I still have a lot of aggression to work out. Now arse up! Kreacher and I want to see our pig shit its new tail.” 
“Kreacher says like this, Master.” Kreacher pushed the mudblood by the arse and gripped her upside down from the floor, positioning her back against the divan so that her arse was above her face where she rested on the floor. 
“Excellent, Kreacher. If you are overcome you are permitted to cum anywhere on our fuckbeast. Remember, elf cum is an irritant to mudblood skin. I wouldn't be opposed to our fuckbeast wearing the shameful mark of her new master and one of my most loyal servant's elf splooge.”
“Sir you are so generous to Kreacher, but Kreacher would not touch the whore with a ten foot pole, sir, except to beat her shameful fanny with it. I know you wizards be needing to work out all that powerful dark, perverse magic in a shame pig. But they is just too disgusting, Master, please do not make me.”
 
The long pig shat out the immense corkscrew anal balls pigtail and with it a hug yellow, brownish milky mess that splat like a geyser from her hole. Both Draco and Kreacher laughed uncontrollably at the ridiculous spectacle of their personal anal fountain. The plug she only barely was able to wrest from her rim after much deep concentration and pig-like grunting. It thunked her heavily on the face, plug and anal beads covering her face before falling off on the floor and then a yellow milky spurt escaped from the large spongey maw of her unplugged gaping arse and continued to trickle steadily painting her body and pooling on her already well-splattered and recently bruised and scraped face. Draco was proud of her for holding her position allowing all that good arse sauce to continue to defile her. He liked watching it stop up her hooked wide nostrils. He and Kreacher chanted more even between giggles. Draco fucks her in that position injecting another powerful load into her spongy ass.
He then sits on Hermione's head with his cock down her throat, working it in and out.
He had been on the fence, but Draco has Kreacher house Hermione in the stables for the night, ending the ritual with the optional stage “the stabling of the mule,” before having himself another peaceful night's rest.
 
Hermione spends the rest of her stay mostly in the extremely restrictive bondage gear, crawling around on the floor in the care of one of her masters. 
Draco has no problem getting Hermione to go in the dungeons now or any of the less savory parts of the manor or grounds. She is his fuckbeast who'd obediently follow him wherever he went. He likes to lead her perversely into the dark, cold, dangerous place of much historical pain and death and strap her down to something and live out some of his schoolboy fantasies of Hermione's imprisonment at the Manor. He didn't necessarily want Granger to be caught, but if she was he had imagined he'd help her escape, sometimes in his fantasy he made her service his cock and sometimes she serviced him in gratitude for helping her escape. Sometimes she had been caught in the dungeons and there were a lot of pretexts in which he had sex with her or was given her. Little did he know that she'd need so little encouragement to become a fuckbeast like this, led around on an enchanted clit cincher leash on all fours in her bondage gear, with her bald head, and her clit painfully bound. He now makes no bones about taking his lover down to dungeon and strapping her onto device after device and living out many fantasies, lurid escapes during the war that still thrilled him now.
He was proud at how well she took to Kreacher's beast training. She was now quite the prodigious and industrious livestock for him. Kreacher was at her mercilessly having her till fields, draw carriages, and run laps and the war heroine did a fine job at all her menial tasks and continued to improve through hard work and torments. Draco was thrilled how much laborious work Hermione now did for him like an actual beast. Even more efficiently Kreacher had requested and Draco had granted that he be allowed to feed Hermione kitchen scraps, which he did mostly using something like a horse feed bag, happily depositing nutritious garbage into her special mask. “Tasty, tasty,” the repugnant Master Elf now frequently sang with happiness before shoveling more food, vegetable peelings, fibrous hulls, whatever scraps Draco left of his meal all mixed up.
Of course Draco did let her out of most of her bondage attire and fed her delicacies in his room some of the time. He also permitted her to have lunch or dinner with him in the great hall albeit smaller portions with the option of more of her scraps on a plate on the floor by his feet. However, he didn't give her any relief from the cruel little ring around her inflamed bud, although he had originally thought he would, because he loved her slave cums and they just kept getting more violent and amusing to him and she was more and more willing to beg and grovel for that painful relief.  
In fact, he enjoyed this domestic setup more than he anticipated. There was something so soothing and peaceful about having his fuckpig there trudging and toiling for him in the background while he enjoyed his vacation and took care of business matters while she was there if he needed some relief or if he'd gone out and left another treat for her on his dick and needed a servile cleaning job. He had to admit though his favorite times during this vacation were when he let her out of most of her restrictive bondage and cuddled her, sometimes flicking her squeezed little bean or encasing his cock down her throat, but sometimes just holding and stroking her and whispering things to her. He let her know with this training and ritual that he was certain she was now safe in his household when his father returned.
She looked marvelous, naked and petted, in his room, sexy body, bald head, big eyes, bound and pierced inflamed clit sticking out prominently in its painful, lusty predicament as her pussy drooled messily.
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Chapter 5



    Chapter Notes
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  Draco's precious pig had been a good sport adjusting to life at the Manor. He would not have taken her so far so fast had he not still been concerned about the potential threat of his father to her life and the integrity of her mind and spirit were Lucius to find his relationship with his fuckpig too warm and Hermione insufficiently subjugated. He had been surprised how taken he had gotten seeing his pig trapped all day in dehumanizing bondage and trained to labor by his most crotchety house elf. It was too delicious seeing his beautiful, bright girl so unfairly and dehumanizingly treated by the distempered and excessively bigoted elf. She worked his fields and trudged along in her ridiculous bondage like livestock made to do it. In the dungeons, they role-played her begging him to save her during the war. Sometimes she offered to be his girlfriend and sometimes his meat toilet, depending on his mood. She always gave the most desperate blowjobs and rimjobs down there like she was truly begging for her life. He decided for the time being to keep her clit unrelieved in its chastity ring as it gave him more satisfaction than he anticipated seeing it purply, painfully engorged, and even growing little by little under his modifying restriction, and Hermione had adapted to her slave cums beautifully, easily forced to pitifully beg for the fleeting hint of pleasure thwarted quickly by considerable, poignant agony that she adapted to so well that her agonizing cums took on an unparalleled sensual eroticism as pain became interchangeable with pleasure. She was his good pussy-tamed beast. Sometimes he felt – especially when she was sitting on his lap and smiling like a normal girlfriend at the end of the day, chatting and laughing, and Draco looked down to see the angry, choked bud poking out in his happy girlfriend's lap – that he would never let it loose enough again for her to have a real orgasm. Or when he was so moved by the sight that he sent pleasurable vibrations through her little slave tag and he would make out with her until she would cry out, “Master, oh yes, Master!” and beg for her slave cums and watch her comet painfully, wretchedly, and passionately apart and beg for it again, and again. Those images finally allowed Draco to cast his patronus – a dragon – for which he was very thankful.
Nevertheless when they returned to Hogwarts he let her loose of most of the bondage gear and he spoiled his slave girlfriend. He bought her frilly, feminine, rich-textured garments and beautiful jewelry, rare and heirloom magical items, such as Maleficent Mars's diadem and Selene the Enchantress's jeweled veil, which were traditional courting gifts going back generations in the Malfoy line. He surprised her by locating and putting into her hands every text she mentioned wishing for reference but had not been able to find. He gave her, almost bashfully, a floating tea tray made out of his won snitches sewn together. He took her on romantic dates and escorted her to places with gentlemanly attentiveness. Hermione had not known she would react like she did but she glowed and felt cherished by her strong boyfriend and found herself holding hands with him, making out in the hallways with him, and generally acting all lovey-dovey staring deeply into one another's eyes oblivious to being that couple in the eyes of all the other students.  
 
“Baby, I want to marry you but because of Malfoy ancestral enchantment we can only have children if you undergo one of the Malfoy breeding fuckpig rituals. We need my father's blessing also or the Malfoy magic will dangerously reject you when we wed. Without the breeding ritual and his blessing, the best case would be we can never have children and you can never step foot on Malfoy property and the worst is that the ancestral magic kills you.” 
The rituals were ghastly. She learned that mudbloods were considered highly viable breeders by the Pureblood elite so it was acceptable to make use of their wombs on occasion if they were properly subjugated by one of the rituals. They were not pretty. In one of them she lost her vision had to sleep every night for the rest of her life out of doors. In another her head transformed into a pig's head. In another after several “litters” she was entombed in a stasis state in the ruined sepulcher in an ancient forest. It was not easy to pick. Each ritual seemed to contain layer upon layer of dehumanizing cruelty. Draco wanted Hermione's input, and the discussion made him unbearably hard.
“What about this one?”
“We're not doing the one where you die and are resurrected, baby. Never. Besides the apparent danger the spell is so dark the consequences are much more like still being mostly dead than you imagine.”
 
In order to encourage a more pleasurable relationship with her Master elf for Hermione, Draco insisted Kreacher use positive reinforcement to bring out the best in his slave and even threatened to curtail Kreacher's ability to dish out punishments if he felt the elf was not conditioning his slave to his satisfaction. In response Kreacher fed her slave treats, which were like dog treats but nastier and addictive. Even though it was incredibly degrading, Hermione was grateful for the treats and felt much more right in the world hearing praise from the elf who was her Master as Draco had taught him to do, when rewarding her. 
“Good whore, nasty mudblood. Now see if you can squeeze this pencil with your ruined arse so Master Draco can enjoy stretching more. It slipping! Three treats if you can keep it in your stupid, gapey arse-lips!” 
 
They were officially a couple now at school and Draco began bringing her along to Slytherin parties. At first, Hermione was very shy as she had learned that the charms Draco used to hide her bald head didn't work on his fellow Slytherins and they must've been aware all along of the true nature of her and Draco's relationship to some extent and it made her uneasy to suddenly be surrounded by all these people who might've fought on the opposite side of the war and wish her harm. But Draco was gentle with her, let her stay close to him, and generally treated her like his cherished girlfriend. A bit nostalgic for the night their relationship started, he kept her drink full and danced with her grindingly on the dance floor. Once again he had to pull her off him as she drunkenly begged for his dick, but this time he brought her over to a couch, sat down, and let her blow his dick right there in the darkly-lit open. She wasn't the only girl on the floor tending to a Slytherin. There was a girl or two even getting fucked. Though most of the girls giving service were muggleborns or at least girls from other houses, there were at least one or two pureblood princesses taking a dick, though most of the pureblood lovers took it to a private room. She couldn't feel as embarrassed as she should that the news Hermione Granger, schoolgirl evil vanquisher, sucked Draco Malfoy's Deatheater dick at a party could get around the school the next day. She loved it when after she was done gulping down all Draco's come, he drew her onto his lap and cooed at her for a job well done before taking back up his conversation with his friends, idly stroking her bald head, clearly happy and proud to have such a good, dick-sucking girlfriend.
It was not as difficult as she had thought it would be walking around the school with at least a part of the population having witnessed her sucking Malfoy's cock. Normally in public Draco was never anything but a respectful, affectionate boyfriend who carried her books and brought her gifts and could be found praising her academic pursuits and drawing her into hugs. She felt strangely supported and cherished like she'd never been before by her Master or anyone else. She got plenty of knowing smirks but found it was easy to ignore them. That was something for her Master to worry about if there was anything to worry over. She only had to focus on pleasing her Master. She'd suck his cock and continue coming up with brilliant magical analyses to earn his praise.
Soon she was spending much of her time with Draco's dick in her mouth at the parties or got coaxed into giving him a lap dance. Drunk one night, he vanished her bottoms so he could look at her nicely bound clit and led her home on the leash, crawling, as she was truly meant to do. Nearly no one was sober or awake enough to see them but it was electrifying being out in the open, her shameful bits exposed for anyone.
Clit-leash in hand, Draco couldn't help admitting bemusedly that had never thought he'd fall for a mudblood, but the brave, masochistic little Gryffindor whose cums he restrictively controlled and whose brilliant mind was a diamond among coal was irresistible to him. He didn't want to imagine a life without his precious pig. 
 
Headmaster Flitwick called them into his office and confronted them with troubling rumors he had heard. Much to Hermione's humiliation he insisted on performing a spell to reveal the bond to him.
Her clothes vanished. Draco's cock emerged thickly from his pants. The magic compelled Hermione to bend over and spread as her arse and Draco's huge cock magically came together in one fell swoop. It all happened very quickly. 
“Hush,” her Master ordered firmly. She was crying with shame before their Headmaster. “Hush, pig.”
“See. She is mine.” Draco swung his dick all the way out and with his hands behind his back, Hermione grunting each time swung all the way back home.
“Indeed, Mr. Malfoy. She is really your beast. A slave bond..hmmmm...You understand this presents some problems for me. It does not look good for the school to allow a former Deatheater to enslave one of the wizarding world's greatest living heroes. The optics are terrible even if there is nothing to be done as she seems quite thoroughly enslaved in a particularly shameful manner. Oh dear me what a waste all your bright talent...well there must be more – or less – to you than meets the eye or a spontaneous slave bond wouldn't have formed. Hold on, I'd better get the rest of the faculty's opinion on this ...”
 
Once again under another variation of the revealing charm, clothes vanished, and Hermione's body was forced into an awkward squatting, bent over with her hands on the ground position feeling her arse widen painfully as her professors watched a dark magical tube form from Draco's cock to her arse, getting bigger and bigger. When Draco was asked to walk towards her, his dick which was already pointed to its most bonded hole automatically nailed the target and sliced in as if through tight butter. Draco unthinkingly patted his sweating bitch's arse and said, “Atta girl,” when he was fully lodged. For his part, Draco loved showing off his slave bond before the audience of their professors. Draco now looked to be glowing with health from the effects of the demonstration but Hermione looked drained, haggard, and distraught.
Draco gathered up the crying girl in his arms and sat with her, arms protectively around her after Flitwick released the charm allowing the demonstration to end.  
The professors talked amongst themselves as Draco rubbed circles on Hermione's back through her bout of shame-tears, murmuring that she was a good girl.
It was Professor McGonagall who asked, “Are you going to allow your beast to finish her schooling?”
“Yes, the slave can pursue whatever she wants. I intend to take good care of her. I want to see her reach her fullest potential. I am honored to claim such a special slave.”
“A fuckpig?”
“Yes, a fuckpig.”
“A mudblood.”
“Yes, of course, a mudblood.”
“But you'll allow her to finish school?”
“I want to see her live up to her fullest potential. She will under my care.”
“Her fullest potential as a slave?”
“A very special slave.”
“What a waste. Well, I suppose we can give you one of the rooms that were used to house humans and beasts with your type of relationship.”
 
Mrs. Weasley sent her a howler and Harry and Ron continued to send her concerned, somewhat frantic correspondences.
 
Draco was concerned. It seemed coming out to all their professors and the continued discord with all of her friends had demoralized his precious pig and he found – to his own surprise – that it bothered him deeply. Somehow it was all fun, delightful, and necessary when he himself demoralized her with an overwhelming onslaught of domination that brought her so low like scum in her sexual masochism, but it wasn't fun to watch the people she trusted let her down. He knew that when he first started porking her, he would have been grateful for her isolation from her friends, but now he found it made him a little furious. She was a war heroine for Merlin's sake! She'd saved all of their arses many times over and deserved all the acceptance for who she was from her friends even if she was his slave!  
She threw herself into her slave training with abandon. She had even earned Kreacher's begrudging spare praise. It should have made him happy. 
“Are sure you don't want to put on a skirt? This party's going to be more mixed.”
Hermione knelt by the door, blouse on but naked besides the predicament on her crotch thrust obediently out, for the first time ever volunteering to go to the party with an exposed lower half. Her eyes were cast submissively at the floor. 
“I want everyone to see what a nasty pig my Master has to play with.”
“Very well – no, never mind, put on your skirt, you nasty slut!”
 
“Are you sure you want to do this now?” She'd sunk to her knees and immediately began nuzzling his dick through his pants as soon as they entered the Slytherin common room. 
His dick was already in her mouth by the time he finished the question and he could feel her purring with pleasure and the vibrations coursed through his dick, making his objection less firm. He loved the warm, tight moist case of her throat around his cock. He found a comfortable place to sit and let her go to town. Eventually his hands came down to her hard-working head to help her pump his cock through her throat much more violently than he had ever used her at a party before.
“That's it, mudblood, earn your nut! Drink it all, nasty whore! That's it! Keep down everything I feed you!” he yelled, feeding his choking girlfriend a big, beautiful nut.
Despite his quibbles, Draco felt very proud yanking his enormous snake from the golden girl's ruined face and looking around the room and seeing the looks of horrified fascination and fascinated disapproval on all the people nearby, particularly on the faces of Anthony Goldstein and Neville Longbottom. He automatically and intuitively set her clit tag a-buzzin as a reward for a dick well sucked. Then Draco quickly got drinks for both himself and his champion dicksucker, pouring Hermione's down her gullet as she knelt at his feet. After a few more drinks, Draco was sending Hermione to fetch their drinks and playing with her tits and arse like they were alone. Draco proudly enjoyed three more blowjobs. There were a few objections and many looks of disapproval but no one seemed to want to leave the party in protest, By the end of the night, it was Draco, not Hermione, who vanished her skirt, showing off her predicament. Some partygoers remembered it as if from a fever dream: the vision of Draco Malfoy walking a crawling Hermione Granger in the chaotic, sticky-floored dregs of the party, her bare arse mounds moving mesmerizingly, a pale beacon in the dark. When they reached their room, Draco immediately got out a long crop and began whipping his naughty pig with it, chasing her around the room, laughing at the drunken sport of it as she scurried and squealed like a pig. He wasn't satisfied until she was a sobbing heap collapsed on the floor hysterically taking her thrashing. Then he helped her to bend over the bed and let his schlong find its home in her arse by ruthlessly  pushing his hips forward. He leaned over Hermione's back and whispered in her ear, “You really are a worthless fuckpig, going after my cock in front of everyone. You ruined your reputation tonight. Is that what you want, you want me to treat you like a piece of shit?  I treat you too good, don't I? You just want to be a pig, don't you?”
“Yes, Master,” moaned a distraught Hermione. “Treat me like a piece of shit.”
“Merlin you're hopeless, paintoy!” Suddenly Hermione felt like the tiny ring choking her meaty clit had shrunk considerably and she screamed at the sensation.
“Master!”
“I have to punish you for being a brazen whore.”
Draco reamed her mercilessly and carelessly ground her tortured bud into the bed causing her to scream louder and beg at the top of her lungs for relief and mercy. Draco's fingers even found her clit as he was chugging away in her and made her cry and beg all the more. She thought she would pass out from the intensity of the feeling building in her clit, trapped with no where to go, as Draco relieved himself of load after load in her keister and the pain in her clit felt like it was imploding.
By the time Draco was done using his mudhole, Hermione was exhausted and spent if still moaning in pain and lust. She felt herself get easily rolled over by her Master and suddenly large muscular cheeks were coming down onto her face, while her bud was still kept choked tight in the ring’s monstrous hold.
“Right where you belong, a seat for a Pureblood.”
Hermione sluggishly and blindly groped her tongue into his arse to give him pleasure. Draco enjoyed himself to a very satisfying, bleary rimjob before they both drunkenly fell asleep, Hermione only fitfully from the uncomfortable sensation in her choked up bud.
 
Her chastened clit  and her leash were taken out with greater frequency after that as he was drunk and proud of her until finally he just led her to the parties on her leash and eventually he even treated the fellow partygoers occassionally to the sight and sounds of his fuckpig's slave cum.






      

  











Chapter 6
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  One day Draco was escorting Granger part way to the quidditch pitch to a small wooded area where he liked to either get his dick sucked or fuck in the open air before quidditch matches and they ran into a few of his chums in their quidditch uniforms, Blaise Zabini, Theodore Nott, and Gregory Goyle. The Slytherins greeted each other heartily and chatted. Draco held the bald mudblood to his chest, hands playing with her tits, giving them a firm, muscular, punishing groping as he and his mates exchanged a few word on the game and weekend plans. Hermione could not hold back moans as her already sore tits were manhandled.
“Fellows I'm a bit pent up. Do you mind?” Draco interrupted and gave a wink over his girlfriend's head to his mates.
“Not at all,” Gregory Goyle chuckled. Theo Nott gestured indulgently with one hand. Blaise just smirked.
Suddenly she was naked with her chastened bits only obscured by the cruel pump Kreacher had fit over her clit and mons and lips. She was immediately ashamed of her sorry state before the group of tall, athletic, mostly handsome upperclass Slytherins as they laughed at her silly look and ribbed their friend for his odd taste. Draco promptly pulled the pump off her with a loud, humiliating schluuuurp revealing a puffy, red mound with an emblazoned flower copiously dripping and her prominent, sensitively bloated cherry-red clit in its shameful, deplorable bondage. There were playful gasps and more laughter. 
Hermione hung her shiny bald head in shame, feeling just like a worthless mudblood fuckpig who pathetically volunteered for slavery to a former Deatheater who deformed her pussy and made her the slave to his elf more acutely then than ever before. Tears formed in her eyes, but she daren't not stick out her freaky, almost-finger-like nubbin towards her Master like she had been taught and thrust her pelvis obediently towards her Master, blushing furiously, as the Slytherins watched in reluctant wonder and lusty fascination at such exquisite subservience the clit-clipped schoolgirl fuckpig showed her Master.  
No sooner had he disappeared her clothes then her clit cinch leash was in his hand as well, the weight and movement making her gasp and Draco was winding the chain around his arm a few loops. 
“Aaargh!”
“No wonder the Malfoys have the reputation of meanest fuckpig owners. Have you been reading those medieval family chronicles again, Malfoy? Not even your father goes in for this extreme shit. Poor Granger. I can't imagine taking that much metal to such a pretty cunt.” Blaise's critique was belied by a teasing tone, and an irrepressible quality of awe. 
“Can she even cum with that on? What a well-dressed slave, Draco! Nice fix-up!” Theo laughed cruelly.
She was aloft and bent forward with frog legs from a spell and sinking onto her Master's cock from behind her as the Slytherin's continued their commentary.
“Oooumf!” she let out in shock and she suddenly jackhammered violently up and down Draco's enormous cock like a human fleshlight hands-free by invisible force while Draco jerked the leash around his arm. The friends watched impressed at Draco's showing off with the mudtoy arse flying up and down his colossal prick, her much smaller body being forced to disappear their large friend's freakish pole at an unbelievably rapid rate, with her legs bent and splayed wide underneath her and her tits and arms flailing, as she whirred on the Pureblood cock like a truly impressive toy.
Someone whistled, and Nott said, “Merlin, look at her take that thing!”
“Right proper submissive mudblood arse, Draco,” Goyle agreed, mesmerized by the ridiculous, whirring mudblood.   
Draco threw his head back momentarily indifferent to anything but the sensation of his obedient Gryffindor's warm little arse flying along on his cock.
It wasn't long until she was begging him toilet her cum, which further entertained her male audience, but the magic of the evil little cincher only tightened and the little bar even gave her terrible little stings and she mewled miserably and begged, more desperately despite how violently and rapidly she was being jammed up and down his pole, for just enough release from her cincher for the implosion of pressure in her tenderest button to be relieved in electrifying slave cum as he leaned against a tree he was standing near looking totally relaxed and unmoving, paying no mind to anything besides the sensations in his cock.
 
 
It was a difficult, emotional fuck for Hermione. It was the most ferociously Draco had used her arse with the intense spell when she was neither warmed up nor distracted by the mortal fear of death from falling. Her sobbing and begging were ignored and the pace intensified. 
Worse still, it sunk in fluttering into and out of her conscious mind how dehumanizingly he was using her in front of his friends and her peers and somehow, maybe it was the lack of alcohol, made her feel so much more shame today. 
The intimidating young men could all see that even the brightest witch of their age and famous war heroine Hermione Granger could be turned into just another lowly mudblood relief station for Pureblood cock. In fact, they could see how all of those extraordinary things about her made her use more satisfying. How could she throw away everything else about herself to become Draco Malfoy's personal mudblood fuckpig? It turned them all on immensely, and made them a little jealous, thinking of that big brain becoming taken up with and dedicated to servicing Malfoy's ugly monster of a cock. They had watched amused and admiring when Draco had proudly taken up with the mudblood extraordinaire and soon after being spotted  carrying her books had her cueballed, signaling her complete slavery to his entire house in an old school manner while acting as her simple boyfriend to the rest of the school. Then they had witnessed her bizarre modifications at parties where she tenderly serviced her Master's huge dick. They were surprised to note that despite her dehumanized appearance and slutty public enjoyment of his dick Draco was protective of and attached to slave Hermione as well. 
Now he was utilizing her like she was the sturdiest and most ridiculous of objects to please his cock, and they felt privileged to see this side of the unorthodox relationship as well.
Draco did not hide the contented little sighs or satisfied groans drawn out of him by the pleasure of his convenient fuckpig coming down rapidly on his cock and looked the very picture of contentedness to an almost dopey degree in contrast to the normally poised, princely malevolence vibe he most often carried.
The violence astounded, and the school chums watched in amazement at the incredible fortitude of Draco's mudblood's beaten arse as it whirred up and down on the tremendous pole with magically intensifying speed. She was screaming and her blurred face could nevertheless be discerned to be a slovenly, twisted mess of pain, tears, and lust, in stark contrast to her Slytherin Master's relaxed almost goofy smile. 
By the time he pulled out of her arse pushing her off with one last satisfied grunt onto the ground with an obscene and shameful wet fart from her wrecked hole, Hermione was sobbing uncontrollably, incoherently still begging to be allowed to cum as she pathetically cried into the dirt her legs akimbo giving the Slytherins an excellent view of her shamefully distended, red, puffy, and, spewing beaten-up anus. Like a good girl, each man noted, she managed to keep her arse-up pose remarkably well even though she roughly hit the ground. 
Hermione's humiliation at facing the Slytherins with her clownish rim after being used in the magical grip of her rowdy Master like a sturdy masturbation device filled her mind with soul-crushing, identity-demolishing shame acutely as her knees, arms, and face rang with the pain from impact with the ground and her cunt spasmed in frustration. Why couldn't he let her cum? She knew she'd feel better if he would just let her cum. Her pussy throbbed. It hurt so much! How was she supposed to stand this? She felt lost and alone, still passively showing off the arse Malfoy had just destroyed because she didn't want to face them. 
The only previous times Draco had ever used the bond for levitation sex were when he took her out on his broom, often trussed up as the figurehead in bondage or dangling underneath the broom like a dangling pig over a fire. Draco started out blindfolding her or even hooding her but then only did so sometimes as he conditioned her not to rely on it to tolerate her fear of flying. He enjoyed the mental challenge and feeling of freedom from levitating the bound Hermione on his cock while flying high up in the air. Of course he sometimes didn't levitate her. Sometime she was tied to the broom in such a way that she could be mounted on his cock or comically mounted on the end of the broom handle. Sometimes though he simply held her on his broom, close, like they were any normal lovers. Even though any time aloft was terrifying to Hermione she still loved and found romantic their time together in the sky, her cumming wildly from hope and despair, him cumming like a wild bronco loose in the wilderness as he fucked a terrified slave trussed up like some luggage on his broom,  high up, zipping through the air in total freedom and a feeling of mastery over the entire physical world. All those times he had mostly warmed her up in the levitation so she was out of her mind by the time she was violently flung up and down high up in the air on his cock or broom handle. Draco had felt triumphant in his prowess from successfully distracting her from her fear of heights so that he could turn her into his ecstatic masthead knob polisher in the open air. 
The Slytherins looking on were impressed with the masochism of Draco's slave. Clearly from the looks of it, Draco's freakish Pureblood cock had been stretching the poor hole for awhile so it was impressively molded and conditioned for the massive appendage's regular use. It looked puffy and abnormal, but quite perfect for freakishly cursed Pureblood cock, they couldn't help from concluding. It was clearly made to take some brutal punishment. Invariably among the oldest, purest families there is a tradition of mammoth-large phalluses corrupted by fertility and virility curses and other spellwork embedded into the very lineage and heritage of the families, to offset the low birthrates among the them, and massive, temperamental, high-producing, high-maintenance cocks were passed down through the generations and are a part of elite Pureblood culture. These cocks necessitated frequent emptying and were quite burdensome. This no doubt led to the reputation of Slytherin men as a particularly lusty lot and the widespread use of chastity devices on the female Pureblood population by the older families. 
The Gryffindor golden girl was just another masochistic mudblood ready to take abuse to relieve a Pureblood dick, the perfect convenience tool for a gentleman with a burdensome cock, and made them all imagine getting one of their own for a regular mount. It was an enormously appealing sight to the backed-up and privileged Slytherins to see a hole so well trained it submitted without a fuss to getting turned into hamburger meat to pleasure the very worst cursed monster of a cock among them, and the girl attached to the specialty Pureblood dick play-place crying with abandon even and making pathetic pleading noises and yet still had not struggled to get away, and now her accommodating, soft-looking, sagging-open arse issued chunky goop into a small pile on the ground and continued to drool like a slack, beaten-up mouth advertising what a wet, warm, easy-entry hole it was. With superb convenience, Draco could blast away in the accommodating hole to his heart's content, it seemed.
 
Hermione was burning from shame, despite all their prior exploits, to be exhibiting herself so humiliatingly to the Slytherin jocks. She was interrupted from her paralysis of shame when Draco tugged sharply on her leash causing the most pitiful, squealing cries from the tearful girl and prompting her to get in position up on her knees, pushing her silly-looking prominent, long, pierced, inflamed, and choked bud out offering it to her Master and opening her mouth for clean-up.
“That's it, princess, you're doing so well.” Draco caressed her bald head as the head of his soiled cock butted into her mouth. “Take it all the way down... so good at swallowing. That's it. All the way down. That's a good girl... so sweet.... ahhhhh! Suckle it there. Make me feel good with your tongue. Hum like I taught you!” Draco gave a few full pumps into and out of her mouth as he talked softly to his slave before shouting. “Ah, that's right! Sweet suckling pig!” Hermione closed her eyes and concentrated on just feeling her throat milk out treat after treat from her Master's incredible dick, comforted by the strong familiar scent of his dick and private areas. She managed to make her mouth and even throat give the dick in her a soft, long sucks like it was her bottle even though it was lodged almost to the hilt down her throat causing her mouth and jaw to be stretched obscenely and ridiculously around it. Draco humped, helping her milk out all of the last of his load. She was careful to suck and coax out cum his prodigious cock produced after orgasm also.
Draco took his time post-orgasm in Hermione's face hole wanting all of his sperm to stay in the nice warm receptacle and then drawing out the sensual pleasure of withdrawing his ugly, massive, arm-length cock from the incredibly tight yet inhumanly accommodating confines of her throat. Without being told she dazedly fought to swallow the cum and saliva trying to escape her mouth while simultaneously vacuuming off all the fluid off his cock. However when the thick, fat, heavy cockhead dragged over her pharynx and uncorked her throat it proved to be too much for her and she she spewed a couple of adorable cum bubbles, causing Draco to chuckle, before she was able to recover enough to try to slurp it back in and continue her job with the prick in her mouth.
She was half-conscious when he finally retracted his snake from its wash basin. 
“Ah, all clean,” he said, admiring his pristine monster before putting  it away.
 
When she glanced up she saw she was surrounded by big dicks and her clit leash was in Blaise's hand.
She wanted to disappear into the ground even as she was mesmerized by all the meat that surrounded her.  
“That's right, greedy guts. I see that look. You don't have to hide it, slut. All this dick is for you. I am so generous I got you some more cock. These are your new special boyfriends. I want you to have a special relationship with them. I want you to show them what a sweet, loving girl you are as a slave, but just with your mouth,” Draco instructed. “You get me so charged up before my games, like a muggle battery charger I fit my dick into to draw power. It gives me that edge. Wringing one out in you always leaves me brimming with energy and strength. I figured it would be extra special to share the advantage with the team, baby, and introduce you to some new boyfriends before our match against Gryffindor. Don't worry about me getting jealous. I know you mudbloods can't get enough cock. I
and in any case it makes me so hot thinking about you serving more cock for me. These are some of my closest friends and I wish to make your slave-mouth at their disposal to use. Show me how well you can please my friends like you are pleasing me. Show them how a slave loves with its mouth. You are my special slave, Hermione. I know you can give my jaded friends not just a place to relieve their pent up balls but also a tender, loving relationship that is largely missing from their lives. Now let your instincts take over. Open your mouth and get to know your first boyfriend. Don't worry, Blaise will guide you.”
Hermione dutifully opened her mouth to the strange cock, cunt dripping wildly, while Zabini slowly guided her head with her leash wrapped around his hand.
“That's it, Hermione,” her boyfriend coaxed, “You little slut. Say hello to your first new boyfriend. Show me how grateful you are for more cock.” Draco stroked her hair while nudging her open mouth onto his friend's dick.
“You have a sweet mouth, Granger,” Zabini praised gently. “Kiss it. Kiss my dick. Ah, good. It needs some of your good girl Gryffindor kisses. Ah sweet mouth, yes!” Blaise tugged her leash gently making her cry out breathily against his dick.
Hermione was humiliated being made to serve her Maser's chum but she was surprised by how gentle Blaise was with his large, strong hands. He kept stroking her hair and her face and softly humped his cockhead against her kissing lips. He continually murmured praise like he said, “That's it, little lion, you're such a good kisser......mmmmm such romantic kisses, good, ah......Malfoy's lion knows how to get cream...” and made lots of happy noises and petting her head, making her feel like a very good little cocksucker for the large-dicked quidditch player she serviced with tender kisses.
Blaise finally pumped one while looking into her eyes with an amused warmth, taking his dick away from her to cum on her face. He admired her cute expression messed up by cum and drool until he had completely covered it with his prodigious white slop, proud of the voluminous fountain he was displaying in front of his peers on his friend's slave girlfriend.
 
When he was done, Blaise bent down and and flicked her slave clitty, causing her once again to cry and beg as she had a slave cum like a jibbering idiot with little effort from the Pureblood senior and without noticing when the leash switched hands once again and she had to awkwardly scuttle on her knees blinded by the huge load on her face while Theo Nott tugged her over to him painfully by her prominent, burning, choked clit and the Purebloods laughed.
“No, that's not right, Granger. Isn't there something you want to say to Blaise? Don't forget your manners. And call him 'sir.' I want you you to be respectful and deferential to your other Pureblood boyfriends, especially when they are good enough to use your mouth discharge. Don't try to clean your face. Not until everyone is finished. You don't want your new lovers to think you are rude.”
“Thank you, sir,” Hermione said humbly for Blaise wherever he was, unable to open her eyes with his gooey load still covering her face.
Blaise's voice behind her replied, “The pleasure was mine.”
 
Then Theo's voice ordered, “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.” 
“I remember you used to annoy me in first year and I've never really liked you since. You've turned into a real looker though. Love the hair cut. This is going to be good. Tilt your head back.”
Suddenly a warm, fragrant, bristly orb made contact with her mouth and she knew Theo was seating a ball in her mouth.
“Suck it.” 
Theo enjoyed making the irritating student lave and suck his balls, even having her nuzzle them. “You are a good girl, aren't you, Granger?” he relented. “I bet Malfoy's got the best-tended scrotum in the world.” Moved by his praise, Hermione blushed and her worship became both more servile and bashfully romantic and she even started to give them little kisses.  
WHACK!
A reverberating pain suddenly landed against her cheek, making her scream into the ball she kissed but not stupid enough to bite down.
“None of that, mudblood! Suck and slurp! Make it nasty! Oh yeah! Suck both my balls into your mouth.... That's how a mudblood does it! Slurp them more! Nasty mudblood baldy ball bath.” The muscular and intelligent Slytherin yanked his meat as he bounced on her face. Hermione was at once humiliated and spurred on by his meanness and completely surrendered to the dehumanizing depravity of being the “ball bath” to another huge-balled, massive dicked snobby Slytherin, hoovering his balls, vacuuming them, and jabbing and twisting her tongue against them taking cues from his grunts. 
He, like Blaise, also pulled away to deliver his payload to her face directly, her humbly obscured face becoming even more anonymous.
“Well? Aren't you going to say anything?”  Theo's stern voice broke her lusty servile daze.
“Thank you, sir.”
 
“Over here, Granger.” Goyle's gruff voice called from a little ways away.
She tentatively crawled toward him, reduced to a blind reactive beast, agonizingly dragging her clitty leash behind her.
 
“Do you mind if I try something less gentlemanly?”
“Go right ahead.” 
One moment Hermione was crawling toward the voice of the large crude young man and the next she was suddenly flipped onto her back over what she presumed was the large stump she knew had been in their proximity and her head was hanging over the side and odiferous leaking flesh pressed up against her mouth. Her mouth opened automatically and was immediately stuffed with strong-smelling cock and she received a violent skullfucking. Sudden, intense, but relatively quick. He too exited her accommodating mouth to let his hose off on her face. 
The men enjoyed watching as Goyle dandled the end of the leash over her clit causing yet another violent. entertaining cum from the faceless mudblood pig that had once been Hermione Granger still spewing cum on the ground as her body spasmed in pleasure and her tits wobbled enticingly.
“Thank you, sir,” Hermione garbled.
It somehow humiliated her more when her handler Master Kreacher appeared with nasty treats to feed her as a reward and no one acted like it was out of the ordinary as she ashamedly, enthusiastically ate the treats he shoved at her mouth, still blinded. 
The four Slytherins each then splattered her with another nut, all of them were backed up, before at Draco's behest she kissed each cock goodbye and promised to see them later, addressing the cocks. Despite her better sense she felt confusedly romantic. 
She seemed to have won over the Slytherins who all could not seem to resist petting her and murmuring praise for their friend's cum-blinded slave as she submissively made out with their cockheads one last time. 
The men all commented as they made their way to the pitch in disbelief at the vim and vigor with which Draco's ability to share the energy derived from his slave through the sophisticatedly cultivated slave bond charged them with and Draco received many pats on the back. Not only did it give them an edge for quidditch and surely helped the cohesion of the team as well, but Draco was  generously sharing his own girlfriend and incredibly-well-trained-for-his-cock slave as an outlet for his perpetually backed up cohorts as a regular outlet for relief. They admired his boldness and his showmanship and his complete mastery over the smartest girl of their age and war heroine and that he did not seem even once tempted to go easy on her just because she was a good girl, showed such obedience, deference, and humility, or showed such devotion and seemed to be the genuine article of a sweetheart. They had been bemused that their mate had appeared to be courting and enslaving the mudblood extraordinaire at the same time. Draco pulling out a chair for a girl he had clearly shorn, as was a trademark tradition inducting Malfoy fuckpigs, was quite the paradox. They would be jealous if Draco was not sharing her, but as it was it made them evaluate what they wanted in their own relationships now a bit differently.
Hermione wished she could rest after her ordeal but Kreacher, mindful of the various slave and modified livestock spells she had been subjected to, knew his Master's communal use of the slave bond had primed the fuckpig for an increased potential to develop hardiness and endurance which made this the perfect opportunity for a training session, so he made her do running circuits in restrictive bondage gear relentlessly as he sat comfortably saddled on her back whipping her so she stayed motivated.






      

  











Chapter 7



    Chapter Notes

      This is horrible. But also supposed to be kinda funny. In real life, please everyone treat people with respect.







  “Fuck that was beautiful, Granger! I'm so proud of you!” Draco exclaimed when he finally returned to his room after the celebration in the Slytherin common room to his girlfriend who was on all fours, hooded with her feed sack attached. “You're peerless in your dick service. Here, have five treats.” He opened her feed sack to dump them in and patted her on her rubber-covered head. “You've earned them. You really showed them what a fuckpig I've trained. Gobble them up like the way I like now, baby.  I want to get this dick down your throat. I could use a recharge already. And I want to be close to you and look down and see your face against my crotch... that's it, you're a right proper sleeve. In it goes. I love your cute little stifled chokes. That's real good, baby. You're my good little mudblood dick-truffle hunter. I want you to give into your instincts, prick piggy. Hnngh swallow it down. Keep going. I'm producing a lot of precum, aren't I, just thinking about what cock-pig you are now. You're a very good mudblood, Hermione. A very good mudblood. There. All ready for bed. Ok, we're going to slowly make our way onto the bed. Be careful I want to stay fully lodged....Perfect. Nestle, sleeve. I don't want any fuss while I'm enjoying my pleasant dreams from a dumb cock sock.” He drew up the covers and immediately fell asleep, his half-hard and kicking cock keeping his sleeve from finding any deep rest for a long time, however in another sense it was strangely fulfilling for Hermione to constantly be suckling on the leaking cock in response to its movements and the quantity of its secretions. She both consciously and unconsciously serviced her Master as a cocksock to his rod, where he often liked his mammoth dong kept warm overnight, frequently giving the cock she was impaled on her best snuffles in an expression of her affection and gratitude, at first when she was awake and then even when she was unconscious. Draco found it utterly charming and couldn't imagine a good night's sleep most nights without his adorable, snuffling cocksock warm between his legs.
 
 
Hermione could not believe how openly loving and affectionate Draco had been all evening. He had gotten her a beautiful corsage. He waited on her and kissed her hands and cheek. He whirled her around the ballroom. He let her lead them around the room and gravitate to the Gryffindors for most of the evening with equanimity. He chatted to her friends and made sure to find ways to call her beautiful and compliment her throughout the night. He asked for her opinion and required her direction and generally just actively did his best to engage his smart girlfriend in front of his friends. She had on a gorgeous, silvery glittering gown he had had made for her and she felt like a princess. 
She could almost forget the absolutely massive anal beads twisting up her innards that Kreacher had shoved up her arse before letting her dress. She had on the flimsiest lace g-string and had to concentrate not to expel the massive nastiness from her arse for all to see. It all seemed worth it when Draco saw her struggle over the course of the night and would tell her she was his good girl and pat her arse gently and comfortingly. 
By the end of the night, she was begging to be allowed to shit her beads. It didn't help that he had been reluctant for them to leave the dance floor.
“I have a surprise for you.”
She felt that mixture of excitement, lust, and dread.
Draco pushed her up against the wall in the hallways several times to make out with her as he led her out of the castle. He manifested her leash and held it taut and gave it gentle tugs when he did so and she breathily moaned and even begged for “more love-tuggings” as Draco smiled  at her and continued teasingly escorting her out of the castle.
Despite her arousal. Hermione was filled with trepidation when she caught sight of the field of Slytherins and Kreacher's grinning face. Draco proudly led the Gryffindor golden girl on the chain coming out from under her bunching beautiful gown. 
Her Master whispered in her ear, “It's a tradition for Pureblood men to gather after a formal occasion and debut or otherwise be entertained by their fuckpigs. Let's show them all I have the best.” 
Draco twirled her around and made out with her emphasizing the beautiful elegance of the mudpig whose pussy chain was wrapped around his arm. Then Draco lifted her dress off and she was just in her leashed clit bondage and g-string before the crowd of young men and Draco was handing off her leash so she could say hello to her special “boyfriends.” She was passed off to each of her Slytherin “boyfriends”and boldly presented with a cock to take care of. Hermione Granger tried to make love to their cocks but her impatient boyfriends were more in a mood for face fucking to the delight of the crowd, who cheered with mean-spirited ribaldry. They watched with fascination the discomfort of the mudblood who still nevertheless kept tenderly worshiping her Master's chosen friends no matter how brusquely they skullfucked her, treating their nasty pricks with a gentle wonder that spoke to the crowd. 
The leash was then passed back to Draco through many hands after Theo retracted his cock out of her spewing throat after unloading himself a second time. 
Malfoy took out his cock holding it over her head like a sword and said, “Pig, do you take me to be your lawful owner and Master?”
She looked up at his cock with big beseeching eyes. “Yes, Master.”
“To be a pig trained primarily to entertain your Master's cock?”
“Yes, Master.”
“To take plenty of beatings to amuse your Master's cock?”
“Yes, Master.”
“To give up your life, your dignity, your reputation, your self-respect, and your well-being for service to my cock?”
“Yes, Master.”
“Let's not hold onto any illusions about it. You are a mudblood, part of an inferior race fit only to be slaves. Do you relinquish your rights as a human being to your Pureblood Master's slave for the rest of your life and be modified and trained to be the perfect fuckpig for your Master?”
“Yes, Master, please show this slave true happiness by transforming it into a perfect fuckpig. Mudbloods have no rights. Degrade me all you want, just please allow me to show you how inferior and servile I am by slaving for your magnificent Pureblood cock, Master. Please do whatever you wish to me that makes you hard, Master. This worthless mudblood will do anything and is so happy you broke this pig to cock, Master.”
He mocked, “The great Hermione Granger is just a lowly mudblood semen toilet?”
“Yes, Master! Please, Master, give this mudblood is just a lowly semen toilet for big, Pureblood dick.”
Malfoy smiled indulgently down at her and handed the leash to a waiting Kreacher, dismaying Hermione immensely, especially when she saw the garb he was holding, which caused her to cast her eyes over to Draco concernedly.
“Fours, pig!” screeched Kreacher as a sharp yank on her clit leash caused her to fold painfully and immediately onto the ground. 
The crowd laughed. 
Then familiar brusque, pinching hands were suiting her up. Her legs and arms were fit into restrictive but padded bondage made to look like ridiculous giant pig hooves. Then her titties were clamped with dangling weights on the teats and tied up at the base and at two more segments between base and nipple as part of a tit holster that went around her back. Kreacher fit and screwed down on about a third of her segmented titmeat a wooden vise quite tightly. 
Next came a sequence of nosehooks, three on each side, tears ran down the ridiculous fuckpig's wide-nostrilled face at being seen in such staggeringly weird and obscene way by so many Slytherin young men. 
She had almost felt romantic just moments ago when her leash was still in his hands and she was answering his degrading demands with her fervent promises of sacrifice, humility, and debasement. But now she felt just like a perverted clown or a geek at the fair with her inhuman handler.. 
Next Kreacher put in the dental dam and her tongue was attached to a short clip dangling from the entrance. Next he hooked a ridiculous looking metal corkscrew on the ring poking out of her ass. 
She had never been so sore and restricted and humiliated! But her pussy was shamefully flooded and Kreacher caressed it mockingly with a long crop, calling everyone's attention to it, “Messy, despicable beast.” Then he was upon her, beating her with the crop brutally, making her jump and contort and moan as he played his pain-pig expertly in a degrading dance while skillfully herding her in an entertaining spectacle across the field. 
The men watched the fuckbeast flail and struggle in her ridiculous looking restrictions. Her elaborately trussed tits moving tortuously with the heavy dangling weights causing her stretched teats to swing back and forth violently whipping those naughty peaks violently around and her face was frozen in a bestial, inhuman mask, while her hooves clomped and corkscrew dangled preciously from her perky butt. There was something so sexy about seeing the former well-respected girl getting beat by a house elf in the most degrading bondage in such a humbling, humiliating display of depravity, turned into a beast of entertainment and even coming three times in excruciating orgasm for the contemptuous, ass-whacking elf. 
Hermine moaned and cried lispingly. She was going to lose the immense anal beads up her ass, she tried to beg and explain, but her words were incomprehensible. Then Master Kreacher floated her up to a stone altar but manipulated her so only the prominent upward angled standing clit was on the slab. She was standing in the air with her clit resting on a stone slab, her leash laying over the slab and overhanging to pool on the ground. 
“Hold it just like that, my pig,” said Kreacher with feverish eyes picking up a mallet. 
The men admired how submissively the slavepig offered up her freaky clit for punishment to the deranged elf.
WHAM! Wham, wham! WHAM! Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham, wham, wham! WHAM!
Incredulously they watched as Hermione Granger, Malfoy's pain-pig screamed, sounding much like a shrieking pig to those who knew the sound, but  even through the pain the masochistic mudblood came and came, convulsing like a whore with every one of the elf's cracks on her speared and bound, stuck-out red pinky of flesh. Seeing her ridiculous, pig-nosed, dental dammed face electrified with pain and her tortured tits swinging in their press was immensely entertaining.
With a nod from Draco, the mallet was passed off to her 'boyfriends' who were allowed to go to to town showing off their mastery of the masochistic fuckpig's body teasing her with their fingers or kisses as in between playing simplified whac-a-mole with her slave clit. 
Both Blaise and Crabbe gave her sweet words of encouragement and praise in between strikes and it was the balm she needed to see her through the incredible ordeal, especially when the mallet began to get passed around to the rest of the guests after Draco generously offered them all a whack at his fuckpig's shameful, large, pierced and bound tender button. Hermione was especially humiliated by how many of her fellow students pressed their faces so close up to get a good look at her slave parts that she could feel their breath on her clit before they delivered their blow. It was an incredible experience to the rowdy young men to get to beat an attractive girl's purple beansprout, so pervertedly modified, and that it was a mudblood whose impure parts they were beating made it all feel right as well. 
All the while Hermione tried pitifully to beg between strikes to have the too large beads taken out of her arse. That she couldn't hold it. That she felt like it was going to explode. That she would shit herself. 
However the audience was not inclined to listen to her pleas with a sympathetic ear even had they understood, except Blaise who on his second round said, “I believe in you, beautiful. Hold it like the good girl we all know you are,” he encouraged her, drawing the mallet high above his head and slamming it down. 
“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeiiiiiaeeii!”
“See? Such a good girl. I wish I had a girl trained up like this.”
She drew strength from Blaise's words. He caressed her poor zinging bud tenderly while kissing her before the mallet was handed to the next man.
 
Draco was incredibly hard watching every partygoer hammer his prize fuckpig's silly, freakish, poor abused nubbin. It was beautiful sticking up on the chopping block, so helpless and shameful. It was clearly an appendage made to be punished and shamed properly by Pureblood men. Pound after pound after pound of the mallet and still the slightly bent, turgid thing stood back up after every hit to Draco's gratification and amazement. He had made that. He had turned the Gryffindor golden girl's clitoris into a perfect, sorry, indefatigable, big little button for Pureblood men to have fun punishing.
He loved showing off how successful he had been in turning Hermione Granger's clit into a punching bag for Pureblood men to express their aggression. He thanked his lucky stars that magic chose to give him Hermione Granger as a slave. He was proud he had a pig whose slave-bond was so far out of the league of any comparable relationship his fellows might have with a pig of their own that her slave clitty not only withstood the demolition of hundreds of strikes but the pig came and came from the pain, agonizingly as her bound and beaten bud of fat flesh was denied full and pleasant release by the incredible, tight metal ring. The young men were competitive each wanting to land the blow that fell the perverse pinky-like nubbin while enjoying the pure entertainment of seeing it courageously withstand annihilating punishment, standing back up every time to everyone's amusement, the slutty slave aroused by even this  type of pain inflicted relentlessly.
Despite the arresting cums, Hermione was sobbing now desperately to be allowed to shit, screaming it was going to come out in incomprehensible anguish. Draco appeared before her and bid her keep it in a little longer and plugged her noisy mouth with his cock, taking his time showing them a one man demolition team and how well her small, tight body could take the entirety of his enormous cock. They watched the cock bulge in her throat and disappear into her chest cavity as the Slytherins looked on in awe and jealousy at the perfect, durable, warm sextoy their friend had created for himself, wishing they could take his place as he worked up to a wild, bucking pace with his massive cock reaming violently the skull it so visibly stuffed. Draco sure knew how to put on a show and he showed his closest peers how Hermione's ridiculous-looking, dental dammed, nosehooked face and bald head was his dick's personal spunky jungle gym.
The leash was handed back to the elf and the ridiculous pig painstakingly struggled to crawl up a ramp. The men all loving the brutally transformed bondage creature getting hit repeatedly on the arse by a merciless elf while moving like a real beast as he motivated her the entire way up onto an altar or small stage in her ridiculous, restrictive gear like she was a recalcitrant mule. The men enjoyed the abject expression of struggle and pain on the fuckpig's freakishly distorted drooling face and the way her ass dilated around a truly mammoth ball her anus was straining miserably not to expel with her need to shit. 
On the slab, Master Kreacher gave fuckpig some painful kicks in her tied udders and arse before shouting, “Now, pig!” and giving her a swift kick in the special place on her stomach, which was the signal he had given her many a time in practice.
Melon-sized anal beads exploded from the humiliated Gryffindor's gaping bunghole, like she was a canon, swiftly followed by another explosion of green fireworks whizzing and streaming into the open sky, followed by the release of a hefty pile of turds that dropped onto the ground. Most of the  Slytherins didn''t even notice the darkmarks and writing, such as “Gryffindors drool,” that the fireworks exploded into. They were too busy watching the show out of the attractive mudblood's ruined arsehole to appreciate the irony of her arsehole painting the sky with such messages, though they noted them enough for it to contribute to their merriment.. Luckily, there was many a wizarding camera in attendance so the event could be further scrutinized later.
 
The men ate hors d'ouevres and drank discussing the foulness and depravity of the pig collapsed on the slab with her elf keeper using magic to shoot water up her open her arse like he was handling livestock. Draco received many pats on the back.
 
 
“Push it out, whore,” Kreacher snarled as the Slytherins. Propped as she was in against the stone wall beside the entrance to the castle in a piledriver position. She felt a fistful of paper garbage cram its way into her arse and shrieked through the dental dam.
 
She cried. They were using her asshole as a garbage! She'd been placed at the entrance for convenience. She hadn't known what to think of it when some tissues had been carelessly stuffed into her ass, but then had come nasty cigar butts, chip wrappers, a couple squashed cans – each of them had something! She had not registered an offness at seeing the Purebloods drinking from muggle cans of beer until they all had more than one to crush and send up her ass, quite a few with plenty of beer left over in them sloshing around.
 
Hermione didn't know that this was a Pureblood gentleman's party game to make cleaning up like a muggle into fun by using a muggle or mudblood girl as their actual trash can. They were all charmed by Malfoy's obedient, masochistic Gryffindor can, easily admiring the considerable work that had been wrought on her defeated, expanded tunnel by Malfoy's dick, the gaping pink maw wide-open and ready for garbage.
Kreacher tamped the handle of the dirty broom straight down into the wide arsehole not unlike an enlarged mortar and pestle using his right hand while whacking her purple, bent-looking but still engorged, tiny finger clit and the Slytherins watched fascinated as the girl-can writhed and had contractions violently and sensually with her clit torment, appearing to aid the elf in his efforts to churn the trash in her arse like butter. She shrieked, screamed, and cried. She did see, looking up from the ground, the huge lumps in the mens' pants and became a little pleased despite the unnatural, degrading pain being delivered to her arse.
Blaise stepped on her face and she licked his boot desperately, the only way she knew how to ask for mercy. He poured a full beer down her hole before crushing and cramming it down her arse. Theo also got her begging tongue on his boot. He then lit and threw away several cigarettes down her hole. She whimpered and whined and felt heat deep within and then smelt smoke! and felt more intense heat as the sounds of masculine laughter and ribald humor met her anguished cries. But almost as soon as the trash in her arse had started to burn, it was out, and her arse was simply left with an even more intense foul odor of burning garbage, cigarettes, and beer emitting from its depths. 
Kreacher tamped it down again.
Crabbe disposed of his pile of garbage and couldn't help himself from nudging and kicking her sensitive, bloating tummy with his boot, making Kreacher laugh and Hermione gasp and splutter in cramping pain.
“Time for plug, mudblood.”
 The Slytherins looked on with great amusement as the mean little elf held up a truly massive, radish-shaped buttplug that was about the size of Kreacher's head and went about the task of jamming it into her garbage overstuffed rear and Hermione bucked involuntarily and comically in her miserable, split-open condition as the elf heaved and shoved mightily, crushing the garbage in further. Hermione moaned like a depraved pig. Then a chastity belt was locked onto Hermione, effectively locking the mammoth assplug in place, and Draco had Hermione get up and jump up and down, shaking up the beer in her belly for everyone's amusement. The expressions on her face were very entertaining.






      

  











Chapter 8








  “Suck my dick, trash butt,” Draco ordered sternly. It had quite gotten to his little slave, being used as a rubbish bin and having her arse stuffed with garbage by the fistful by every young man in Slytherin, which he couldn't let go to waste. The shame-tears from the near shameless pig on his dick made him hard like a rock. The girl with the kinky, garbage-enlarged belly crawled miserably between his legs and gave him an emotional, tearful yet heartfelt dick-suck that stole his breath away. 
The afterparty would have been the end of a long night for a normal whore, but both Master and slave had far greater than normal endurance. The Master charged up by the bond to his slave pumping a steady dose of the most rarified magic mudblood masochism energy, their connection making him more powerful than before and growing more powerful as he developed the bond. The slave's endurance was of a completely different kind. Her slavery was like the crucible that made her stronger and compelled her magic to be reinforcing the changes her Masters made to her body, as it learned how to suffer more, withstand its punishments, make do with less human care, and even just become less, so there was less of her to suffer. Thus, the Master took and the slave gave and they both of them had grown incredible resilience.
“Wow, baby, how does all that cargo feel in your dumper?” Draco ridiculed jovially and pushed his hands feeling up her weird, bumpy stomach. He could feel hard irregular masses packed in there and thought the pained, mewling moan his prodding had ellicited from her mouth quite pleasant. He'd let her come out of most of her temporary bondage gear but still had the ludicrously large stopper stuffed up her arse, which he gave some sharp raps.
“It's nice, Master,” Hermione managed, always wanting to be good, even as more tears fell and her poor tumultuous tummy cramped painfully a bit more and she didn't know how she'd last another minute.
“This is very nice indeed. It's hot to me. Now tell me how much you enjoyed serving as a mudblood garbage can for a crowd of superior Pureblood men. It sounded like Kreacher was beating a very wet pussy. Tell me about it.”
“My pussy was really wet, Master. It hurt a lot and felt so strange, but sometimes briefly it was almost not so unpleasant. It was so stimulating! It was so much. My shameful bitch hole showed everyone how much I liked being their mudhole trash can, Master. I'm so ashamed! But, Master, it's so much! It's so much inside me! My belly is too heavy with all this trash! It's too heavy! There's too much! Please, Master! It hurts so bad! Will you even still be able to use me after I've been filled with all this garbage? It smells so bad now-”
“Hush, slave. You are too cute. Of course I'm going to still use that hole. I'm the one who made it so incredibly smelly and that is sexy to me. I can clean it easily when I want that. But you're going to hold all that trash, even if it's smelly and painful until after classes tomorrow. It is so out of this world incredible watching you walk around stuffed like that, like you can even pretend to be a human being like that. It's sexy. After classes, you're to go to the Battle of Hogwarts memorial where you'll finally be able to shit out that garbage in a neat magic trick. It's going to be really beautiful.”
She shivered.
“Now tell me how all that garbage feels roiling around in your insides.” 
“It hurt so much, Master, inside and out. When I looked up from the floor and the huge tents sprung on the crowd of huge, clothed dicks and that I was so pleasing the men, it almost made it worth it in the excitement. But I don't know if I can stand it. I hate this feeling. I feel filthy. I don't like feeling this yucky inside. The trash is so painful, Master, I feel way too large!”
“You are filthy. You're a filthy, piece of shit mudblood who's filled with trash. That is who you are. It will not be the last time your dumper is going to get dragged around like a hilarious barge of garbage. Aren't you so excited to practice your new way of submitting, little pig? I loved seeing you take a fistful from all those men. You did such a good job. You really pleased a lot of Pureblood men tonight by becoming a trash can and letting them participate in the utter destruction of your worn-out arse, like a model mudblood.”
“Thank you for ruining my arse, Master. I'm happy I could please the superior Pureblood men with my lowly arse dumpster,” Hermione grovelled.
 He started massaging her nipples. “Accept it. Let the garbage hurt you. Your arse just became a waste receptacle for a large group of men. It's an unnatural thing. But that's what you are, a pervertedly large, well-used hole for superior men to get rid of refuse, a special dumpster for the amusement of men. It would not be so amusing to the stuffers if it were at all comfortable for the stuffed pig, you understand? All that garbage jammed up inside a person or person-like thing could never be comfortable at all for the thing being stuffed up. Garbage isn't meant to go inside a person, that's why it's fine to put it in a mudblood and so funny. You understand? It's not all fucking and sucking, big-tummy pig. It is also about degrading yourself unimaginably for my pleasure and satisfaction and providing the best service to my associates and being an inspirational model pig. You'll probably never really understand how cool it is for a rich Pureblood wizard to be able to offer a famous mudblood and fellow student as a humourous mud dumpster to his friends. It's a traditional role. But none of them could offer such an entertaining trash receptacle. Not a good one. Not one that lasted any amount of time. We've been so creeped out by our fathers' generation of braindead, gray, zombie pig-parts that we went to hard in the direction of fucking and dumping good slavemeat, quantity over quality and brusque, brief trysts over formal servitude. I'm showing everyone it's possible to moderate and only take the best of the old ways into the modern world. A mudblood receptacle is a splendid bonding experience among mates, raises morale and feelings of fraternity, and shows off what a great slavemaster I am, don't you agree?”
Hermione could only nod. She felt like a giant insect with her thorax about to spew, but instead of the proliferation of her species, it was just body-crushing garbage weighing her down heavily. She could easily imagine how her embodiment as a muggle trash bin could appeal to the rowdy, nasty Pureblood men. It turned her on monumentally. Hermione Granger, human garbage.
“We rebelled against our fathers from getting us in that idiotic war as well. But there was always something to it and as adults we Pureblood men need to take resposibility for our perverse, cursed desires like adults who can command them and not worry about what our fathers did or didn't do before us. We should take what we want and rule the world. Let that garbage sink into every fiber of your being and feel it churn inside you, Hermione, over the next day. Churn, churn, churn. It pleases me so much you could perform the service of arse-dumpster and it's really a spledid arse-dumpster as I expected from acquiescent shitter. It is one of those traditions that might sound prosaic when it comes to one of the household slaves performing it but quickly comes to life for one when it is a pretty, mudblood schoolmate one knows with an obscene and shabby, beaten-up gape you get to fist garbage into. A tremendously fun activity for men from any house, I'm sure. You're doing some important work for your Master. Now arse-up, piledriver against that wall.” 
She watched worriedly folding into position as he suddenly had an old, gnarled, small tree trunk thick broom in his hands. 
“There's some more stuff I want to get rid of in my mudblood arse-can. Merlin, it was funny watching you walk here, dumpster butt. I want to see you take a bit more for me. It's going to be so fun watching my living garbage bin uncomfortably waddle through classes tomorrow. ” He stepped up to her.
“I'm grateful he could stop you up so good that fragrant mess inside of you is only lightly noticable, but there's no way around this,” he said and took out the plug.
He used a magic to create a bubble that would keep her stink around her, spare him, and not spread into the room. “Repulsive! Disgusting mudpig! It smells like an elderly cat took a piss on a four day dead sailor up your arse, you pitiful trash butt. Look at you carry your reprehensible cargo. ” 
He held the thick, gnarly broom handle in his grip and lined it up to her arse holding it high above her and said, suddenly with anger in his voice, “I'm going to need to make a lot more room in this sewer!”
Pound! Tamp! Tamp! Pound! Pound! Pound!
It was so much different when her true Master and love Draco did it than that nasty Kreacher. Yes, it still hurt to an extreme degree that made her wonder if she were going to die. She could feel the garbage horriby stretching her insides, pounding into places it wasn't supposed to go, her burps had become horrendous, the painful compacting of garbage crunching inside against the force of the stick and the solid bones inside her made her feel as though her entire body could crack and crumple up.  Her Master was compacting the garbage in his dumpster and though it was egregiously painful, but it also felt suspiciously right and like she wanted to do this too, have her insides pounded out to be a more efficient trash can for her Master. She wanted to be pounded into nothing by her Master if that was what he wanted and hoped he would continue to tease and humiliate her thoroughly with his words all along the way.
He tamped the garbage down with a broom handle.
“That's it, pig. Squeal for your Master. You're actually coming from your garbage compaction, you stupid trash-pig! Once you're a garbage can, you're always a garbage can!”
 
Draco and Hermione had a fun night. 
Hermione ended up taking plenty of things such as old potions ingredients, like a jar of desiccated spiders, ratty quidditch gear, including a deflated bludger, a torn glove, and some kneepads, crumpled parchment, various novelty and prank items he was just looking for the excuse to clear out, contents in his icebox such as frozen grapes he no longer was interested in, and various other odds and ends. In between, he tamped the broom in her arsehole to make more space. Then he stoppered Hermione back up and made her sweep and clean his rooms. He admired his sweating, laboring beast so painstakingly move to tidy the space, seeing the uncomfortable cramps roiling inside her plain in the expressions on her face, her trudging gait, and occasional doubling over as he wondered at the kind of appropriate symmetry it was having a mudblood-dumpster can laboring to clean his rooms like the muggle way she was and having her own arse for the use of waste removal. Her sweating, hunched, naked body looked totally ridiculous getting her work done and like every creaky movement brought an odyssey of intense internal drama. Even more, her lower stomach and even her arse were bulging magnificently. It looked hilariously like she was carrying the biggest, nastiest dump in her arse and her bum had swelled up and she was carrying that extra arse like a diaper. It made him hard as rock. Then it was time to utilize her arse can to clean up the clean up. 
As Draco relished pouring all the dust, grime, and debris that had been on his floor from the dust pan into Hermione's arse and the cavernous dumpster cavity inside, he thought about having the house elves stop cleaning his apartments altogether, instead of just these last few days, and getting to watch his humble mudblood trash can labor to clean in the beastly manner of a muggle all the time. He'd be sure to see her arse take all the dust, muck, and grime he would track in on his boots once a week, feeling proud thinking of filling his slave with such a shameful, perfect thing.
“Hold it and think about your purpose,” he said restoppering her arsehole and rubbing her kinky belly affectionately. “Feel how full you are. That's just how you should feel. It's how I want you to feel.”
“Here,” he said, gesturing for her to come after he took out and opened a large leather valise from under his bed and held out a leather sack to her. “In the morning our bond should be adjusted so I can control your smell and how it affects others, but you're still somewhat rank and I don't wish to bed down with something that's mostly garbage. Don't worry the slavehood is enchanted so you should get plenty air with your sturdiness and it's really a soft, cosy leather in this case.”
Hermione allowed her Pureblood Master to tie his leather sack over her head around her neck and help her into the case he shut up tight and locked and pushed back under his bed. 
Hermione spent a large portion of the night contemplating the small, cramped bit of darkness she now inhabited, marinating in the pungent aroma of old, stewing garbage, every second more and more steeping into her pores, filling her lungs. She fell into an intense meditation wherein she concentrated herself on being what her beloved wanted and huffed the trash erotically and let herself feel its noxious effects in her body, trying to distract herself from the loneliness of being sealed off and put away.
Directly above her, Draco fell instantaneously asleep and had remarkably pleasant dreams about flowers growing in dumpsters and magical mudblood arses that he could command, even for it to submit to a more than forty arm anal trash-fisting in docile, handy, compact piledriver. The memory of his his pig taking fistful after fistful of trash from the most senior Slytherin class was mesmerizing and soothing even in his sleep. When he needed it later, it would serve him better than counting sheep.
 
 
 
 
The next day was a trial for Hermione. She dragged her enormous self around and moved in a way that repeatedly had her friends asking if something was wrong even though they couldn't see her body under her robes to see the incredible bulging of her slave body. She was grey, sluggishly moving, and seemed exhausted and strained. Her boyfriend, however, seemed not to notice and just kept lightly teasing her for being behind. He grabbed her playfully, swung her around, made out with her and did a little manhandling. He repeatedly got caught feeling up her stomach like one normally would feel up breasts.
Those who knew to watch carefully witnessed with raging boners how Malfoy treated his little trash receptacle girlfriend. He pushed into his poor thing's stomach repeatedly, casually, boldly. He piled her up with a large plate of food at breakfast and lunch and ordered her to eat. He pinched her tit or stomach and called her “dummy” in the back of class when she was too distracted from her distressing predicament to follow his instructions well or fast enough. 
She hoped she could last. It would be so horrible if the entire school saw her explode into garbage. Still, she had never been more hot during school.
 
Blaise escorted her to a broom closet after breakfast. She got naked and let him feel her up and got into various poses for him and repeated some things he said. Poses like frog pose, cow pose, and dancing seated wheelbarrow. Phrases like, “Mmmm.Yeaaah. Push my trash-belly, feels so good when it's you, Master Blaise,” “Please, Master Blaise, fill your mudblood even more! I want trash if it's yours,” and “Please collect all your garbage and give it to me from now on. I'll never be complete without your garbage, Master Daddy.” Blaise chuckled lightly.
Blaise was warmed up enough to start feeding her arse the trash he had collected for her in seated wheelbarrow. At first, she pleading with him that she couldn't stand one more scrap of garbage but he only rained down blows on her arse until hushed, Then he brusquely shoved it all up her, restoppered her, and had her suck his balls. Finally he came, pointing his cock to douse her tits. He wiped his cock on the mudblood's kinky belly, used her blouse to wipe the sweat from his brow, patted her swollen dumper, and went on his way. Blaise had a hell of a time strutting into class late so proud was he of the state he had left the young trash-receptacle and he only became even more proud when she never even managed to show up for class.
Draco let Goyle go find her as he could tell his friend was clubbed up from poor Granger not making it back to class and could use his own moment at the muggle waste disposal and relief station.
 
Goyle had never seen anything as beautiful as the busted garbage can he found in the dark broom closet. Granger cried curled up on the floor, in agony, holding her stomach like she was pregnant. She wasn't pregnant, she was filled with trash! Draco had turned his mudblood into a living garbage. He was quite the guy.
The little witch hadn't even cast a light for herself. She was just a creature waiting for him in the dark. It made him feel strange like he had never felt before. He still couldn't believe this was the great Hermione Granger who he now had so much control over. 
He graciously picked up and cuddled the agonizing trash receptacle, rocked her, touched her soothingly, saying, “It's good it hurts so badly, little dump. It means you're being a very good good slave,” and “You're pleasing the guys more than you know. You're so hot. You're making Purebloods realize how special mudbloods can be more than anyone else could. We're all jealous,” and “Draco found the world's best cocksocket,” and “You're so attractive, and good at your ballwork. I bet there's a lot of angry young men from the war, who won't be nearly so angry with a couple doses of your ballwork. It's  special stuff. You're a special pig.”
When finally her tears had run out and she seemed calmed, he watched like a king as the tearful pig spontaneously crawled off of him and contorted herself in that small space upside-down folding into a tight pile driver, resting against a large stool, without him needing to say a word, just wordlessly offering open access to her tender butt-hole to the man who had just put his own wants second and held her while she cried.
Goyle really appreciated and enjoyed the wide-open view and easy access the position afforded, as well as the fact that folded up like that she resembled an actual modest-sized rubbish bin lying unobtrusively on the floor. When he looked down and met her begging eyes looking up at him upside down from the floor, he felt wild. Even though he had promised himself while he held the sweet girl in his arms he would control himself and take his time, he could not control himself when he felt the grip of her anus once again stretching around his fist and she soon found herself the recepient of more quidditch tape, a book of love poems, three rooster feathers that were supposed to make her horny, three destroyed dog chewtoys, and his toenail clippings as he railed them into her with his fist, in awe of the marvelous suction on his fist. He got even harder when Hermione tried to smile at him through the tears. He let her get up and suck his cock. In his opinion, the tearful Gryffindor gave him the most loving and submissive blowjob that ever was. Boy, did Goyle need to get himself one of these. Draco could put whatever he wanted whenever he wanted up her arse. His cock, his hand, other men's cocks, other men's hands. It caught Goyle by surprise but he hoped Hermione would like the mudblood he'd been seeing and would teach his girl a thing or two. Goyle pulled out and came point-blank in a degrading come-masking. “I expect you back in class in five minutes. You're braver than this,” he said and left.
She did somehow find the strength to waddle back to class and was happy when he smiled at seeing her.
 
Theo grabbed her after lunch and brought her to the Prefect's Bathroom to have his toes sucked, his balls sucked, eventually get rid of a honking load of junk as he was a bit of a hoarder, and get his dick sucked. He was proud how the sad creature crawled out the room when he was through with her.
 
 
 
 
It was the most painful and longest shit Hermione had ever taken.
“Wow, look at those things!”
“Hermione sure is one obedient mudblood!”
“She's a fine two-hole circus,” another voice stated admiringly. 
Where was Draco?
Blaise had found her and was coaching at her side a little behind her, “Shit, baby girl. You're doing a fine job. Just concentrate and focus on pushing it out. It's nice and big. It's a real huge one. It's not going to be easy. Trash shit's got to hurt real bad. Oh yeah, that's a girl! That's real nice. It hurts real bad, doesn't it? That's the stuff, you little rubbish compactor. That's what we want to see, push hard, a little mudblood arse hurting, working hard stretching over and pushing out its trash poops to please men. Destroy that arse  There's a nice trash poop log. Keep pushing. Don't lose courage now. It's gotta hurt, baby, it's gotta hurt real bad, just keep shitting. You can do it..”
Hermione was led around the perimeter of the memorial courtyard by Kreacher to shit her immense burden, and then around all the statues and plaques, crying as she defiled the sacred ground to the eyes of many of the same Slytherins who had beheld her the night before got to see the fruits of their special clean-up. 
Then Goyle came with a big bullwhip and she was flayed when she took a break from her poops. She eventually passed out, and, this is the part of the evening that made the biggest impression on the audience, Kreacher spread the fallen pooper and spelled the rest of the shit trash to rapidly leave her body making her unconscious form emit deep, zombie-like moans in pain as her body flopped and writhed, her arse seemed to warble-wobble distortedly from the speed of the poop expulsion and a vast trash-shit mountain was erected like a miracle on the newly hallowed ground.   
Hermione was not awake to appreciate it when some moments later her giant trash-snake logs were magically transformed into large, thick green and silver flowers. Some of the Slytherins then said some words for their fallen and there was even some singing.
 
Hermione awoke with her Master's dirty dick pressing against her mouth. “I got this guy real dirty, poopy. I want you to take care of it for me.”
A still sleepy Hermione gave Draco a sad puppy-dog look and slowly got to cleaning his very dirty dick. It was nasty tasting other girls' shit.
“It felt absolutely amazing, like the normal sensations were layered over a shivery ghost wank, fucking, that is, while you were taking a four hour trash shit! Merlin, let me tell you! It was so phenomenal beyond anything I've ever experienced before, on totally another level. Thanks to you I just had the ten best fucks of my life with some other mudpigs,” he teased, sort of.
She broke into tears.
“Aww, don't be like that. I've been thinking of other ways to torment your arsehole too. I know whose hard work is behind those incredible fucks. You pleased your Master. I want to continue to explore and develop your ghostly arse slavery connection to my cock. Think of it this way. You were with me in a way no woman has been, really priming me to slay those other pigs, absolutely wrecking their backholes. It was a bit of a massacre, and they were all so tight! Remember what that was like? It made me feel so manly to feel how much such fresh chutes expanded on my ugly monster. Those mudpigs were choice and comported themselves well. You know how mudbloods can be, they were willing to do everything. What an amazing fuckathon. Maybe I should make Hermione be a dumpster shitter regularly now that you look like an open one of those muggle garbage lorries from the back? That way I can spend my time wrestling tight, tiny-wrinkle poopers while my pain-pig vibes my cock.”
“Yes, Master, please let this pig vibe your cock with its painful trash shits while you wrestle more worthy, tiny-wrinkle poopers,” Hermione snivelled while weeping disconsolately, envisioning her life as a dumpster whose purpose was to make painful shits so her lover could enjoy the pleasurable, distant echo of her pain to enhance the superior sexual experiences he was having with other women whose arseholes weren't in ruins. Her arsehole felt more freakish and open than ever before from taking so much garbage and she felt her body was now mostly her arsehole's immense, hollowed out garbage cavity ready for the containment of large volumes of waste. She miserably tried to process the strange change, through the immense soreness, numbness, different kinds of pain, new diaphanousness, utter slackness that now seemed a physical abyss she had been disfigured by and had to learn to live with. Tears escaped her eyes and more and more as her arsehole felt to her like one of those ridiculous surrealist clocks.
“Ha, ha you don't even feel that, do you? I'm so proud of you, slave. You're growing your heart flower out of your arsehole for me. It's gorgeous. Don't look at it now, I'm about to come. Go deeper! Ah!” Hermione drove her throat down on her Master's immense cock as his pelvis thrust forward and he grabbed the thorny stalk with one hand and used the sword he had brought to expertly chopped the wide woody base of the stalk with a neat almost snip a hair above Hermione's saggy arsehole, right before and a little into his unloading into her stomach. 
When she recovered enough from her slave-gasm, she saw Draco was holding out to her the most beautiful, radiant, supernatural flower that was almost like fire, but softer, like large, gaseous petals, and mostly a deep red and secondarily orange  and more magenta than real fire. It was mesmerizing. Hermione had never seen anything like it. She felt like she could watch it forever fascinated by its blossoming color and movement.
Her arse had grown that? She felt great pride and hoped her Master was as pleased with the beautiful flower as she was.
“I'm so pleased with the slave flowers you grew for us-”
Slave flowers? She looked around becoming aware she had had the sense of not awakening in the same place she had fallen unconscius in as she was now surrounded on all sides by tall, looming flowers. 
Beautiful, ethereal, wild-looking Slytherin flowers. 
Almost as beautiful as the one in Draco's hand.
“- This place looks way less blah now, and, Hermione, your heart flower is even more special to me. I'm so glad you made one. Heart flowers are the physical representations of the slave's soul and are quite prized and sought after. Usually slaves only give up their heart flowers after decades of hard service. As your Master, I am quite pleased to be harvest your first today. The new memorial flowers came out beautiful even though they were made with trash and malice, trust me, they don't always do that. It is a credit to your quality as a fine gentleman's arse-slave trash kiln. Even more still is your adorable heart flower. Here, hold it. It wasn't all aggressive fists and trash stuffed in your arse, there was already a bit of your soul, your love for me, a little plant matter, and your shit, enough for the kiln of your arse, if you will, to create a kind of whole. This is amazing. Heart flowers have many powerful magical properties. Doesn't the aura coming off it feel incredible? Do you like it?”
“It's so beautiful, Master! I love it.”
“It is, indeed. Now I want you to give it back to me.”
Hermione reluctantly relinquished the ethereal, fiery flower, still utterly mesmerized, wary of what her Master would do, on her altar-serving hands. “Please, Master, take my flower you plucked.”
Hermione watched as if in slow motion horror as Draco picked up her flower and carelessly tossed it on the dirt. She saw some of its beautiful celestial petals bend and heard a papery crunch. Draco's dick pointed at a slight angle, mostly down, and her Master's dark yellow stream casually nailed the pretty, fragile flower. 
Hermione felt a buzzing in her head as if Draco's stream was not hitting the flower but was nailing instead Hermione's poor brain and she could think of nothing but that stupid, dumb, pleasurable buzzing as the flower shrivelled and blackened and kept shrinking and eventually disappeared before her eyes under the steady force of a long and powerful golden stream. 
Then her flower was gone.
Draco tucked himself away, looking relaxed and happy having extinguished his slave's first heart flower.
Then he picked up the humungous bull whip Goyle had left behind. It was almost as tall as he was and he stuck it up Hermione's arse handle-first only for the forearm thick whip to fall hilariously deeper into the fuckpig's arse with a audible plunk that ellicited a grunt from the pig. He laughed heartily and moved the whip around in her innards, stirring her up and exploring. The whip was so long it looked like she had a massive black tail dragging behind her. Draco made her start the crawl back to his quarters and laughed as every time she made a start the bull-whip was dragged out of her slack, useless arse.
Hermione was deep in her submissive spiral, trying bravely to stoically carry on but miserably cried as her arse proved useless and ruined before her Master again and again and she imagined a future in which he only ever used tighter buttholes for his amazing cock now that hers was completely ruined. She still wanted to be as good for her Master as she could and tried with all her might to tighten her flappy butt ring and chute muscles but they were no longer hers to command and remained slack and stretched out to uselessness. As her Master snickered in a way that told her he was growing bored and drawled contempuously, “I should see if I can ride my broom into that thing,” she could easily imagine her life simply as a communal Slytherin garbage, with broadening utility and objectification now that she no longer had a functioning arse to service him with and cried even harder. She had never felt like such an inferior freak but she was really this Pureblood's garbage and now maybe his clownish jester. She was a  real garbage-pig, primarily now a garbage-pig.
“Oh Master!”
He put the whip-handle back in her arsehole but this time held it making sure no more than a foot and a half got lost in there. Then he put her hands on his pants over his dick and said, “Hermione, even though you're a mudblood you're the girl of my dreams. I never thought I'd feel for a woman what I feel for you. You're the best pain-pig an angry young Pureblood dark wizard like me could ask for. My perfect pain-pig.” His smile down into the hopeful, longing face of his little pig turned into a smirk as he pushed her own thick, jagged wand against her sagging arse and she remained insensible, unable to feel her own wand pointed up her arse, and Draco could've laughed at the naked desire in the pig's eyes for romance if he wasn't so affected himself. 
He kissed his obedient, good pig who looked at him with wide, vulnerable eyes as he kept her two little hands reverently pressed on his dick with one hand. “ You've earned this. Intactus Culus Virginitatis.”
Hermione screamed as her anal virginity instantly returned to her and yet was instantly lost on the foot and a half of the magnificent bull-whip handle. Draco grunted and his eyes rolled back as he held his the hands of the small Gryffindor fast on his cock as she bucked and convulsed. The force was thrumming violently through the handle like it was a tuning fork and going through her body, but especially her arse, in resounding, smarting waves. Her muscles could simply not make sense. She felt cramping and sharp pain, but she was distracted by the enormous enlargment and rigidity that grew under her hands that came with the intense pain. Her pain was pleasing her Master. It made her salivate groping a prick that was that huge and so hard, she could sense her pain was giving his cock a pleasant vibe through tickles in her hands that could almost distract from the agony still resounding around the large stick in her arse.
“Stick your tongue out and roll up your eyes and try to ride the pain with a face like that. That's beautiful,” he lied, enjoying it when she blushed with such a silly face even more and even managed to look coy, and then grew more confident in showing her dumb face he asked for to him, which, along with her earnestness, turned Draco on even more. Watching the play of pain, lust, and submission on her astoundingly dumb expression, made him incredibly hard as the waves of vibe to his cock were stimulatingly to a more strained, twitchy, miserable look on his pig's hilarious face. Draco felt like the luckiest, most privileged boy with the best pig in the entire world as he took out his cock and hosed her, saucing her stupid face good.
Hermione let her tongue hang out and rolled her eyes and let the pain roll through her to put on a good show for her Master when the painful anal contractions struck. Underneath it all she was so happy! He tightened her arse!
“There's a good girl. I told you not to worry about your arse. It felt amazing feeling you instantaneously lose your arse virginity to Mr. Bull Whip. Feels amazing resounding down my dick.” He helped her get properly on all fours.
“Yes, Master!” she squeaked obsequiously.
“Get moving. When we get back to my quarters, I'm going to see if I can't beat our romantic first time and have another special first time where I crack open your arse as much in one night as I did during our entire 'courtship'. To test your sturdiness,” he said gruffly in a way that turned Hermione on, and he lightly kicked his slave in the arse with his boot but also picked up the whip from the floor midway down the length of it trailing to help her move a bit faster. “I should say second time. Mr. Bull Whip took you good and hard already, didn't he, darling? And he's still not through with you, ha ha. He's real thoughtful getting you ready for me.”
“Yth, Mhther.” she lisped around her tongue. She felt really light-headed.
“Keep that face. It turns your Master on.”
Draco proudly watched from behind, carrying part of the massive length of whip that trailed from Hermione's arsehole as she waddle-crawled like the demented masthead to his ship. She didn't make a fuss or change an iota of her idiotic expression when they ran into some other super seniors in the hallways. Draco just shrugged and smiled at Neville Longbottom and Cormac McLaggen as they witnessed Draco to be the lucky conductor of the freak Hermione parade. Cormac even took some photos.
 
Hermione felt much better and confident to have a nice, tight hole to offer her Master, but her uncertainty about her position returned. When her arse was totally expanded like that she hadn't even felt like a person. Was she a love-pet or a present and future garbage can? Would she be able to stay close to Draco and get to please his dick in person? Or would she become a forgotten object for occasional refuse? Hermione tried not to think about who was seeing her. She still had to face whoever was still up in the Slytherin common room. She focused on trying to hold her tail and keeping her rhythm and trying to be immediately responsive to the large Slytherin who enjoyed pushing her forward with it and dragging her back despite her sluggish pace.
Despite the still ringing, stinging pain in her arse and trudging progress, potential infamy and future uncertainty, Hermione was over the moon crawling around with her new tight hole with a tremendous pride and relief even if it was overstuffed and cramped by a horrible whip, which was a horrible pain and bother to tug the tail of behind her, as well. Yet she crawled with a kind of pride. Those other pigs weren't doing this for him, she was sure of it.
This is what she could give him. Anything. Everything.
 
Once inside his room, Draco ripped the bull whip out of her arse, helping himself to another strong dose of the ghost vibe on his cock that allowed him to blast another helping of his special sauce on her stupid face. “You dumb bitch.” She writhed in pain on the floor making pathetic masochistic noises as he sprayed her and enjoyed the intense pain in her distorted expression that went along with the rolling waves of feathery pleasure caressing his cock and balls.
“Baby, now that you are a garbage receptacle, you will always be a garbage receptacle. A Slytherin and Pureblood trash receptacle. Your boyfriends are all allowed to use that mudblood dumpster to get rid of small trash because that's what you are, a place to store trash. I'll go over the specifics with them personally. But in a little over a month, I'm meeting with some of my father's associates. I'd like you to serve as the trash receptacle for that meeting. I think it's prudent to display our relationship openly to these friends of my fathers so they do not see you as a problem or an interesting mystery or some unturned stone. Best to keep these boorish veteran sadists sated or oversated, I'd say. But they're not some school chums, pig. The reason not many young Slytherins keep a pig is because we were exposed to our fathers' slaves. Generally neglected, miserable creatures, dead-eyed, sometimes suffering a painful death or unimaginably awful and permanent torture or in a state of not being really alive and falling apart along with being an odd color. It is unimaginably grim and unsexy. These men will be of that generation. They're going to be quite rough, is what I'm saying. Remember when Theo tossed those cigarettes into your trash hole? That will be like nothing to the kind of amusement these types of seasoned, bored old murders can have with a mudpig hole, especially when the young pig is in question is Hermione Granger, mudblood extraordinaire. But it will be hot and I want to see it. You should work on your braindead trashcan look now so you don't piss them off. Yes, just like that. Let's do a little trashcan play as your foreplay for your special new second time.” He beckoned her over to join him athis desk where he had a small pail of garbage in one hand and gestured to his splayed legs invitingly, his chair half pulled out from in order to give her access to his seated lap.
It made her feel bad that she was going to be used in such a way again, but it also made her body feel really good with how bad it was. Her arse was still ringing from the violent ripping out of the devirginizing whip's handle but somehow she was immensely happy having her pain to give to her Master and wanted to pout and relax and contract her arsehole to show her eagerness to take his trash. And so she did, folded over so the rest of her body was under his desk and only her arsehole and pussy were visible on his lap, her hands obediently spreading her holes wide for him to look at and for ease of use. 
He both sensed and watched his beast's sensual fluctuations of her arsehole to entice him and enjoyed her arsehole dance on his lap very much. He stuck two fingers up it, scissored them, tried to pry her newly tight butthole open by pulling his two index fingers apart inside it a few times and watching it close back up and pulsate. Draco pushed in the first bit of trash, a ball of parchment he had rolled up small, and nudged it slowly against the sensually pulsating trash-orifice and watched it get swallowed by the tiny, compliantly contracting butthole. Draco pushed in food wrappers, broken quills, various shavings and shells and trimmings from potion ingredients, some quidditch tape, a stale, half-eaten apple pastie, and even a ratty old jock strap, though that took much more time and a lot of patience.
“Now I want you to kiss your lover the Bull Whip to thank him. Thank him, kiss that handle, and hug and hump him. Merlin that's hot! I think he really likes you. Now hand him over, you brazen slut. In a little while, we can make our special love and see about making me another shitter flower. But first Mr. Bull Whip and I are going to give you another lesson in showing respect,” her Master said sinisterly.
Hermione shivered and tried to anticipate what flogging pose her Master wished, but the decision was taken away from her and she was suddenly hanging by her tits by a rope hanging from the ceiling and her Master was on her, whacking her silly. Her pain-dance was even more beautiful to Draco than her enticing arsehole dance, and that was really saying something.
When Draco deemed the sweating, flailing pig ready she fell into his arms as he dismissed the ropes. He gave her really sweet, loving kisses along her neckline, shoulder, and the back of her neck as he easily carried her to bed. He tossed her down on her stomach and immediately lined himself up to get in his almost-virgin mudblood bunghole, kissed her and whispered in her ear, “I want you to pout up that shithole real well and help me stick it on my prong,” and heaved himself in a moment later when he felt her relax further. He had to pat himself on the back, the trash felt amazing getting crushed and shoved on his cock in a beautiful play of textures and feelings as he felt the trunk of his thick, throbbing member almost suffocating in the incredible tightness of the stuck pain-pig beneath him. Master and pain-pig both took her painful cries and squeals in stride, the Master doing the repeated rough sticking and the pain-pig doing her best to pout her tight arse! Her Master dug away like a one-man demolition team. Occasionally showing her a little mercy by dismounting and presenting his dick for cleaning. Hermione was in hog heaven. She had thought she might never serve him like this again! It was worth it. It was worth becoming garbage herself.
 
Hermione felt like garbage inside and out, both a receptacle for garbage and a piece of garbage on multiple levels herself. Letting Draco put his garbage in her arse and letting him feel good stirring it up with his dick, shamed her like never before. Especially as he kept stuffing her with small garbages and then fucking her brutally and without mercy, widening her with his stick, praising her for her “new first double-anal with me and my refuse owning your new arse,” putting her sturdiness to the test as he forced his cock further into her foul depths at a breakneck speed with strength that tossed her around the room like a ragdoll.
Hermione went from repulsed and revolted by her new garbage-iness, to resigned and accepting of it, to reveling feverishly in the depravity of it and her sheer worthlessness. Draco recognized the change in her, and unplugging his cock from a nice slathering mouth clean-up he cooed to her and helped her into a piledriver position against the side of his nightstand, where a muggle would likely put a small garbage bin, and he blessed the gods for infinitely useful, capacious, accomodating mudblood arseholes. Hers swallowed the wet leaves from his teapot and some herbs from diffusions, and a deflated ball. He used his hard dick to nudge-shove them down, mesmerized by the contracting orifice that swallowed them so well. He looked into her eyes, looming over her. His eyes told her this was a place she belonged and fucked her there in the perfect place for a mudblood rubbish bin with his garbage inside her.
Her sturdiness was nothing compared to her Master's it seemed as she passed out long before he was willing to call it quits on the project to expand her hole as much as possible in a single night. By the end of the night he had an unconscious Hermione taking his entire cock and forearm as well as a bit more garbage. It wasn't a whole dumpster worth of space in there but he'd made quite a satisfactory crack in it. He shook Hermione off his cock and forearm and watched as she splooshed off onto the floor in a legs-splyed heap and admired the way her arse did not close. He placed her back in piledriver propped against his nightstand and went to shower and wash off the garbage and pig – Merlin, it turned him on that was what Hermione Granger was now, his garbage pig! Her hole in yet another service to make the world more amusing for a Pureblood man.
When he re-entered his bedroom, he discovered still more blessings. Four more flowers were waiting for him, growing out of his little arse-bin. He used his sword to cut the four gorgeous flowers in blue, red, orange, and lavender from the sleeping slave's arse and carried them back into the bathroom.
He carelessly tossed the gorgeous flowers into the toilet where they glowed and shimmered beautifully and took out his cock, pretending the flowers were his slave's entire soul, and relieved himself, feeling those magical flamed flowers extinguish sensually as they fizzled under the torrent of his desecrating waste. He thought they looked even better when they started to get fainter and to flutter moments before shrivelling and until finally in the face of his enduring stream they all but disappeared. As the flowers died, it felt to Draco as if his cock grew ten sizes and all the muscles and tension in his body were released at once. “Mmmm.Yeah,” he breathed. The flowers were so little faint debris in the yellow pot before he flushed it and finally went to bed.
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  Harry and Ron crossed of the hill and could not believe what they were seeing. 
The naked, bound, beast-like looking women whipped by house elves who were saddled like jockeys on their backs raced around a track that was partially an obstacle course while a jovial group of Slytherins looked on from a plush-looking stand yelling directives at individual girls, joking, drinking, smoking, betting, appraising. Not that Harry or Ron much noticed the men, though it registered on some level, they were captivated by the intensely humiliating, painful, dehumanizing looks on the beautiful bodies forced to run as fast as they could by the cruel elf drivers. 
The women-beasts all had bits in their mouth and a bridle to connect to the reigns their riders gripped. Some were blinkered. Some were hooded. Some had hooks disfiguring their noses. Some had gags as well as bits. Some had dental dams. Their bodies were erotically and sadistically harnessed in black, green, and silver. Some were belled. Most tits were bound; some of those segmented by rope into deformed bulging parts that flop-whipped as they ran, a strange, poignant, not unpleasant sight to the two young men. The tight ropes held the bondage ponies' parts open or otherwise cut into them cruelly. Further, many of the pony holes were occupied, some with a cute or severe looking tail attached to it. They all wore very high, lace-up platformed hoof heels that forced them onto their tippy toes and their arms were tied behind their back just above the elf's saddle. There were colorful pictures and words decorating the girls' rumps but they were difficult to make out. 
It was the most fascinating thing Harry and Ron had ever seen. Their pricks were straining against their pants.
“Hey, that's Hermione!” Ron cried excitedly, as they were admiring the athleticism of the lead pony who had broken well away from the pack and was approaching the finish line. The house elf riding her cracked her mercilessly and rapidly, easily the most brutal jockey of the bunch, which came as no surprise to Harry and Ron once they saw who it was.
“Woah...”
It was a lot to take in making the connection of their formerly prim and know-it-all best friend and the nose-hooked, bridled beast getting its ass beat the most brutally they had ever seen even though its ass was already well-discolored with bruises as she stampeded gloriously toward the finish line. 
Not only did the leather bridle pull her lips back and pull to separate her jaw and the bridle create a beautiful net-like design over her bald head, but her tongue was pulled taut by a chain that connected to a ring around the base of a pierced, engorged, silly big clit forcing her neck to a rigid bent over position with her tongue held ridiculously out of her mouth. With that and the nose hooks deforming her face she hardly could be recognized as human and instead looked like a  humble, charging pig. It was a picture of their friend that made them feel lots of things they had never felt before. 
Even her tits had been developed into Draco Malfoy's pain-toys. The glorious thickly bound at the base tits were clipped with a connecting bar that deformingly dragged her rack toward the floor with weights attached on rings to the bar. Her nipples were thick and incredibly long and a strange purple color. She looked incredibly stupid and sweaty winning the demented race being driven by the cruel house elf and both men couldn't wait to congratulate her. They made their way closer seeing Hermione led up onto the highest step on a three-leveled stand and watched incredulously as she looked up at Draco from her bent posture with open love and devotion clear even through her face bondage as he proudly hung a green and silver flower wreath that read, “Best in Show” around her bent neck. 
Hermione nuzzled her Master's arm and torso while his hands enjoyed playing with her restricted body, tugging her tit leash up towards her tongue, tugging her heavily weighted titties, groping her sore arse with Kreacher still in the saddle waving a gold cup that read “Best Bitch Rider.” Then Draco was pushing her to her knees and his mammoth dick was being shoved over her clamped tongue and the indefatigable pony girl was servicing his Pureblood cock properly, sucking at him as best she could with her mouth and throat while putting rolling rhythmic pressure against the underside of his dick with her pulled out tongue, causing her to moan into his dick as her own tongue tugged the chain around her clit as Draco took what he needed casually humping her disfigured-for-him face. 
Harry and Ron recognized two more Malfoy house elves capturing all the precious moments on wizarding camera. 
Afterward, Draco rested his dick over her head like it was its table as she stood on her knees between his legs and leaning against him with her head bent under Master's massive, cock that victoriously obscured the prize slave's entire skull and personality. Harry and Ron watched on disbelievingly at the depravity as Draco's snuggly little cock-stool ponybitch began to undulate her head to provide her Master's cock with pleasant stimulation and make the experience of dangling his immense sticky cock over his fuckpig more enjoyable for him. 
Then Harry and Ron were too immersed in the chaos of the dissolving event and the distracting sight of the elf-mounted girls' reunifications with their Masters now on the field. Some Slytherins were ungagging their bondage ponies and patting their rumps; some were meeting their ponies with stern looks and wicked instruments and stringing them up in nearby trees; some immediately have their pony give some attention to their waiting hard-ons; some put more bejeweled and lavish pony bondage gear on their ponies for the party and were continued to be treated like real ponies, getting rubbed down by their elf groomsmen, breathing heavily, then tethered near their Masters and ignored while the festivities broke out into something like a house elf catered barbecue. 
Making it even better up close Harry and Ron recognized easily many of the girls as all were among the most comely muggleborns in the eighth year students. The ponies stayed in regalia though some Masters had relented with the worst of it offering their favored biddable bondage pets some liberation as they were offered water, treats, and pets. 
Still some other Masters intensified their pet-girls' bondage. 
Ron nearly came in his pants when he saw petite, tiny, delicate Bianca Archer disappear zipped away by the big ugly bruiser of a Slytherin Boris de Cheval who had stayed behind many a year: tied in a tight hooded bondage suit, her wide, innocent, fearful eyes among the last part of her to disappear under a thick shiny material stretched over her folded body, her soft pleading ignored by de Cheval. The rubber doll was then casually packed in a medium size quidditch sport bag, Ron was electrified by the ignored and jostled bag that held the tiny, hot girl in her several layers of tormenting bondage for a the cruel, large older student. He himself had fantasized about being a little rough with Bianca Archer but never had he imagined carrying around the petite, delicate student like just a piece of luggage convenient to have around.
When they caught up with Malfoy again, he was in the throes of pleasure, his trousers dropped, and their friend once again with Malfoy's entire mammoth cock down her throat serving him heroically and slovenly the best she could in her pony attire. 
To their surprise, however, was another pony serving Malfoy with her face crammed right in his arse, though they could hear copious slurps and sucking.
He looked to see the two Gryffindors and gave an apologetic look and shrug as if to say, this will only take a moment before getting lost again in the service from the bondage ponies.
“Ah! Ah!” Draco's hands came to hold the hard-working pony tight to his groin. “Take it! Suck it all out of my balls!” 
Then he addressed his invited guests. “Glad you could make it. Fancy a rim job? The loser ponygirl has to serve every man in attendance as an assrag,” he explained, pulling a sheepish ponygirl's face from his arse by the hair. 
Both Harry and Ron dropped trou without thinking about it and Draco pushed the pony assrag in their direction. Harry and Ron watched with bated breath as the pathetic creature who may've been Eloise Cantrell crawl behind Harry, who was closest, pull his cheeks apart and get right to work. 
Harry felt powerful like he never had before and like he had finally found what was missing in his life as he enjoyed his ass getting tongue-prodded and sucked on in a most pleasurable way along with the amazing feel of the ponygirl's soft bridled face pressed and rubbing against his ass. 
The talented little ass-weasel pony stroked his cock and deftly maneuvered his cock to her mouth to catch all his jism, moaning, and finishing up showing him his jizz in her mouth before swallowing it. He patted her on the head and pulled her up by the hair before letting her go in Ron's direction, as if to dismiss with a 'go on, get!' and watched the cruelly hobbled pony crawl to behind his friend.
Ron felt like he had been waiting all his life to get his arse licked out, cleaned and sucked by a sexy slave schoolmate. Is this the kind of thing Malfoy got from Hermione? It was much better than making out the normal way. He was so jealous. Hermione had only ever done his homework and kissed him and now she was Malfoy's slave and he was probably having her tongue-fuck his butt whenever he wants. That should me him! Hermione should be tasting his arse, he thought sadly.
He looked at pony-Hermione still serving between her Master's legs while he and Harry were making small talk about the races. There was no doubt in Ron's mind that  however well the pony behind him felt electrifying his prick through his arse and with the delicate deft touch of her hands, Hermione's rimming skills were sure to be unparalleled and infinitely better. An absolutely enormous butt plug protruded obscenely from her arse with a curled up black bar protruded about a foot from her arsecheeks curling up and from which a cascade of what looked to be Hermione's former hair cascaded down in a mane-like tale with some space between her arse and the start of her tresses down and up the thick pole sticking out of her arse. 
It was his own fault for not realizing his friend was just another mudblood fuckpig and taking her himself. As a Pureblood steeped in the culture and as her male friend and former boyfriend  he should've protected her from the likes of Malfoy. If only he had realized what she needed. He watched her, a perfectly still bondage pony performing the service of living cock-case while Draco idly chatted away with Harry, and Ron wondered what would have happened if he'd realized her potential before or when they'd dated. 
The assrag sopped up his come, getting her mouth around his dick in the nick of time.
Draco tenderly pulled his cock from the depths of his champion pony's throat and it took a moment or two for her to be aware of her friends. Draco caressed her cheek as if the bridle wasn't there and said, “Hermione, your friends are here.” 
Hermione turned her gaze finally to her friends and her eyes seemed to clear. She tried to say something but it was incomprehensible with her tongue clipped to her clit leash. The sight of a bald Hermione Granger struggling so pervertedly for speech struck them. Their cocks throbbed watching Draco casually unclip his slave's tongue and undo her bit, exerting his power over her speech, and letting the clit leash fall to the ground.
It was strange, bewildering, and exciting to be once again face to face with the bald head and face ridiculously disfigured in bondage of their best friend and Malfoy's slave. Despite the extreme bondage Hermione was still very feminine and she was blushing adorably, looking at her friends rather shyly, and seeking their approval in a way that spoke directly to their dicks. She looked so different, like a real pig, a face like they had never seen or imagined before on their pretty friend, her bald skull bridled like a horse for their longtime bully and former Deatheater, Draco Malfoy, who, perhaps most disconcerting of all was gazing down at his transformed pig with a dopey expression and petting her head like a beloved dog. 
Below her sweet, stupid pig face was a marvelously tortured full rack of purple, segmented, stretched tits in their rope holster and poor nipples stretched by clipped on dangling weights. Below that beguiling sight was her large silly-looking clit puffing out from a tiny cinching ring at its base and with a small bar slave tag piercing the end and the chain on the ground connecting to the impossibly tiny cincher. Hermione had clearly been modified by the Slytherin into his owned pig. Hermione had submitted her body some time ago to be developed into the proper obscene slave parts for her Master they saw before them. 
Hermione smiled shyly at them with a bewitching, wavering shadow of a grimace sometimes falling over her expression that was the only indication the bondage caused her any pain. 
“Hey guys.”
“Blimey, Hermione, you look incredible!” “Congratulations, you ran so fast! You were the best pony!”

“I love the bridle and bit you girls were all wearing! It's so hot seeing you like that!” her friends gushed.
“Hermione, we can take off your nose-hooks and bridle if that makes easier to talk to your friends?” Draco inquired.
“I hope it doesn't bother you, Harry and Ron, but that won't be necessary, Master.”
“That's fine!” “You look nice!”
Draco snickered. “Hermione and I have been talking and we'd like to invite you both to be two of her special boyfriends. Hermione services some of my mates with her mouth and we thought it was only fair to open her up to her own best friends.”
“Please, guys,” the disfigured slut-beast with Hermione's sweet voice begged.
“Of course!” “Blimey, yes!
 
“Hermione, you have special permission to tend their arses as well. They really seemed to like that when  Eloise did it.”
 
 
Harry and Ron flipped a coin to determine who went first. 
“Take my dick and suck it well, Hermione,” Harry commanded in a rough voice. 
With their large knobs out and expectant of satisfaction the two young men couldn't help being bossy with their know-it-all, formerly prissy, now humbled slave-best friend. Before she could do as he ordered though, he smacked her repeatedly in the face with his cock. Her grotesque facial bondage seemed to demand degrading punishment in a way he had never treated a girl before and Harry smiled widely. She took the abuse. He beat up his silly-looking friend with his cock, making her look much sillier as she placidly took  took the dick-blows in her shameful face. 
For not the first time he wished he'd have known what a slut Hermione was underneath and that it was him who got to truss her up as his sex beast and lead her around a field sharing her with whoever he liked instead of Malfoy who was still a git even if it was surprisingly cool of him to share his mudblood slave with them of all people, even when recognizing Draco relished the chance to show off to them how he had transformed their friend into his lowly slave. 
“You look so pretty, Hermione. Prettier than you did at the Yule Ball,” Harry lied, fascinated by how her piggy face swelled up from his blows. Whap! Whap! 
He used a grip on her scalp to hold her steady while he lined up his cock. “Open, whore,” Harry ordered in an unfamiliar, hardened voice. Then Harry was plunging his cock down Hermione's gullet, sheathing it into her throat at a brisk clip.
Draco was bemusedly impressed the boy wonder had it in him as he walked away to get something to eat. He bet both friends of his mudblood would appreciate some alone time to work out their feelings towards their friend and he figured they'd act more uninhibited if he were not watching them. It turned Draco on immensely for Hermione to service and even take abuse from Draco's two former enemies and her best friends, showing off what a freaky slut he had transformed their friend into and coaxing their complicity and participation in her slave training. And besides, they would be very useful to have as his own friends.
Harry and Ron had a great time using Hermione for the first time. Harry's hands came around Hermione's neck and he discovered how very much he enjoyed choking a girl who is serving him. It is a revelation and Hermione was a good little choker for him. The only protest she gave was involuntary as he gently choked her while giving her a brutal fucking to the face. He can't help but imagine just how different morale could have been when they were on the run if he had been working out his frustrations and aggression like this the entire time and sharing the privilege with Ron. They could've had Hermione trained as their slave if they'd only been much, much more domineering and presumptuous with their pretty friend. She could've been his obedient choke baby. 
Harry withheld himself from getting carried away by letting other desires out from the cacophony within himself calling for attention now that he had a real slave at his disposal. He barked orders and experienced what it was like to get his balls worshipped and his arse serviced by his friend. He was delighted to learn she was even better than assrag Eloise. He put her through her paces several times before blowing himself fully mounted down her throat. 
Ron was only interested in continuing to have a girl make out with his arse and simply used his arse to greet his friend and sat on her, having Hermione's long, nimble, rough tongue serving his arse was a dream come true. Hermione tugged his cock like she was tugging a cow with her face in his arse and she moved to catch his cum in her mouth despite the awkward gear and had to wiggle like a worm.
 
 
Then it was time for Hermione's reward whipping. 
Harry and Ron watched in open-mouthed wonder as their piggy friend was strung up to hang by both her bond arms and her bond titties by a rope over a tree branch. 
Draco took out a wicked-looking, medium-sized knotted whip and held it up to Hermione's mouth. Hermione reverently kissed and sucked it like a cock, begging Draco to “Please beat your piece of shit, Master.” 
It made them incredibly hard seeing her beg for it like that, pain and all, it was understood.
Draco gave his hanging pig a beating the likes of which Harry and Ron had never seen. They had never seen a man act that aggressively towards a woman and it was incredibly erotic. He beat her like he was using the whip to clobber her as she screamed and swung from her titty holster. Draco gave not a care to how purple and distended poor Hermione's tubular-looking tits except to find them more of an irresistible target for his blows. It somehow just made sense after all they had witnessed to see Hermione's Master deliver her some painful blows and were surprised how much they relished seeing their friend in excruciating agony, flailing like some furious animal. Unsurprisingly the slave not only screamed in pain but began to moan and came a few times. 
When Draco handed the whip to him, Harry had no compunction giving Hermione his own beating and was gratified to beat an orgasm out of his childhood friend on the lash of his whip and watch her stupid, excruciating dance. Ron and then Kreacher had their chance next.
The two men watched with rapt, incredulous attention as Kreacher cut the pitiful fuckpig loose from the tree, and her arm bonds, with a snip of an accio'd shears and she collapsed to the ground in a heap. Draco had a smug look on his face as he sat in a chair he'd conjured for himself and they watched the beaten beast of a girl crawl pathetically on the ground until she was close enough to throw her arms around her Master's legs and thanked him fervently and passionately for her beating and in broken, frantic, tearful, soft speech. She tilted her head back to show him a nice pliant, open mouth, as if to say, “It's still ready for you, Master. I'm a good girl,” even as tears streamed down her face and little hiccuped sobs still issued from her throat. 
Harry and Ron felt harder than ever watching the tearful, emotional, worshipful blowjob Hermione gave to her Master, her gratitude and devotion palpable, as she continued to cry at the what the men saw as recognition, acceptance, and sadness at her inferiority and they could see clearly the disappointment in herself for her unworthiness and inadequacy in being such a lowly and servile thing. 
They truly admired how well Draco had her trained their friend to be a perfect cock case for his mammoth dong. It was incredible watching and it filled them with longing witnessing the impossibly large thing get crammed down her throat and seeing the moving huge bulge disfiguring her body as she passionately impaled and regurgitated the thick, horse-size cock at a rapid clip.
Harry and Ron both came again, both on her face while she still had a dopey smile from a helping of her Master's seed.
Then Kreacher came and led the wrecked, crawling girl away by her clit-leash but not toward the castle. Draco explained that her exhaustion  put her in a particularly suggestible state for training that Kreacher would take advantage of. 
They admired her plump arse with its obscenely enormous black stopper with the beautiful train of her hair shimmering in the sun as she plodded away. 
“Oh and next weekend – actually nevermind.”
“What about next weekend?” Both Gryffindors looked at Draco intently.
“Oh, it was nothing. I shouldn't have mentioned... It's just something I think will be too extreme for you Gryffindorks?”
“Try us!” “That's not true!” 
“Well it might be too much, but okay. Hermione and I have been talking and next weekend we'll be holding  a little mock execution so I can play out one of my fantasies and hang my fuckpig by the neck. Should put on a good show kicking for us for hours. I can't wait to put my dick in her like that. Her hardiness is really coming along so she's hard to snuff. I can sense her life force through the bond anyway, so there's no real danger. Kreacher's been teaching her techni -”
At first Harry and Ron weren't sure if they were listening to Draco Malfoy blithely describe his plan to kill their friend, but once they realized it was only for pretend, their response was immediate and they were relieved. 
“That's crazy! Count me in!” “Holy fuck!” 
The two friends left their new Slytherin friend with a shared bemusement with the reversal of their feelings about Draco and Hermione dating, from horror and disbelief to gratitude and a kind of wonder.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I accidentally deleted the last chapter before reposting and so the comment thread was deleted, which makes me  sad :( I really appreciate the encouragement and suggestions. I hope you enjoy this chapter!


  


      

  











Chapter 10



    Chapter Notes

      Sorry for the long wait. Life and writer's block have been getting in the way. I hope to be able to update a bit more often now. I really appreciate everyone's comments and feedback.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  “It's messed up how hard that makes me,” Harry confessed, walking away from the gallows the Slytherins had erected to talk with his buddy Ron.
“Blimey, Hermione loves strangling! What a bloody wonderful dance!,” Ron blurted and then asked, pointing to the hooded beautiful nude figure at Harry's elbow whom he had been curious about but too distracted by the show to ask about before, “Who's that, Harry?”  
“My sex doll. Why are you carrying that large bag?”
“Sex doll, ha ha. That's real cool. Hogwarts student?”
“You bet.”
“Ha ha. Me too.”
“Oh owls, mate! Ha ha, she's must be really compact in there!” Harry said admiringly. 
Ron, with a flourish, presented the bag to his friend and unzipped it revealing a sweaty, wan torso folded so it was literally stuffed in the seeming gym bag. 
“You like my bag bitch?” laughed Ron “Here, I should tighten these bungees. Luna and I started dating two weeks ago. She does anything I want. I think I'm in love. She spent the last three days in that bag. There's a special drawer in a wardrobe in my closet that I like to keep her in, put away, you know?”
“Merlin, that's hot, Ron. Balls, does Luna fold up small! She's always blathering complete and total nonsense! I bet you can really get away with doing whatever you want to her!”
“Blimey, I truly can!”
“I'm happy for you, Ron.”
“Thanks, Harry. What about you? Who's this special lady?”
“Well, Ron, I finally had a talk with the special girl I've seeing and gave her an ultimatum. If she wanted to continue dating me it would be under very different terms. She would have to agree to be my slave. The first, a special first, in what I intend to be my stable of slaves. She had to agree to accept she could never be my wife. She agreed to change her body to suit my needs. And for me to pimp her out to my friends or whoever I want. Get this, I told her I want her to have babies for me, but not necessarily my babies. That she better expect to risk pregnancy throughout her service to me and she'd have to earn her Master's seed by graciously letting enough other seed have access to her womb. She should be prepared carry to term and she'd better get used to the idea of taking care of a brood. I never thought she'd agree to it but, lucky me, she did. I've got to say, it just feels right. It feels amazing having this much control over another person. I've already changed her so much. It's like she's another person I've created. I feel like I'm finally doing the work I'm supposed to be doing when I'm training that bitch. I know it's only because it gets my dick hard, but I feel so powerful and it was so easy! And that's not all, guess what, Ron.”
“Ha ha, who would have guessed you'd be a sick fuck! She sounds like an easy slut. Good for you. What is it, Harry.”
“Well, I've been sharing her with some blokes. She was real reluctant at first but I talked her through it. First, one more, then two more – you know, as well as teaching her how I like to have my arse sucked – and yesterday I gave her her first gangbang. She didn't even see them! She might've recognized a voice or two but otherwise she has no idea who was fucking her! I made her wear the hood. She got railed, used like a piece of meat and thrown around, and came out of it impregnated! There are over twelve guys whose sprog it could be. A few weeks ago I was in a secret relationship with a girl who wanted more than I was capable of giving emotionally and today that hot girl is my slave who I decided would be a mommy to another man's child for me. And that's not even the best part! Do you know how I found out she was pregnant? I felt a slave bond form at the moment of conception from some other bloke's semen, from my dick to her womb, chained forever, and I can even sense the thrumming of new life there like this pleasant tingling. I don't think she knows yet. I'm not going to tell her she's pregnant, just let her body decide when it's time for her to know and feel it growing. It's the first one for a womb now dedicated to taking it. I know she hasn't even had the first one yet, but I can't wait until she has ten more. I'm going to blow that womb up!”
“That's bloody hot!”
 
“I hate to say this but I think the Slytherins really did have it figured out when it comes to slave girls.”
“I know, nobody ever told us romantic relationships could be like this! Hey, why didn't you invite me? I would've loved a chance to knock up your breeding slave, Harry. Who is it? Tell me it's Cho!” 
“Ha, ha, no, it's not Cho,” Harry said awkwardly. He had recently started things back up with Cho, but he didn't mention it because he figured it was the kind of thing that made for a better surprise. “And I'm not saying you can't knock her up sometime but I really felt I wanted the first baby she would carry for me to be more a total rando to break her in to submitting her womb to whoever. I don't know why that makes me so hard. Also there's one other teeny thing.”
“Poor slut. What's that, Harry?”
“It's Ginny, Ron. She's the one who sacrificed her womb to be a dedicated play-place for strange dick for me and is carrying another man's child and undergoing a personality change from the sensory deprivation gear I make her wear. It's like I'm making her a public concubine with her womb. I love sharing her womb. And Ron, it turns me on so much seeing your little sister turned into a mommy but something about her being at the very start of the freedom and opportunity of adulthood with the whole world waiting for her really makes me want to change her into a diaper-changing, baby-nursing busy mom, even busier than her own mom. How many do you think she'll have for me? I bet I'll have her beating her mother's brood in no time – no offense to your family! I know she comes from excellent breeding stock. I hope you're not angry?”
“Angry?” Ron put a finger to his chin as he thought about it. “It's my sister's decision if she wants dedicate her life to being your little pregged bitch. Merlin, that's scorching! I hope she makes many big healthy babies. Make her suffer all she wants. I trust you, Harry. Mind if I make a deposit even if she's pregged?”
“Do whatever you want with her. She's blinded and deafened under that hood, ha ha.”
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  Hermione had been enjoying her appointments with each Pureblood Slytherin 'boyfriend.' Draco was right she was like a pig gobbling truffles when it came to their large, leaky dicks and couldn't help the warm, romantic feelings she got from her access to their dicks. It was almost like having four Pureblood boyfriends, and then a few more and then a few more, like Draco had said. 
They used her regularly, mostly one on one and they could be surprisingly sweet when she was alone with any of them. Hermione found herself the recipient of many small gifts and unexpectedly thoughtful favors from her intimidating new 'boyfriends,' and best of all, Draco seemed very proud of her, and frequently he had commented on the uplifting effect she had on everyone, especially himself and his mates. She serviced Draco's friends each at least twice a week but often much more. 
She loved it. 
She couldn't believe what mammoth dicks these Purebloods all had. She felt like a pig in shit having multiple huge dicks she was to tend to even if none of them were quite as big as Draco's. She felt like the world's biggest slut. 
Draco teased her about her “other boyfriends.” She loved the attention. She was happy her Master and real boyfriend was equipped with the biggest, neediest cock of them all. He said things like, “Found you some sexy bonus boyfriends, didn't I? Did you have a good time? You're really turning out to be a talented load-milker of notorious reputation, mudpig. Theo said you were just the ticket to unload him when he had but a minute before class even though he was all backed up. I'm so proud of my super sexy fuckpig girlfriend” or he'd ask her teasingly, “Thinking about another boyfriend?” or even surprise her with a “Ready to meet your next boyfriend?” 
Draco invited her to service more friends, more quidditch players to be exact. 
She learned it was part of Pureblood culture because of the ancient ancestral magics that gave Pureblood men their massive, heavy, high-producing cocks that the Pureblood men shared fuckpigs, and she found she was not the only girl passed around. She puckered, sucked, gobbled, throated on command and practiced opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue in a vacant, begging way to facilitate her use in greater numbers and her aquiesence.
The men, in consideration of their buddy's special attention to the development of his slave's clit, were sure they paid it some extra attentiom to reinforce his training, giving the the freakishly bold thing sharp tugs or even yanks, or in Goyle's case whipping it, and in Theo's case stepping on it - though Granger cried and begged pitifully for the large student not to step on it and definitely not to stomp on it - and all took pride in and opined on the stupid clit's development. And the men made her feel like her big clit was really, really stupid. It drew laughter, curiosity, experimentation, and the most contemptuous commentary from the male schoolmates almost constantly, even the nicer ones as it was fun to tease her about her most shameful-looking part. Even worse Theo and a few others were always asking to 'trim' the ugly thing. 
Being curious teenage men with such a unique and conspicuously perverse bit of flesh defenceless before them, they could not help plonking, pulling, honking, biting, gnawing, thumping, and stomping her sorry-looking clit as well as manipulating the enchanted clit cincher and tag cincher with their wands as Draco had told her to teach them to do and they were all fascinated to experiment on and control her obscene bolted and cinched, roughly abused, fat, pinky-sized clit for their own and everyone's continued amusement.
The general population of Hogwarts had been initally confounded by the sight of Hermione Granger very respectfully and bashfully trailing one of three eighth year Slytherins at his word or gesture, occassionally being caught in a heavy embrace in the hallwayss or being spanked by one of these men, and Draco's continued nonchalance and amusement at these public interactions.
It had been inevitable after witnessing the beneficial effects of his little mudblood knob-charger on himself and select fellow players on the quidditch pitch that eventually every eighth-year player on the Slytherin team could count himself one of Hermione's “special boyfriends.”
 
Now she'd had the time of her life getting hanged and strangled for hours by the cruel Slytherins and her friends. She'd had more orgasms than ever before in that weird, colorless twilight state where everything faded out except the sensations in her slave buttton, which almost felt in her blinkering In and out of consciousness more like true painless orgasms and less like slave cums the dimmer it grew for her, and she'd been disappointed when she awoke a day and a half later to discover Draco had not in fact killed her for his pleasure and it left her yearning to be used again in an even more erotic, sensual, fatal way. Her response to the hanging had ushered in a time of great change for the muggleborn hero. The transformative power of the bond was overwhelming and effected changes that began to make her unrecognizable to herself.   
The feelings got less intense the longer time went on but she was powerfully turned on by the thought of being made a snuff doll for her Master. It marked perhaps the most fundamental change in the way she saw herself to date. She had other urges as well: the urge to get down on all fours, the urge to present a submissive, gaped hole to her betters, the desire to be stuffed as a case for Draco's cock, the desire for a simpler life where she did not have to think about schoolwork or politics and could dedicate her life to pulling plows and carts in the outdoors at the end of Kreacher's whip for her Master Draco's pleasure, the desire to transform more and more outrageously to become even more of a slave to, and manifestation of, Draco's lust. 
And yet it was still very difficult for a human being to adjust to being a garbage can. 
She felt viscerally bad being used that way, like she knew she was a piece of garbage too and it meant she deserved every candy wrapper, leftover packaging, scrap of writing, potion ingredient trimming, or other odd uncomfortable offering one of her “boyfriends” chose to shove in there. It made Draco proud to see Hermione so frequently put to use disappearing into a closet or the loo with some big, brawny Slytherin for an efficient discharge. It both made him proud in school to have a slave so well-suited to serving the House of Slytherin and so many of his friends seeing and experiencing for themselves his utter domination of the mudblood war heroine and head girl and it also pleasurably riled him up to punish her and take out his aggression on her later for being an easy slut. 
She never protested no matter how odd the things they wanted to cram up her arse. It was quite the fun entertainment Draco offered his select friends. It wore Hermione down having the men whose cocks she so lovingly and joyfully sucked disappear their rubbish up her arse. It made her feel awful like she was a living dustbin, especially when a mean Slytherin student, following Draco's lead, would make her sweep the floor, get in position her arse over her face, and tip the dusty, gritty, grimy, sometimes sandy debris she had meekly collected right down into her thoroughfare of an arsehole for anyone to see. It was one thing when her Master did it. It was another thing when any old Slytherin could do it. But ever since the evening he had her entertain the entire eighth year of Slytherin House and debutted her as a living garbage can, Draco had granted all the  party attendees the privilege of the use of her to despose of their trash in her. It was the worst feeling. 
Her special boyfriends all thought she looked particularly cute walking around in subdued anguish with her arsehole uncomfortable, not allowing it the chance to get used to or stop constantly adjusting to their fresh offerings of waste. As a courtesy to Draco they kept it to small trash. In any case Draco greatly enjoyed compacting the trash up her arsehole with his cock. He also enjoyed using his cock to push the filth deeper into the mudblood. He felt the magic of his cock making her accept the garbage, it becoming part of her being and allowing her the magical energy to make his cock harder and his magic stronger as her being accepted being made trash. He felt incredibly proud of himself having a mudblood fuckpig who was also a perfectly running, living, and warmly animate novelty garbage dump to offer his peers.
His public treatment of her changed as well. Hermione now openly wore for him slutty, hooker-style muggle attire, a short burlap slave dress, or a leather and rubber bondage outfit. Hermione had been caught countless times blowing groups of guys, usually Slytherins, who knew basically to line up against the castle wall and they would be satisfactorily taken good care of with great efficiency. 
He openly and entertainingly added heavy weights, buzzers, and ticklers to her leashed clit, showing off a masterclass in new and creative big clitty discipline for the curious before parading her off or handing her leash to a chum. It was hilarious how he sometimes hung one of the castle bricks from her clit tag and it bobbed below her burlap short robes for the entire school to see  while she made the most hilarious faces or when he hitched her leash around a belted bunch of books to drag on the floor behind her, ludicrously, occasionally smacking her arsecheeks to usher her forward if he thought she was not prompt enough and the entire school was amused watching the formerly priggish and formidable student carrying a brick or dragging books so intimately, uncomfortably, hilariously, and humbly for her so-called, Pureblood, boyfriend. 
Draco soon had he reputation of not only having the most audacious fuckpig but also the best girlfriend. Not only did she submit herself to his big dick and his humiliating chastening of her, she tended the Slytherin cocks of his buddies at his direction, making love to the backed-up rods with an intoxicated fervor and a dehumanizing masochism they'd never experienced in the service to their dicks. Draco had taken her over, the queen of the mudbloods, war heroine, smartest girl in the school, as his trusty cock socket. All those brains, bravery, and kindness squandered and instead the mudblood girl wonder had her energies mostly focused on his cock and forged into a dedicated reliever for his dick. 
The genius clit bondage allowed him to flaunt her lowly status as below a beast, much lower than some kind of mistress, because she was not even worthy of true orgasms: hers must hurt and be numbing and cut short, as well as she only deserved the inferior, punishing kind. He loved passing her leash to his privileged allies. It was cute seeing her clit get bullied by a crowd. Hermione acted as the perfect lusty, helpless, vacuum-sucking, dick-draining mudblood paintoy. It always turned him on to overwhelm her and make her take more than she knew herself capable of.
 
 
 
 
 
On game days he went a little crazy, turned on like mad at the thought of his team gaining the edge from siphoning magical and physical energy from his Gryffindor sex-battery. He loved seeing her work hard on his buddies' dicks, putting in the time to really worship them and show his friends such a nice, slovenly good time before working on his dick even more worshipfully even though she was drained by taking on a crowd of rowdy cocks. Before a game her 'boyfriend's were markedly more brusque than on their “dates.” It was pretty much an intense pregame throatfuck fest to get them pumped ful of testosterone and magical vitality. They used her mercilessly, riding her mouth, plumbing her throat with their thick drooling prongs, roughly tugging her poor clitty ring for her entertaining and satisfying slave cums, making her swallow their splooge as a point of pride while her belly bulged until she was in a bleary, drunkenlike state of frequently burping cute little cum bubbles and frequently having it come back up in small doses from being so full, causing Draco to clap at his teammates' antics. 
One day as triumphantly the Slytherins strode out onto the pitch, Kreacher tended to Granger in the woods as he sometimes did. The poor girl had passed out exhausted from her hard work and the heavy cum meal she had been fed. When she uncomfortably spit up some cum on the mat the elf had transfigured under them, a silver dish appeared automatically to catch it and Kreacher woke his slave mudblood up enough to coax her to eat up the lost load. 
“Good pig. Master Draco will be please slave keep every gift his friends give ye stupid dumb face,” Kreacher cooed and stroked her face fondly. She had a nice belly on her now. Nice and full from serving Pureblood cock just like a good mudblood and properly exhausted from giving the Slytherin lords a charge up before their game.
A geyser of cold water hit her face, Kreacher cleaning her for his Master. “C'mon, lazy bones. Time to dress Master's beast for his victory.”
Even after the earlier escapades his frends were once again taken by surprise by the form of their communal “grlfriend.” She was a small but striking figure on all fours with her face grotesquely deformed by two sets of nosehooks and her tongue cruelly trapped sticking out between two cinched thin sticks of wood that dug into the corners of her mouth that acted as a gag, looked incredibly silly through the modified dog muzzle over her face. She had on a tight leather suit with holes for her tits, pussy, and arse. Her tits were cruelly clamped and weighed down with weights that looked like miniature broomsticks and were holding up a silver banner with green letters that read, “Slytherin Victory!” His friends couldn't quite believe the freak their friend had on the leash and wanted to start drinking in celebration and putting some massive fucks into its skull as had become habitual, but Draco was overcome at the sight of his pig all dressed up and decorated to play with him and he excused himslf and his pet because he wanted to celebrate with his fuckpig alone.
Seeing her dressed up so obscenely and restricted in front of his mates while feeling through the morse code of their bond throbbing like the ghost of her spasming arse on his cock that her acute humiliation, despite her passivity, only increased her desire inside to be a helpless cumpig and unthinking chattel like a real beast, his cock hardened and throbbed painfully. He could feel her instinctive sensitivity and preoccupation on how her actions would affect his cock while toiling in fields or doing homework, she constantly considered his cock and was always surprising him with the most tender and original ways to suck him and shower it with her love. He could feel her selfless consideration now. He was quite riled up. He felt charged by people seeing what a complete dick-relieving tool the buttoned-down head girl was reduced to by him in service to his cock. He felt charged by the win. He felt charged by having his ridiculous-looking animal so close and it feeling so right. He felt charged by the total cock haze overtaking her human mind commuicated through the empathetic pulsations of the bond that whispered to his turgid cock, “Destroy pig. Blast mudblood shithole.” 
That night under the moon Draco throttled his fuckpig while reaming her arse and beat her within an inch of her life with a cane. When he was finally through with her, he had Kreacher put her away in the stables and left her to recover for a few days there the muggle way.  
It was strange how normal it felt to be put away in the dark, hay-filled stall surrounded by other animals. It should've felt scary and degrading and tedious and confiningly oppressive, but it felt like a place of nourishing rest where she could concentrate her mind on nothing more than the overwhelming sensations of her sore body. She looked forward to the scant, mild salve Kreacher would rub onto her battered udders. On the second day of her recovery he fitted her in a leather bondage outfit that constrained her on all fours and gently recommensed a spanking regimen on her naughty bits and she had a violent slave cum. She was surprised to hear the elf's encouraging words as he continued to softly whack her little-finger sized clit right through her excruciating cum, “Good pig coming from your beating. Be a good pig who comes from her beatings.” He didn't let up the soft whacks but they became slower and harder as the pig tightened up and moaned some of her cries. With one final hard THWACK she came again, convulsing in her restraints like an obscene bucking bronco. “Good mudblood. You learn to love the stick. It very intimate with mudblood. New lover.” He kept up but went back to soft whacks and Hermione found herself rolling in agony and ecstasy all afternoon as the house elf treated her to his version of sweet talk, “That's it greedy cumpig. Take another slave cum on your ruined clit for Master. You is making good paintoy. Tell me to beat the pig! Ask for stick!”
As much as his house was treating him like a king after the game and being generous with their pieces of tail, and he indulged particularly in the crop of recenly cultivated pretty students outside his generously made up of mubloods that his friends had recently acquired, he still had need of his pig but was not ready for her to return to being human yet. He had Kreacher hood and ring gag her before visiting the stables and feeding the restrained beast his cock and using her throat to milk some loads out of him like a simple cock socket and invariably clean his dirty dick. Hermione could taste that her Master came to her frequently from a fresh arsefuck and cleaned it like a simple beast. He said nothing to her, just fed her the loads he had worked up without having his most competent dickwringer nearby, and left. 
She stayed in the stables for four days.
Hermione knew it was strange she was not bothered by being put away in the stables. In fact she felt like she was relaxing into a new state of being where she was free to think about nothing but her Master's cock and her sensitive throbbing body. Sometimes she felt shivery rewarding tingles from her clit tag and sometimes sharp little shocks. There was an expanding physical awareness of the her Master's cock through the bond as if to compensate for the prolonged physical distance so that there was this constant sense of her Master's arousal, aggression, and sexual amusement that she could draw out if she focused on it, strangely sensing his feeling through her arse as if his prick was somehow up there and her arse was a kind of mood ring. Sometimes it even felt like his dick was really there, chugging away or even just resting in her arse and sometimes her throat. 
Times like those made her feel so content with where she was and happily sleepy and she readily adapted to living for those happy times and the times he or her other boyfriends came by to feed her some cum. Kreacher hooded her and gagged her each time for their use but her perception of their dicks and dick in general had grown so complex and sensitive that she had no trouble differentiating between all of them. She loved servicing cock from her stall. Her boyfriends were not as uncommunicative as her Master and she was surprised and pleased that playing with their livestock 'girlfriend' seemed to bring out their gentle, praising side independently of each other. Blaise liked to tell her she was beautiful while gently stroking and cradling her half hooded face and feeding her the fat knobhead of his cock through the ring and gently coaxing her,  “Suckle my knob. Kiss it with your tongue. It's so nice to feed an animal like you, Hermione. Drink it, baby.”  
Cum spurted everywhere, messily shooting the back of her throat, quickly filling up her mouth, and spewing out around the ring. 
“That's it, baby. Don't give up now. Feed.” Blaise rubbed his throbbing knobhead all over the huge-ring gag with gentle humps, reveling in the warm, wet chamber he was playing in, feeling currents and bubbles and gasping hot breath from the hobbled pig doing it's best to feed.
He usually brought her a delicious chocolate or very small ripe fruit, an actual human treat to reward his very messy animal.
Theo, on the other hand, loved feeding her the fuckpig treats Kreacher made for her. One of his favorite things to do with the little livestock dickpleaser who was a 'girlfriend' to his cock was to place some treats on his prick and try to snake his cock down her throat feeding her all of them. It was messy and she choked regularly and spewed disintegrated slave treat all over the bottom half of her face and her chest but she honestly had to say she didn't dislike it. She felt well-rewarded, tingling from the effects of the treats she was happy to eat. It made it better to have to work hard for the treats and she had to work hard to let Theo stuff them down her stomach. He liberally would pour more into her mouth and see if he could use his dick to cram them down, carefully snaking his cock all the way down with incredible expertise and strength. Hermione did her best not to gag and eat her treats feeling like a good little pig.  
“Let me feed you your reward, slave...you earned so much... Eat your bisquits.”
She actually felt him kiss her forehead through the hood one time after he'd made her mouth a crumby, cummy mess.
“I wish you could join the Nott herd.” 
And Goyle came around to give himself incredible, hour-long dick sucks with the fuckpig's restrained head, initiating with the pouring of his saliva into her ringed mouth in a prolonged spit kiss with instructions to keep it in her mouth, then pushing his prick in her flooded orifice, and using his hands on her head to go for an hour-long ride. Afterwards, he pet her at length and laid out some of his troubles confiding in her and praising her and saying things that almost made her blush like, “Just like Draco to have the best bitch.”
Kreacher praised her for the anal heart-flowers that proliferated overnight out of her arse and part of her glowed from the acknowledgment of her accomplishment but another part of her was saddened Draco didn't pluck them himself and instead had the elf deliver them to him. She would feel an intense, shivery vibrating sensation in her arse resulting in a slave cum that told her Draco was 'snuffing' one of her bouquets with his piss, each time feeling a little less of herself in a way that would've been difficult to describe.
 
 
At the end of the fourth day, Hermione was finally returned to their suite of rooms, albeit still in her livestock bondage outfit with her feeding sack attached as she was munching away placidly. Draco continued what he was working on ignoring her before getting a cane and laying into Hermione's tits without saying a word.
Hermione was unexpectedly overcome by the attention of her Master, finally! This was the most intimate interaction between them for the last four days besides her dedicated hoover of his dick and cum and it felt fantastic to have all this attention from him.
“Beat them! Beat my udders, Master! Beat me with – arh! - your stick!” She called through her feed sack and reflexively shook her tits in an enticing manner as Kreacher had trained her to do.
Beat them he did. 
Draco whacked the heck out of those plump, sagging orbs with a long stick, wanting to freshen her fading bruising and put her to the test and she suffered and thrilled as he put her through the ordeal of painful indignity. Then he pushed her head down on the floor and pushed his cock in her arse. 
Hermione started to cry she was so happy and felt such relief to have her Master's dick finally in her arse again after such a long time and became only more hysterical when she finally had and was allowed to have a slave cum, blubbering her gratitude still stupidly muffled by the sack.
She was vibrating and twitching and crying long after she came. 
Draco vanished her bondage outfit and collected her into his arms, holding her, admiring her tits ,and holding her firmly by the slave clit. He spent much of the evening welcoming Hermione back to human life by making out with her on his lap and manipulating her into constant slave cums. He called her his slave-stock and his donkey-pig. He told her the other guys were jealous his girl was so well stable-trained. 
“Merlin, Granger, you're a good little animal! And now once again the Malfoy family has secured for itself the finest in mudblood fuckpigs. You're my proud, little donkey-pig, aren't you?” he asked, vanishing her feed-sack.
“Yes, Master, I love it when you beat your proud donkey-pig.” 
“I hope you know you've had a right uplifting effect on Slytherin and the guys. I'm very proud of you.”
She went to sleep in Draco's arms and dreamed of pleasing him from a stall, a party's worth of trash stuffed in her arse.
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  Draco loved using his “dustbin” and expanded her service with some enchantments and spells to make her responsible for the result of the entire castle's invisible sweeping, dustings, and scraps on a regular schedule. Right before breakfast, lunch, and dinner Hermione sought privacy, if it was allowed, and pliantly if reluctantly offered up her arsehole as a receptacle for the immense enchanted dustpan to be stuffed with dusty, grimy, gritty garbage. She hated the feeling. It made her body feel so wrong and uncomfortable. But her solace was great as well. As her body felt alien, gritty, and dry in her insides, and fundamentally defiled with filth, it in a way allowed her more fully to focus on Draco's feelings. His smugness watching her waddle wincingly into the Great Hall forty-five minutes late for her meals. The hardness of his cock upon seeing her relatively lumpy, bloated belly and her mincing, defeated waddle and the knowledge she was ingesting, tolerating, and melding with the castle's trash at his directive: becoming literal trash for her Pureblood Master.
Even worse before parties now he often paused Hermione's regular four times a day garbage pick-up and gave her the saved-up amount, sometimes days' worth, right before heading to the party, enticing her with a cane as she needed it. He began feeding her garbage too, which she ate slavishly, in tearful desperation from the much-too-full grittiness gumming up her body. She ate wrappers, napkins, scrapings, food scraps, and crumpled parchment like a pet getting a treat, so fearful was she that the trash would be shoved in her monumentally over-extended arse if she did not munch and ingest it satisfactorily for her Master. She felt even more like human garbage than ever before and she had thought that was impossible. The bitter, unnatural, unwieldy daily wastes became part of her being and she showed for her Master she was his grateful, undeserving little pet by eating offered trash like savored treats because she knew it made his dick hard. Sometimes she'd have made an entire bouquet of heart flowers by the end of the night. It was a crowd favorite to watch the exhausted, stuffed mudblood turn electric with orgasm as a crowd of yellow streams, as Draco generously shared the privilege, extinguished the healthy crop of delicately beautiful flowers he plucked from her arse.
 
One day Draco took Hermione out on a date, the kind she was allowed to dress up like a human for. Draco acted like a gentleman. He opened doors and held out chairs for his mudblood. He patted her belly and was solicitous about her discomfort and easy with his praise for the sight of the bulge he had created by her regular garbage use in her otherwise slim body and how much it aroused him. He teased her and playfully slapped her belly in the carriage. “My little mudblood recycling center.” It was true she was his recycling center, though once again she was surprised he knew the muggle reference. She'd realized the other day that she'd been being trained to use the bathroom out of doors since the night she'd first been used as a living trash can and when she did her business outdoors she pissed like normal but she shit beautiful, ethereal flowers that were taking over and changing the landscape of the school with wild, achingly beautiful flowers that seemed to draw to the school grounds over time a diversity of other hauntingly beautiful yet gloomy plants. Now that she thought about it Draco or Kreacher hadn't allowed her an indoor shit for months, nor a piss. She was sent outside like an animal. She had a duty “to plant flowers” according to Kreacher one day after it had been already going on for a while.
Despite how it made the weirdness inside her resound and reverberate through her body, she enjoyed her Master's too rough attention to her roiling belly on their special date, especially as he was telling her how sexy it was to see her bump and how the trash had transformed her perfect body, how good she was being at being his trash receptacle. He spanked her belly the entire way in the carriage, placing her hands around his dick first. “Ha, ha! That is a hard lump in your stomach,” he remarked kneading and batting it with his hands roughly.
“Please churn it up inside me, Master. Turn me into your trash compactor.
“Okay, Hermione, I'm going to punch it a little before we get to the restaurant,” he said pulling up his fists. “Oh yeah I can feel it denting in from every angle I go. Good mudblood,” he praised as the pig endured his relatively soft yet firm barrage of punches. “Take it. Let me mash it up.”
 
Hermione wasn't very hungry and felt strange being offered such gourmet food, though Draco did insist she try a few bites of different things and she confirmed they tasted delicious. Still, it was strange and uncomfortable feeling them plop into the gritty dustbowl of her overflowing trash-stuffed stomach.
In the carriage he had gotten a full description from the intelligent, articulate mudblood of how unnatural, consuming, and uncomfortable it was feeling trash moving around in her body while he spanked and then gently and then moderately and then roughly punched her belly. He had even recorded this part of their date with wizarding film to watch later.
“Well, Hermione, I brought you out here tonight to tell you it is time for you to serve me in a new very important and special way. You will be relieving me - relieving my cock - in a wholly different way. Do you understand? You're going to be my toilet. It's time. There's no going back. My cursed cock will deem you its convenient pipe and your existence will be that much more ancillary to my comfort and pleasure.”
Hermione started to cry. She didn't understand why this was affecting her like this. She wanted to give Draco everything, but somehow this was too much to bear. First, she was a literal garbage and now she was going to be a real toilet. She was no longer a girl. She was wholly a thing. It sickened her even as she felt her masochistic pussy flood and spasm.
When she looked up she could see Draco smiling wolfishly down at her, eyeing her already bloated belly he had given a thorough going over on the carriage ride over with possessive and smug anticipation of pissing in it.
“Couldn't we continue on without that?” asked Hermione hesitantly, unable to say out loud “without piss drinking.”
“You're already taking the whole castle's rubbish. Surely my piss is more welcome than that!”
“Yes, Master,” she said meekly, rears flowing freely down her face.
“Cry as much as you want, mudpig. It's a very meaningful step in your slavery. Not just a symbolic gesture at your abandonment of dignity as a person but a fundamental change in who you really are as a being who is sustained, except when you begin breeding, by her Master's piss. Your body and soul will become further subordinate to me and my will, and my pleasure will be yet more paramount and the magic will make you even more lesser than I while making me even stronger. Don't you want to give me that? That's it. You should cry. You won't ever be the same.”
Draco had planned to give Hermione a romantic night out without his usual antics and in consolation to get her used to the idea of losing what was left of her humanity: becoming a toilet for him. However, after the foreplay in the carriage of playing roughly with her garbage bulge while she spoke in detail about her physical and spiritual anguish, discomfort, and wrongness, he found himself all too eager to see her even more uncomfortable with her belly expanded even more as his after-dinner dessert.
It was all too addicting having a fuckpig like Hermione.
She nodded but continued to cry.
They went for a walk through the lamp-lit streets of Hogsmeade after dinner. Draco gave Hermione a lot of praise for her progress as a slave and had many kind, thoughtful words for her. Then he made her get on her knees on some grass in the shadows, indicating it was time for the next part of her life to begin.
He had been going to wait but he didn't see anymore why he should. He had to wee like a motherfucker and he had a toilet right here.
He'd been unconsciously holding it to give to her and, even though he meant to give her a little time and space to process her new role, all he could think about was why should he use a cold, impersonal one when he had a soft, warm one available to him right now.
Draco fully saddled up to his new commode, snaking his whole, long elephant trunk of a cock past her pliant mouth, pushing his fat cockhead steadily all the way down past her throat and popping into her stomach, compacting some dusty, gritty trash in order to make room for itself. He could feel her throat squeezing his shaft and his hands came around her throat and he squeezed his cock by choking her.
Then suddenly he was blasting piss at point-blank range in her already trash-stuffed stomach, causing Hermione to recoil startled by the force and power of the blast of piss, which immediately started burning her stomach walls.
“Uuuuuuuuuhh, yeahh,” Draco mumbled pleasantly at the feel of his velvet cockcase toilet. He let out a prolonged grunting sound.
Hermione moaned painfully around the dick from the force of the blast, the inflating fullness, the burning only increasing the pleasure of her user.
Draco easily ignored her as he let loose in the inferior being who would now find succor from his waste, and his piss surged forth, saturating the immense gritty contents of her stomach, expanding her stomach cavity even more as he turned it into a piss sack, and giving her a nauseous sloshing feeling. They both felt her stomach transform into his flexible, tender, taut piss tank and forced to stretch more and more to accommodate the vast quantities of rapid, concentrated urine he let out into her. She could feel the violence of his reverberating jet in her innermost places nailing her sorry stomach sac.
He's making it bigger, she thought. He's making my stomach so much bigger, inflating me with his piss, Hermione thought alarmingly.
At the same time, she could feel it like a thick skin she was sloughing an indefinable part of her humanity melting away in order for her to become something else and then she had reached a state where she was aware of nothing more than the insurmountable crisis in her stomach as Draco inflated her belly like his filthy hot air balloon.
 
Draco had never felt more pleasure before in his life. The feeling of her tight throat sleeve squeezing and massaging him as he emptied his full bladder with all the force he could muster from his supernaturally gigantic cock straight into her warm stuffed belly. His cock saturated the refuse and expanded her belly hilariously, making him feel well-accomplished. The image before him of Hermione Granger becoming a living sac of his piss was making him very hard and made it difficult for him to continue pissing.
He let his hands wrap around her bulging throat and throttled her neck without thinking to squeeze the reluctant piss from his cock determinedly. Then he finally came and was able to piss more freely once again into his mudblood. When at last he felt his powerful stream begin to ebb then dribble, he throttled her some more until he had given her every last drop.
She was so unworthy that she was letting a man, her Master, piss in her. She was so pathetic letting her Master turn her into a waste-filled water balloon for his comfort and enjoyment. Her stomach was stretching and stretching as a deluge of piss further stuffed her body. She was trash. Her body was trash for a Pureblood Prince. She was his waste receptacle. She deserved to feel pain and shame, she knew. It was natural and right she house and store all of his piss no matter how her gut had to expand to accommodate all of his powerful, coursing river and she gave herself over in body and spirit to submitting to and accepting his piss, morphing into a kind of agonized lust for her Master to keep making her drink it and even convulsing her throat in big gulps eager to please and encourage the mighty spigot impaled in her stomach. Tears fell freely from her eyes in self-loathing and defeat but also a kind of gratitude and helpless lust. She was a toilet. She was her Master's toilet.
Draco was glad he'd had so much piss to give her. He could see the gallon or few he'd unloaded in the sheer size of her belly and her acute discomfort. Her stupidly and ridiculously bulging belly was the sexiest sight for Draco. He whipped his anaconda-like cock from her throat with no ceremony and felt unsurpassed relief, magically stoppering all his piss to stay in her heaving, rebellious belly as his cock landed right back down thwacking his fuckpig over the face where it lay triumphantly over its new toilet as he stood admiring his handiwork: its huge, writhing, silly-looking whale of a bulge where her trash-pudgy belly had been, its drooling, half-lidded zombie expression mostly covered by his slimy cock, the addictively pathetic guttural moans groggily issuing from its top orifice. It was made to carry his piss and garbage, to lug it around for its Pureblood Master, to have its slender body destroyed as the safekeeper of his nasty filth for pleasure and entertainment.
“Good mudblood.” He kicked her belly with his booted shoe. He couldn't help himself and hardened to full staff at the sounds she made. He kicked it again and again, trying different spots. “That's so sexy,” Draco complimented. “I love my new toilet,” he said, still kicking and admiring the giant duffel bag-looking thing.
It was true. The reality of turning his mudblood schoolmate and war heroine Hermione Granger into the keeper of his piss was one of the best and headiest feelings he had ever experienced. He knew it was where his piss was meant to go and he could feel her body through their wonderful bond  accommodate him through changes. Never had he imagined feeling such dominion over another living thing, let alone a genius war heroine whose extraordinary traits only made her a better slave. The especially considerable Malfoy cock required much more than the average cursed cock in order to find fulfillment and Draco had found the prize pig.
Draco could easily imagine himself with a slave as a wife because it suited him to have no boundaries or impositions between himself and the being he had molded to be his cursed cock's worthy reliever. With the piss drinking, he found his monster cock had unlocked another level of its own appeasement and he felt magically congratulated.
On the other hand, Hermione's agony had transported her to a reality narrowed down to the sensation of Draco's pissing in her and filling her already stinging, ready-to-burst stomach. There was no room for Hermione the once-student, only the personal toilet and sac of piss to her Master.
Merlin had he done a number on her! She was a mess. She looked like such a piss-bloated pig, he thought, getting hard again. Hilariously his large-gutted piss-pig was trying to thank him while writhing and moaning on the ground in the grass in acute discomfort.
“Come on, pig. Don't fall on the ground. Show my cock how thankful you are.”
Agonizingly, slowly, the animate sac of piss crawled on the ground from where its Master had kicked and wobblingly and tearfully made its way onto its knees with its immense belly sticking far out, causing Draco to chuckle over and over again at the show. His mammoth cock was so long that Hermione has no trouble, despite the enormous bulge she now carried, reverently kissing her Master's cock, at first slowly but gradually working up gusto despite her physical misery, showing her gratitude, so great was the pull of her Master's organ. She peppered the humungous and warted organ that dwarfed her arm with sweet, earnest, passionate kisses and tongued the cock all over while sucking on this or that spot passionately.
“I can feel Master's piss becoming me. I'm my Master's soiled piss. My body! Oh!” she got caught up saying words she thought would please him.
Draco marveled at the servility of mudbloods.
“Show me what a good mudblood you are, toilet. Turn around and bend that big belly over, stick it out, and squat. Spread your ass! That's a mudblood.” Draco battered his rearing log-dick into the depths of his whale-bellied mudblood and hammered away until he found brusque relief while Hermione bent and squatted without dignity on a lawn near a dark building where anyone who walked by or looked out a window could watch her defilement as an arm or leg sized appendage from an impeccably dressed wizard violently ravaged the arsehole of a ridiculously shaped and positioned beached whale.
Afterwards Draco surprised Hermione with attire of bands of leather and metal that fit constrictively over her heavily bulging belly almost like a corset or body-muzzle that connected to her clit leash. She couldn't help but cry out and moan like a dying animal as the piss inside of her threatened to burst out of her skin and Draco tugged on the attached reins.
A toilet didn't need to see or have a face so he put a hood over half her face including her nose.
“Marvelous,” Draco said, watching the suffering of his pissed-in pig, squirming and grunting in sweaty agony as he tried out the reins and watched the elaborate woven bandages compress and constrict like a finger trap punishingly on her taut, overblown body. He summoned a long switch and used it to direct her to walk to a nearby shop where Kreacher had ready for their beast a large cart filled with heavy supplies. The elf was very helpful and had made himself very useful in the castle by taking on the responsibility of acquiring many of the commonly used supplies.
Draco attached Hermione's chastisement dressage to the traces on the large, wide, heavily burdened open cart, bitted her, and took the driver's seat at the front of the glorified cart suddenly with reins in one hand that they shared with a long, heavy big wooden cane in the other.
Draco had an amazing time walking his mudblood home. Knowing she was bursting with garbage and piss for him, seeing her acute, writhing struggling and her taut, large bulging belly, knowing this was a mudblood heroine who he had made into his piss pig, whipping her ass, belly, pussy, tits for his amusement, watching her convulse in pain and occasionally one of her bitten off orgasms, sensing his piss sloshing around inside the warm vessel and corrosively burning and helping to break down the garbage inside her creating a bubbling, frothy, disgusting brew, he felt like he was the Master of the universe.
 
He yanked the reins and felt her agony like an intense constellation of pleasure in his cock, tingling with the waves and jabs of pain in his slave's stomach, and he felt ecstasy whacking her and whipping her as she trudged feebly like an overworked, dying mule to his amusement. His bitch's belly would have to stay trussed, he decided, as he wanted to make her a true compactor and disposal for all the waste he had her filled with and encourage her body to become one with it and let it become who she was and what she was made of while enjoying the effects of the fascinatingly painful belly bondage magically transformed into pure pleasurable sensations in his cock. She'd certainly be wearing restrictive corsets or dressage from now on, so long as he had her belly big on a steady diet of piss and garbage.
He stopped her once or twice on the way for another piss.
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