
 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 1 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

“Your excellency? Will excellency don the new robes tonight?” 

To Twitchy’s great discomfort, her mistress didn’t answer. And if the small, yellow-eyed elf was completely 

honest, she had to admit that she probably hadn’t even heard her. With difficulty, Twitchy suppressed a sigh-not 

of impatience, beware, no House Elf would ever even think of being  irritated by their master, let alone one as 

good and kind and generous as the Minister’s wife. No, it was a sigh of distress, because she couldn’t bear to 
look at this woman who was more of a statue than of a woman. So pretty, so bright and so... so completely 

forlorn. 

  

Twitchy had served many generations of Ministers’ wives and knew more about human nature than many a 

psychologist; she had comforted them when they were crying, shared their joys, endured fits of temper, feared 

and loved them, shared their innermost secrets, but never, ever, had she seen so much sadness in somebody so 

young. How old was she now? Thirty-four. But Twitchy had seen centennial witches radiating more liveliness 

than thirty-four year old Hermione Potter. 

“You is expected downstairs in fifteen minutes,” she ventured, hoping that this might jerk her mistress back to 

reality and its more urgent demands. And finally, with visible effort, Hermione turned round to face her, light 

brown eyes slowly coming into focus and a forced smile appearing on her face. 

“Sorry, Twitchy,” she said, “I suppose I... I was somewhere else with my thoughts. What did you just say?” 

Very pleased with her success, Twitchy gave her an encouraging grin and repeated, “I is asking your 

excellency-” 

“Oh for God’s sake, how often have I already told you to try and stop calling me excellency? Hermione would 

do just fine; mistress Hermione, if you absolutely insist, but excellency makes me feel old... Well, maybe then 

that’s just the right thing to call me anyway,” she said, her voice becoming more and more toneless. 

“Now, tell me, what was it?” 

“I is asking if you is wearing the new dress robes tonight, your ex-... mistress Hermione?” 

The minister’s wife snorted. “The new dress robes, you said? That hardly seems to be a sufficient definition, 

Twitchy. I’ve got tons of new robes. I’m the mannequin of the British wizarding community, didn’t you realize 
that?” 

“Y-yes, mistress Hermione, if you says so, but I means the ones who is delivered this morning. The aubergine 

coloured ones.” 



Hermione heaved a deep sigh. “Yes, I suppose I’ll wear those. Did Queasy by any chance tell you what my 

husband is wearing tonight? I don’t want to clash with him. At least not colour-wise,” she added with a lopsided 

grin. 

As always when she felt she was useful, Twitchy beamed. “Yes, of course Queasy tells me, his excellency will 

be wearing the Gryffindor gala robes, maroon trimmed with gold. I thinks it goes rather well with aubergine, 

and so does Queasy!” 

Hermione nodded her agreement, swapped the window seat for the chair in front of the make-up table and 

closed her eyes, while Twitchy was busying herself with her mistress’s hair. ‘I don’t think I’ll be able to stand 
this much longer,’ she thought, ‘and I have the distinct feeling that before long I’ll go mad. If I crack tonight, in 
the presence of thousand people, if I smash a champagne bottle on Harry’s head,  maybe they’ll take me straight 
to St. Mungo’s where I can stay in peace and won’t have to see anybody. Just imagine, day after day I could just 
stay in my pyjamas, unkempt, doing nothing but look out of the window. Paradise, it would be paradise!’ 

Her hairdo was finished, and once again she snapped out of her reverie, dragged mercilessly back to here and 

now by Twitchy’s high-pitched voice: “Is you applying your make-up yourself or does you want Twitchy to do 

it?” 

“No, no,” Hermione replied wearily, “I’m doing it myself. Just a little powder and lipstick, that’s all. What is it, 
Twitchy? Is there anything the matter?” 

The little elf was visibly fighting with herself, but finally she answered, “Please, your excellency, don’t scold 
Twitchy, but I thinks that you should also... I means, well, some rouge would maybe...” 

She paused, staring anxiously at Hermione and bracing herself for being reprimanded for her bold suggestion. It 

might have been taken as criticism, which it wasn’t, but never would the elf’s loyalty and conscience have 
allowed her to let her mistress appear in public looking pale and hollow-faced, even if it meant that within the 

next few seconds a powder compact might come flying towards her head. Not that Hermione had ever done 

anything like it, but you could never be entirely sure with humans... 

Instead of throwing a tantrum, Hermione examined her reflection in the mirror more thoroughly, sighed and 

said, “Yes, you’re certainly right. Some rouge might not go amiss. Thank you.” 

Powder, lipstick and rouge were applied meticulously, the dress robes draped over her; the contact of her skin 

with a heavy gold and amethyst collier made her shiver briefly; then she felt the weight of the matching earrings 

pull at her earlobes, and, as usual, when she felt at the apex of physical discomfort, she knew she was ready for 

making a grand appearance amidst her guests. Not a second too early, for when she straightened and went 

towards the door, somebody knocked and Twitchy bolted to open. 

Harry Potter, Minister of Magic, magnificently clad in robes of finest maroon velvet, trimmed with gold, his 

hair not unruly any more, but impeccably cut and parted, looked at his wife through gold-rimmed spectacles. 

“Are you ready, my dear?” 

“Yes”, Hermione whispered and then repeated, more forcefully, “Yes, I am ready.” 

  

She took Harry’s arm, and together they descended the impressive white marble staircase at the bottom of 
which the guests were already waiting. 



  

-----*****----- 

  

Voldemort had been defeated in 1999, more than one year after Harry’s graduation. This time, it had been a real 
victory, real in the sense that the Dark Lord’s dead body had been there, as tangible proof of his being no more-

still snake-like, still awe-inspiring, but doubtlessly dead. Once more, the wizarding world had drawn a 

collective sigh of relief, strangers had hugged each other in the street, the swarms of owls obscuring the summer 

sky had provoked mass hysteria among the Muggles who believed that Hitchcock’s gloomy fantasies had 
become reality. And the four people who had finally lifted the weight of oppression from the British wizarding 

community had almost instantly ascended the dizzying heights of heroic glory: Harry Potter, Severus Snape, 

Gideon Flitwick and Alastor Moody, bound together by the ties of friendship, blood and love, by ancient oaths 

sealed by the exchange of blood-the lion, the snake, the eagle and the badger, united by trust and loyalty, had 

slaughtered the Evil One.  Severus Snape-finally redeemed. Sirius Black-finally rehabilitated. The Death Eaters-

finally eradicated. The world had been in dire need of heroes, and their desire had been more than fulfilled. 

The rescuers’ lives had been far from easy for the next few months, as they were constantly stalked by 

reporters; and if the primitive belief that having your picture taken weakens the soul were true, the 

photographers would have done a better job at soul-sucking than a herd of rabid Dementors. Gradually, the 

feverish euphoria had calmed down and everybody had returned to the normalcy they had been craving for 

years. Severus Snape had become Headmaster of Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry; an honour he 

had reluctantly accepted, and only because he could still count on Dumbledore’s advice whenever he felt in 
need of it, for the former Headmaster was by no means dead. He had merely decided that, after a life full of 

responsibility, he deserved some time to rest and study. Sirius Black, once his reputation was re-established, had 

gratefully accepted Snape’s offer of becoming Flitwick’s successor as Charms teacher at Hogwarts when the 
more than centennial wizard had decided that he, too, wanted nothing more than to retire and participate in the 

occasional Ancient Wizards’ Duelling Tournament. For reporters and photographers, the most challenging prey 

had been Alastor Moody: the ex-Auror stubbornly refused to give interviews, and his house, already protected 

better than Gringott’s high security vaults, had turned into an impregnable fortress whose security wards and 

elaborately jinxed fences scared off those reckless enough to try and get a glimpse of Mad-Eye’s privacy. 

The youngest and most charismatic of the four men, Harry Potter, The Boy Who Lived Twice, was then 

nineteen years old and able to choose whatever career he wanted for his future. Speculations had been running 

wild: one day he was to become Seeker for the English National Quidditch Team, the next he was rumoured to 

have been offered a contract by Muggle filmmakers-in short, there wasn’t a tidbit of information absurd enough 
to be refused by the press. Surprisingly, Harry did not start any fancy career, but took on a job in the Ministry of 

Magic’s international department, rebuilt his ancestral home at Godric’s Hollow and seemed less than willing to 

provide the newspapers with tasty bits of gossip they could feed their eager readers. 

But then, one year later, the press got the scoop they had wanted: during the celebrations for the first 

anniversary of Voldemort’s defeat, Harry kneeled down and proposed to Hermione Granger, his long-time best 

friend, whom he had been secretly dating for months; both had been using the weirdest disguises-Polyjuice 

Potion being liberally partaken of-to safeguard their privacy. And again, journalistic hell broke loose. Hermione 

was followed everywhere; there wasn’t a single brick of the Institute of Advanced Charms Reseach in Liverpool 
that was not immortalized on photo and not a single of Hermione’s fellow students, both former and current, 

could escape the questions about her personality, preferred food, academic skills or the colour of her 

nightgowns. 



It had not been a lengthy or difficult decision for Hermione to interrupt her studies, for she had started them 

more out of a sense of duty than because of a conscious choice; she hadn’t done nearly as well as had been 
expected of her. In fact, she was glad that Harry had been appointed Britain’s youngest ever magical 
ambassador in France. She was convinced that she truly loved Harry, she wanted to share his life and was 

strongly encouraged by her mother and her mother’s friends to follow “the voice of her heart”. And so, without 

much regret, she had said goodbye to her student’s flat in Liverpool and exchanged it for the magnificent 
residence in Paris. Fourteen years later, pausing briefly in the middle of the staircase to overlook the crowd of 

people who had come to celebrate the fifteenth anniversary of Voldemort’s final downfall, Hermione Potter was 
not radiant and happy any more, nor did she remember the dreams of academic glory she had harboured until 

her graduation. She just stood there, feeling slightly numb under her aubergine dress robes and the heavy 

jewellery, and silently wished for the evening to come to an end as quickly as possible. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 2 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

In the beautiful circular room that was the Headmaster’s office at Hogwarts, Minerva McGonagall bowed her 
head slightly to hide a grin. Of course, Severus had changed so much that sometimes she had to ask herself if he 

really was the same person she had known for so many years. But then, very rarely and only when his nerves 

were so strained that he couldn’t keep his temper any more, the old Severus made a short, but convincing 

appearance. As he had done now. It was far from irritating, rather reassuring, to own the truth, that some things 

simply didn’t change. And, Minerva ashamedly admitted to herself, baiting Severus was also quite a bit of fun. 

“So I suppose you don’t want to see them?” she asked as innocently as possible. 

“I wouldn’t want to see them even if I were offered their weight in Phoenix’ tears,” Snape replied, “But right 

now, not only do I not want, but I cannot see them. Which you should understand, dearest Minerva, unless you 

are totally oblivious of the fact that, in less than ten minutes, I have to make my appearance at the celebration. 

So, you might deign to acknowledge the sheer impossibility of dealing with the Infamous Twins right now. May 

I—” and the irony that before had been merely dripping from his words was now literally flooding the room, 

“may I suggest that you conduct the interrogation, after all you are their Head of House and the Deputy 

Headmistress to boot, and leave me to the infinitely exquisite pleasure of displaying my charms to Minister 

Potter and the flock of mindless idiots surrounding him?” 

With a supreme effort, Minerva managed to keep her face straight and look into his eyes. “Of course, Severus, I 

just thought that you might take pleasure in playing the Inquisitor for the Weasley twins... But of course I see 

the necessity of your immediate departure. Such magnificence should not be wasted on Mona and Lisa 

Weasley, you’re absolutely right!” 

Her last remark had been both ironic and sincere: Severus Snape did look magnificent. With Voldemort dead 

and gone, the façade he had kept up for so many years had no longer been necessary. Before, he had pretended 

to be bad and ugly, sticking to the belief that, if “mens sana in corpore sano” characterized the good guys, 

“mens turpis in corpore turpi” would be enough to convince the bad ones that he was one of them. It had 

worked remarkably well, the forma deformis spell had made a disgusting figure of Snape who, even by his most 

fervent admirers, would never be called handsome, but had a certain je ne sais quoi that made him undoubtedly 



very attractive. His hair was still raven black but cut rather short now, every trace of oiliness gone, his skin was 

simply pale and not sallow any more and his teeth, while still slightly irregular, had lost their yellow tinge. And 

without the constant pressure of being a spy wrecking his body and mind, his scrawny frame had returned to its 

former lean and wiry self.  ‘Aristocratic’ was the adjective that came to people’s minds when they looked at his 
distinctly roman profile. An impression that could only be enhanced by his elaborately simple black dress robes 

which increased the splendour of the golden medal pinned to its front: The Order of Merlin, First Class. Snape 

wasn’t a man to appreciate such paraphernalia of vanity, but he knew what he owed to Hogwarts: Tonight, he 
was to represent it and therefore had to appear in full regalia. 

Snape pulled himself up to his full length, drew a few calming breaths and, once his composure regained, said 

to Minerva: “Thank you for the... er, compliment. I have to be going now.” 

With these words, he turned towards the door. When he had nearly reached it, he seemed to change his mind, 

went back to her and briefly, but affectionately touched her cheek. “Don’t stay up too long. The prefects we 
have chosen this year are quite capable of keeping up order.” 

Before Minerva had the possibility to reply, he was gone. Shaking her head and smiling, she looked at the 

closed door. Sometimes, he still succeeded in amazing her. With a sigh, she pulled herself together and left the 

office in the direction of Gryffindor Tower, her smile now replaced by her usual stern expression. In the office, 

the portraits of the former headmasters had returned to sleep and their soft snores were the only sounds that 

interrupted the moonlit silence. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The residence that had been housing British Ministers of Magic for some centuries now, a magnificent 

Elizabethan manor situated in the hills surrounding Dover, was as beautiful as it was impressive. It had been 

Harry Potter who decided that the annual celebration of the Victory Day, as it had been officially named, should 

be held there instead of at the Ministry that had previously provided the sumptuous frame for the gathering. 

‘Sumptuous, yes,’ Snape thought while he straightened his robes one last time before entering, ‘but none too 
pleasant.’ The austere granite building still had the power of evoking unpleasant memories of days long gone 

by. He remembered quite distinctly how he had felt five years ago, when he had been compelled to give in to 

propriety and make his appearance at the celebration he normally avoided—but something like the tenth 

anniversary of The Victory simply couldn’t be neglected. And he hadn’t felt too well when his mind was 
flooded with memories of interrogations and despair while Arthur Weasley, the then Minister, had droned on 

and on, indulging his tendency towards long and more than slightly boring speeches. Harry had still been 

ambassador then, not in Paris anymore but in Washington, and to everybody’s disappointment had not been able 
to be among the guests of honour. 

Today he would see Potter for the first time after nearly fourteen years, Snape realized, as the last time they had 

met had been Harry’s wedding. And what a wedding it had been! It had outshone every society event of the past 
and cast its long shadow over the future as well. Granger, who had been such an ugly duckling at school, was 

radiating beauty and happiness and it seemed that this wedding was the real celebration of their victory, much 

more so than all the ceremonies they had been forced to undergo during the previous year. 

The Manor’s enormous entrance hall and adjacent rooms were crowded when Snape finally made his entrée. 

The House Elf positioned at the entrance was visibly embarrassed, for it was his solemn duty to announce each 

and every guest, but considering that the Minister had already begun his speech, it was now virtually impossible 



to do so. With a smile and a light shake of his head, Snape indicated that he didn’t want to be announced 
anyway and silently made his way through the crowd. Albeit Harry was standing on a makeshift podium and 

Snape was very tall, he couldn’t see him properly and thus had to move forward a little. 

When he had eventually approached the podium sufficiently to see Harry’s now scar-less face, all he could do 

was gasp and keep his mouth from falling open: that a person had to have changed over fourteen years was not 

only obvious but a commonplace, but this wasn’t the result of a change—it seemed that Minerva had outdone 

herself in a supreme effort at transfiguration. Harry Potter had become something like a cross breed between 

Cornelius Fudge, Percy Weasley and Barty Crouch, bless his memory. Pompousness, seriousness and stiffness 

had replaced the well-known and, as Snape remembered very clearly, at times well-hated liveliness. Potter had 

become a grownup and not in the most flattering sense of the word. So that statuesque beauty standing at his 

side had to be Granger?  Beaver-toothed, bright, sparkling Granger? She was doing a perfect imitation of 

Narcissa Malfoy at her worst! What had the world come to? For a few moments, Snape felt incredibly young 

despite his fifty-six years. Why, Dumbledore was a sprightly youth compared to these two, whose ages put 

together didn’t make them half as old as the venerable wizard. 

It seemed that Potter’s once rather poor rhetoric talent had been replaced, if not by oratorical skills, at least by 

bombastic style that didn’t become more bearable by the length of his speech. But finally, he came to an end 
and, after the thunderous applause of the guests had died down, the hall was filled with the buzz of more than 

thousand voices, punctuated by the clinking of champagne glasses. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Due to years of practice, Hermione was able to completely tune out her husband’s voice whenever she wanted 
to, and his overlong speech provided ample occasion to use this skill. Years ago, she had used these moments 

for daydreaming, but by now she simply freed her mind of any thought and enjoyed the feeling of blissful 

emptiness. She knew that to everybody else her appearance would be one of perfect composure—after all, she 

couldn’t fall asleep while standing—and that she could count on the applause to give her the signal for returning 

to reality and its duties. And so, when the crowd began to buzz and move, the smile was again firmly plastered 

to her features and she was ready to begin the procedure of greeting and small talk. 

After about half an hour, she felt so exhausted that her former reverie about the possibility of having a nervous 

breakdown had come dangerously close to becoming reality. Much as a part of her would have enjoyed simply 

giving in, she was so ensconced in the routine of clenching her teeth and going through with it that she resisted 

the urge to scream and smash glasses and merely allowed herself to steal away from her husband’s side and 
seek refuge in one of the smaller rooms that had not been opened to the guests. It was unlit, and Hermione did 

not bother to light the candles, preferring to stay in the half-darkness that was interrupted only by the slivers of 

moonlight tiptoeing in through the slightly opened curtains. As soon as she had closed the door, the noise from 

outside had been almost completely shut out, and now the silence surrounding her made the throbbing in her 

temples painfully evident. 

  

-----*****----- 

  



Tonight’s guest list must have been something like the Who’s Who of British wizardry, Snape thought while 
slowly weaving his way through to the centre of the crowd where Harry Potter was surrounded by a tight group 

of people who wanted to shake his hand and exchange a few words with him. When a hand came heavily down 

on his shoulder, he nearly spilled the contents of his glass. 

“Why, Severus, aren’t we elegant tonight!” 

Snape turned round angrily—he still hated being touched without his explicit permission—to bestow one of his 

trademark sneers, not much practised nowadays, but by no means forgotten, upon the intruder. 

“You still pull it off,” Sirius Black said laughing, “I knew that your kindness was nothing but an act.” 

“Sirius! I’m pleased to see that you still haven’t learned any manners since this morning,” he replied, returning 

the other man’s clap. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but do you hate this as much as I do?” 

Sirius’s face split into a wide grin. “More, I daresay. And I’ve been participating each and every goddamned 
time since 1999!” 

“I see. But I suppose you didn’t come here unaccompanied, so as to have at least the comfort of a brainless but 
curvy female presence. Where is she?” 

Sirius became visibly embarrassed. The two men had put aside their differences a long time ago and become 

something like friends, still taunting each other, but spending many a night talking and drinking together until 

the small hours of the morning. Nevertheless, Severus might be more than slightly annoyed, had he known that 

his Charms teacher had brought Agrippina Wilcox, the Head Girl, as his date. What Sirius didn’t know was that 
Snape was well informed about his friend’s soft spot for sinuous female students, but closed an eye as long as 
there were no pregnancies and abuses of power. So far, the grades of the girls Sirius bestowed his charming self 

upon had always vastly improved, and not only in Charms. He simply made them happy, Severus supposed. 

There had never been a tragedy, no tears, no broken hearts. Anyway, the headmaster had no intention 

whatsoever of sharing his thoughts and knowledge with Sirius and therefore accepted Sirius’s mumbled answer 
about having lost her in the crowd. Instead of further pressing the topic, he asked, “Have you talked to Potter 

yet?” 

Sirius shook his head. “No way, look at the crowd of adulators surrounding him! I’ll save that for later or for 
another time.” 

“You don’t see him often, do you?” Severus inquired, regretting his question instantly, as a dark shadow passed 

over the other wizard’s face. “Sorry, Sirius, I didn’t want to—” 

“No, no, that’s OK,” Sirius said, “I’ve gotten over it. As things are, I see him, well them, once or twice a year, 
but I honestly don’t mind.” 

‘And pigs fly!,’ thought Snape. ‘Gotten over it! That is the joke of the millennium.’ Aloud, he said, “Well, I am 

glad to hear it. But then, he has become a very busy man, I suppose. Being Minister of Magic certainly isn’t an 
easy task. And I have to say that we never had a better one.” 

That was true. Harry Potter was the best Minister of Magic England had had in a very long time. A born leader, 

a charismatic personality, whose ear was open to everybody, regardless whether it was a House Elf or the 

Muggle Prime Minister.  Thanks to The Boy Who Lived Twice, the British wizarding community finally had a 

constitution that would forever eliminate the possibility of infringements such as had happened during 

Voldemort’s first and second reign of terror. Laws were not made by the ministry anymore, but by a National 
Wizarding Council elected by all wizards of age; the Dementor’s Kiss had been abolished, the Aurors and Law 



Enforcement given a framework of regulations defining their rights and duties… Yes, Severus thought, life had 
definitely improved since 2010. 

“Sorry, Sirius, I was elsewhere with my thoughts, what were you saying?” 

“I was saying that he might be the best minister we ever had, but that doesn’t automatically make him a good 
husband.” 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 3 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Snape’s curiosity had been raised. “What are you hinting at?” 

Sirius gave a dramatic sigh. “Well, just guess, Severus. What might I be hinting at? What does ‘not being a 
good husband’ mean? Huh?” 

The Headmaster shrugged. “I don’t have the faintest idea. And I doubt it might have escaped your attention that 
this is one of the very few fields I don’t have any experience in. Considering though that it is you who tells me 
so, I suppose it means that he doesn’t shag his wife senseless at least three times a day.” 

Sketching a mock bow, Sirius gave him another grin. “Thank you for this kind assessment of my amatory 

prowess. But seriously: Would you say that a woman looking like Hermione is a happy woman?” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The object of their discussion was curled up in the window seat of her refuge, her eyes following the moon’s 
slow progress towards the treetops of the park that surrounded the manor. The peace she felt was however 

brusquely  interrupted by the entrance of her husband who had opened the door quietly, but now slammed it 

shut, making Hermione jump with surprise. 

“What on earth do you think you’re doing?” 

She looked at him, trying to regain her composure after the shock. “I was just resting for a few minutes and—” 

“Resting for a few minutes? Hermione, you’ve been away for more than half an hour! Tonight of all nights! 

This is important, don’t you understand? Our guests will take offence unless you return immediately.” 

“You can always tell them that I got a headache.” 



He went nearer, until they were only inches apart. Hermione flinched. 

“A headache? Can you think of a more pathetically Muggle excuse? Your bathroom is stuffed full with a variety 

of potions against every imaginable kind of headache! Nobody would buy such a flimsy pretext for your 

absence.” 

“What do you mean by ‘pathetically Muggle’? A headache is a headache, and wizards do get them as much as 

Muggles do. Or are you holding against me that I’m Muggle born? It wouldn’t be the first time.” 

“No,” Harry said wearily, “No, of course not. You know that. It’s just that … I mean you can’t… damn it, 
Hermione, don’t make me lose face to the people out there. It’s Victory Day, for God’s sake, they expect you to 
be there at my side.  Is that so difficult?” Now he was positively yelling at her, which was something she hated. 

She had always been oversensitive to noise, but this was noise combined with aggression and she simply 

couldn’t stand it. Not now, not ever. 

“That is all that matters to you, isn’t it?” she replied quietly, “Your reputation, your image. And that is the truth, 

isn’t it, Harry?” 

“No!” he shouted, “How can you say such a thing after all that I’ve done for this country? My reputation? I 
would willingly give it away if it served a higher purpose, but I will not, I repeat I WILL NOT jeopardize it for 

one of your… your childish whims!” 

“My…” Hermione gasped. “How dare you call my desperation a childish whim?” 

By now, Harry had become so angry that he wasn’t even able to shout any more. 

“Desperation?” he said in a dangerous whisper, “Really? So that’s what it is?  Hermione Potter, clad in Italian 

designer robes, loaded with jewels, my wife whose every wish is fulfilled before she even pronounces it, claims 

that she’s desperate? You have everything you want and you know that you could have even more. Perhaps, if 
we had children, you wouldn’t be so desperate! You would have a responsibility.” 

‘Of course,’ Hermione thought bitterly, ‘He had to bring it up. How could I think even for an instant that he 
wouldn’t resort to using the lethal weapon?’ 

Her decision not to have children had been one of the first sources of conflict between them. At first, she hadn’t 
wanted any because at the age of twenty, she felt she was too young and not yet ready to fit into the role of a 

mother. There were too many things to learn, too many responsibilities to cope with, for shouldering yet 

another, and more serious one. Later on, when numbness and frustration had taken over, she had the indistinct 

feeling that in her present state she wouldn’t make a good mother. After a time of silent acceptance, Harry had 
grown more and more impatient with her; he had tried to make her reconsider her decision, shamelessly using 

every single of their so-called friends and family to try and “talk some reason into her”. But she had remained 

adamant, playing her cards well by inexplicitly hinting at her age that would still allow her to have children, 

should she change her mind, for many years to come.  Nevertheless, her husband’s insistence got to her to such 
an extent that she had nearly reached the point of abandoning her resistance. 

“I’ll think about it,” she said, “Now please return to the guests, I’ll be with you in a couple of minutes.” 

Without a word, Harry nodded and left the room. 

  



-----*****----- 

  

“So, all those rumours about you and Livilla Wilcox…” 

“Are completely and utterly untrue!” Snape barked, cursing himself mentally for the umpteenth time for not 

having been quick enough to dodge Rita Skeeter. 

“The girl is twenty-one and I’m fifty-six, as you well know! I’m no cradle snatcher.” 

Tapping her long, talon-like fingernails against the flute she was holding, Rita tilted her head and gave him a 

malicious look. “Well…” she drawled, “For all I’ve heard lately, you might be in good company, were you 
interested in girls half your age, Headmaster.” 

Severus knew better than to rise to that bait. “I see that you have run out of champagne,” he said politely, “May 

I get you another glass?” He managed a conspiratorial smile. “Drinking is the only way to get through this kind 

of social gathering, isn’t it?” he said with a wink and disappeared. 

Of course, he had no intention of going back to her; tomorrow he would write her a short note, claiming that he 

had been monopolized by—well, he would think of somebody convincing—and suggesting that they meet for a 

quiet lunch in London.  Yes, he thought with a shark-like grin, that would work. And now he just had to slip 

into one of the small adjacent rooms, hoping that nobody would see him. He was going to concede himself 

some fifteen or twenty minutes of quiet and then return to the crowd. 

The room had to be one of the smaller salons, used for less numerous gatherings, and right now it was unlit, the 

only source of light being the faint glow of the setting moon that filtered in through the half-closed curtains. 

Snape slumped down into an armchair and began to massage the bridge of his nose. He knew that he should 

never drink champagne! Whisky, even in amazing qualities, was no problem, Sirius had seen to his ‘training’; 
but all that bicarbonate and the slightly sweet taste of  the champagne sickened him. ‘What an irony,’ he 
thought, ‘That tonight’s precious bottles were the Château Malfoy Grand Cru Grand Réserve 1999! Right from 
the confiscated vineyards and cellars  of Voldemort’s now-dead right hand man.’ 

“Serves the bleeding bastard right,” he muttered to himself, “For all he has done to us.” 

“Are you by any chance speaking of my husband?” a muffled voice asked from the surrounding darkness. 

Now it was Snape’s turn to jump in surprise. “Who the hell…” With an impatient snip of his fingers, the 

candles were lit and the room became visible in all its splendour. It was furnished in the style Severus preferred 

over all the others, due to its sublime austerity: French Empire. Never before and never again had severe 

classicism and French elegance merged into such perfect proportions.  Speaking of proportions, the woman 

huddled in the window seat, her profile now fully lit and etched against the rich green velvet of the curtains, 

certainly matched her surroundings. She could have stepped out of a painting by David, with her hair that had 

been swept up in calculatedly loose ringlets, her delicate nose and long aristocratic neck. Snape was 

dumbfounded and, for once, reduced to stammering like a teenager. 

“I… I… sorry, I didn’t intend to—” 

Now she looked at him. If before her beauty had struck him like a bolt of lightning, the flash now hit him again 

when he recognized that she was none other than… 



“M-Mrs Potter, uh, I mean … Your Excellency…” was all he could say while scolding himself for his lack of 

originality. 

She slid graciously off her perch and came towards him, extending her right hand which he took, still too 

confused to speak. “Mrs. Potter would do just fine,” she said with a smile. “And… do I by any chance know 
you?” 

His answer was everything but the result of conscious thinking, but then it is often the subconscious to suggest 

the right thing to do. “No, I haven’t yet had the pleasure of being introduced to you. My name is Sean Spurvees, 
very pleased to meet you.” 

One of his old spy names, of which he had had two, both anagrams of his real name: Perseus Evans and Sean 

Spurvees. He had used them a lot, back in those times when spying and lying had been second nature to him. 

And for some reason yet unknown to him, he had used the less pathetic of the two (for Perseus Evans had 

always seemed too much of a cacophony), preferring that she remain ignorant of his true identity as her once-

hated and feared Potions Master. Considering how much he had changed since their last encounter, there was no 

risk that she might recognize him. Reluctantly, he let go of her hand that he realized to have been holding for 

much longer than seemed appropriate according to the rules of politeness. She didn’t seem to mind, though. The 
look that took him in from head to toes was rather one of appreciation, he thought. And strangely, this 

perception not only made his headache disappear instantly, but it made him suddenly feel very warm. 

“It is freezing in here,” she said, thus consistently proving that it hadn’t been the room temperature to flood him 

with warmth, “Would you mind if I lit a fire?” 

He shook his head, still feeling as if his tongue had been glued to his palate.  At a snip of her fingers, a blazing 

fire started to crackle on the grate, and she sat down in one of the chairs facing it. With a slight nod, she 

beckoned him to join her in the chair opposite hers, and when they were both comfortably gazing into the 

flames, she asked, “And who are you, Mr. Sean Spurvees?” 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 4 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Snape stirred a bit in his chair, pretending to be searching for his wand and consequently finding it, in order to 

gain a few seconds’ time so as to be able to come up with something credible. 

He then cleared his throat and asked, “Sorry, Mrs. Potter, I was so preoccupied about having misplaced my 

wand—happens all the time—I didn’t hear what you were saying.” He dearly hoped that the warm smile he 

gave her would eventually disperse her suspicions at his manoeuvre, should she have any. He wouldn’t have 
expected less from Hermione Granger’s perspicacious and always alert mind. 

Instead, she returned his smile. “Don’t tell me about misplacing one’s belongings! I do it all the time and it is 
most annoying. Anyway, Mr. Spurvees, if you don’t want to answer my question, you don’t have to—I’m aware 
of the fact that it wasn’t one of my most tactful contributions to polite conversation. I asked you who you were.” 



So she had noticed something, but misinterpreted it. Very well. No need to worry, then. “I’m not too keen on 
polite conversation,” he replied, “And I don’t mind your asking in the least. So, let’s see, it is not an easy thing 
to describe… Well, I would say you could call me a private scholar in the style of the 18th

 century, rich enough 

to be independent which means I don’t have to work unless I want to. My… er, specialty is History of Magic—
” he crossed his fingers, well hidden inside the copious folds of his sleeves “—and there again, Strategy.” 

Hermione leaned forwards and gave him a questioning look. “Meaning what?” 

“Meaning that I’m a specialist in military tactics. I’ve studied—and still am studying, of course, learning is a 

perpetual process—the great wars and battles, and tried to discern strategic patterns that might be put to use 

nowadays. I occasionally teach a course for Advanced Defence Against The Dark Arts with special reference to 

military strategy at the CAA.” He made a mental note to owl Mad-Eye Moody, rector of said academy and 

nemesis of its students, immediately after returning home—just for precaution. Who knows, she might ask him 

about his part-time teacher. 

“The Auror Academy in Cardiff? Oh, then you know Alastor Moody, that is, if he’s still the rector there.” 

“Oh yes, he is, and very much so. At least that’s what the students say. Anyway, if you don’t have to do it, 
teaching can be a lot of fun,” he continued. 

That hadn’t been a wise thing to say, obviously, for Hermione’s face assumed a very forbidding expression. “I 

suppose so,” was all she said. “And where did you go to school? Not that I could have known you there, after 

all, you are—” She blushed and stopped in mid-sentence. “I’m sorry, Mr. Spurvees, I honestly don’t know what 
came over me. How inconsiderate…” 

“Mrs. Potter, I am conscious of the fact that our age difference must be a little more than five years, don’t you 
think so? It is blatantly evident. You are not even thirty and I…” 

‘Now let’s see if that succeeds in pulling her out of her gloomy mood,’ he thought. 

It did, in a way. “I wish I were as young as you think I am,” she said bitterly, “But the sad truth is that I’m going 
to turn thirty-four in less than a month.  And you? It’s only fair that you tell me, now that you know my age.” 

“I’ll be fifty-six in less than three months, Miss… Mrs. Potter.” Damn it, he had been dangerously close to 

calling her Miss Granger. Old habits… “I don’t want to be indiscreet, but shouldn’t you be out there, playing 
the hostess? I would love to spend the whole evening here with you, but I’m afraid your guests wouldn’t be too 
pleased if I deprived them of your company.” 

Instantly, the mask, complete with forced smile, was back in place. “Of course, I have to go. Thank you for 

reminding me of my duties, Mr. Spurvees, it has been… a pleasure. I do hope we meet again.” 

And with a slight squeeze of his hand she was gone, leaving him alone with his thoughts. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Nightcaps with Sirius Black never were a short affair, and instead of caps, they mostly became sombreros. Both 

he and the Headmaster vastly enjoyed them, though, more so on Friday and Saturday evenings where there was 



no threat of having to teach classes or, in Severus’s case, face the board of governors next morning with a 
hangover. 

“So what was all that fuss about?” asked Sirius, treating himself to a rather generous refill of his tumbler. “Why 

did I have to engage Hermione in conversation while you went to greet Harry? You owe me one for that, 

Headmaster.  And, of course, I demand an explanation.” Holding up the whisky bottle, he gave Snape an 

enquiring look. 

Snape nodded and his glass was refilled with equal magnanimity. 

“Well?” Black prompted. “And don’t try to tell me any nonsense, I can smell it.” And for the briefest of 

moments, he turned into a dog and back into his human form. 

Both men had gratefully abandoned their dress robes and where now sitting at the Headmaster’s fireplace, 
wearing only shirts and trousers, which underlined the eerie resemblance they bore: Both tall, though Sirius was 

about two inches shorter, both black-haired and pale, their noses rather prominent. Somebody who didn’t know 
them well might even have taken them for brothers, especially as they both favoured black and white in their 

clothing. Only at closer inspection and with more thorough acquaintance, the similarities became less striking 

than the differences: the most obvious of them being of course the colour of their eyes. Sirius’s were a deep 
ocean blue, while it was nearly impossible to distinguish the iris from the pupil in Severus’s eyes. But there 
were also more subtle traits that distinguished them. Where Sirius was loud and outgoing, Snape was noiseless 

and subtle. Black laughed and Severus barely smiled. And so forth—the list was seemingly endless. A horse 

and a panther, at least that was what came to Minerva McGonagall’s mind when she looked at them—not that 

she had ever told them so; she knew better than that. 

Right now the horse was impatiently scraping the ground with its hoof, waiting for the panther to speak. Sirius 

could sense that there was something in the air and was very curious to learn what it was. 

“Did you see Skeeter at the celebration?” Snape asked, seemingly out of context. 

Sirius harrumphed. “Of course I did. And I’m sure she saw A—” he caught himself right in time before saying 

‘Agrippina’ and finished “—us too.” 

“Oh yes, she did,” the Headmaster replied, amused at the other’s near-gaffe, “And she even caught me. Asked 

me whether the rumours about me and Livilla Wilcox were true. You know,” he added, unable to resist the 

temptation, “The Head Girl’s elder sister.” He had the good grace to look into the flames, observing Sirius’s not 
overly controlled reaction merely out of the corner of his eye. 

“The Head-… yes, of course, Albina Wilcox’s sister, yes,” he said. 

“Her name is Agrippina, really Sirius! You have been teaching her for six years, it’s about time you knew her 
name.” 

Sirius nodded, trying to look innocent. “Uh, yes. So what about Skeeter, I mean what does she have to do with 

Hermione?” 

“Well, I managed to escape her—Skeeter, that is, not Hermione—and snuck off into one of the smaller rooms, 

just to be able to breathe and relax for a moment. And guess who was sitting there, alone in the dark salon and, 

if I may say so, not exactly looking happy?” 

  



-----*****----- 

  

Finally, the last guests had left and Hermione, who secretly hated it when complete strangers trampled through 

her house, was relieved. Harry had suggested a nightcap in the small salon where she had met Spurvees, but she 

had turned down his offer. Not only, as she detected to her surprise, because she simply didn’t want to be alone 
with her husband after the row they’d had. She didn’t want to have her memory of the pleasant interlude with 
the stranger spoiled by Harry’s presence in the very room where she had enjoyed the first moment of pleasure 

since very long ago. So she had retired into her own rooms—they had not been sleeping in the same bed for 

ages—glad to get rid of the heavy robes and even heavier jewellery. When Twitchy had finished brushing her 

hair she felt that tonight might still turn into a pleasant evening, or rather night, after all. Her headache was 

gone, nobody was likely to claim her company until the next morning, she had taken a bath and was feeling 

warm and relaxed. 

Hermione went over to the cabinet that contained an impressive range of liquors and poured herself a generous 

measure of Hines Cognac. She had made the acquaintance if this beverage during their stay in France and found 

it to be the very best and most exquisite brandy there was. ‘I’ve been overdoing that a little these last months,’ 
she told herself, but nevertheless took the tumbler over to the couch where she sat down, leaning back against 

the cushions and pulling up her feet, folding them underneath her for comfort and warmth. The first sip was 

always the most delicious, burning but at the same time soothing, flooding her with an irresistible sensation of 

well-being. 

So she had met this stranger who seemed eerily familiar. But why? With furrowed brows, she tried to dig 

deeper, under the surface of conscious thought.  What exactly was familiar about him? The sensation had come 

from very deep down, and for all she knew, it was the olfactory sense that evoked the memories buried in the 

most intangible depths of the human subconscious. But it hadn’t been the way he smelled, of that she was sure. 

So what? Certainly not his face. Gestures, maybe? No, not that she knew of. What else? His voice? She took 

another sip of brandy and pondered this possibility. Definitely yes. It was the voice she had recognized, without 

being able to place it, though. That silky soft baritone that had beguiled her—yes, if she was completely honest 

with herself and she had no reason not to be, that was the right expression, beguiled. Had she been a Muggle she 

would probably have chosen ‘bewitched’, but in the wizarding world, that was definitely too much of a 
commonplace… So it was the voice. So far, so good. But where had she heard it, no, she mentally corrected 
herself, where had she felt it before? When she finally put the now empty glass back on the table, she had to 

admit to herself that twenty minutes of intense scrutiny hadn’t made her any wiser. He had told her that he 
occasionally taught at the CAA, so the wisest thing to do was to send an owl to Alastor Moody. Maybe he 

would be able to enlighten her. 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 5 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Dear Alastor, 



How did that grumpy old Hufflepuff scoundrel manage to stay away from that god-awful celebration? This, as 

you might already have deducted from the utter lack of elegance, is a direct quote from Mr. Less-Art-And-

More-Matter Black.  Although I would have formulated the question in a somewhat more subtle way, 

essentially I have to agree with Sirius. How did you do it? Did you simply transfigure your wooden leg into a 

smoked trout and pretend you had misplaced it and therefore couldn’t make your appearance at the social event 
of the year? I suppose that it must have been something along these lines, though I am fairly sure you will not 

tell me. 

I had to be there, as you can imagine, and loathed every single minute of it.  You know that small talk is not one 

of my strong points and the amount I had to endure will last me for the next five years, until the twentieth 

anniversary. 

For reasons I would prefer not to disclose to you, at least not yet, I had to use my old spy name Sean Spurvees 

when introducing myself to a person who for the moment should remain ignorant of my identity. When the 

person in question asked me what I did for a living, I obviously had to make something up. Which is where you, 

dear friend, become important: I pretended to be teaching occasional courses of Defence Against the Dark Arts 

with special reference to military tactics (don’t, I repeat DON’T laugh!) at the CAA—I sincerely regret, but at 

the moment, I could not think of anything better. 

May I therefore ask you to give some very generic information, in case anybody should contact you on Sean 

Spurvees’s behalf? I don’t think that any details will be required, so it should not put you into too awkward a 

position. If you decide to paint a colourful picture of Mr. Spurvees, please be kind enough to inform me about 

the horrendous products of your twisted imagination. 

Sirius is telling me to ask you on his behalf whether there are any promising female Auror trainees at the CAA. 

I regard it as my duty as his friend (he is looking over my shoulder, so please do not take that at face value) to 

forward his request to you, although I feel an obligation towards your young charges as well and therefore take 

the liberty of dissuading you from providing him with any such information. 

Hoping to hear from you soon, I remain 

Always your friend 

Severus Snape 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Mr. Moody, 

It has been a very long time since we last met, but maybe you still recall me as one of Harry Potter’s two best 
friends from your memorable year of teaching at Hogwarts, which was my seventh and final year. In case you 

have forgotten me, I will not hold it against you—but would the words “N.E.W.T.s”, “duelling exam” and 

“blancmange” maybe ring a bell? What happy times were those, despite the iron grip Voldemort was holding us 

in—but I am digressing. 

Yesterday night, at the Victory Day celebration which you as usual honoured by your absence (how well I 

understand you!), I met one of your faculty members who introduced himself as Mr. Sean Spervis. Half an hour 



ago, one of our House Elves brought me an envelope containing various letters which she claimed to have 

found after all the guests had left. I skimmed through them and noticed that they all began with “Dear Sean”. 

I am, of course, aware of the fact that on our guest list, there was probably  more than one man answering to the 

name of Sean, but Mr. Spervis seemed to be a rather absentminded kind of person (he actually thought he had 

misplaced his wand). Therefore, I immediately thought of him as of the likely addressee of those lost letters. It 

would be most kind of you if you asked him, the next time you meet, whether he is by any chance missing some 

letters. Should that be the case, please tell him to let me know how I can send them or give them back to him. 

I hope that this request will not mean too much trouble for you, as I suppose that you have enough on your 

shoulders even without futile demands like this. 

Yours sincerely 

Hermione Potter 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Severus, 

You definitely spend too much time with that huge, black, flea-bitten monster, as it seems that you’re turning 
into quite a Casanova. I had barely opened your letter (can’t you do anything about your handwriting? I took me 

hours to decipher it), when a ministry owl brought me the enclosed. “Reasons I don’t yet want to disclose”, eh? 

Cherchez la femme- what has the world come to? 

As you would certainly have mentioned the loss of letters, I suppose the little lady made that bit up. Which 

leads to the inevitable conclusion that she’s searching for some pretext for contacting you. Don’t see why, 
though. Even without forma deformis, you aren’t likely to appear on Witch Weekly’s List of Most Eligible 

Bachelors. 

Anyway, I gave her the information she wanted, and a bit more (see attached copy). Make of it whatever you 

want, but don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. (Just one small clue: I would not screw the minister’s wife) Speaking 
of Sirius’s favourite pastime: Tell that hormone-ridden, dirty old man that if I ever catch him with his hands up 

one of my students’ robes, I’ll cut off his genitals and stuff them down his throat. 

This seems to be all for the moment. 

Yours 

Alastor 

  

-----*****----- 

  



Dear Mrs. Potter, 

No need to remind me of the blancmange, I would have remembered you anyway—Hermione Granger is not 

the kind of woman to be easily forgotten. 

Concerning your question about Mr. Spurvees (that is how his last name is spelled): for all I know about him, he 

might be the one who forgot the letters at the Minister’s Manor—our House Elves here at the CAA spend half 

of their time collecting objects he keeps misplacing. 

As he will not be teaching at the CAA during fall term, I would advise you to send an owl to Spurvees House 

which, if I recall correctly, is somewhere up in the North. If the letters are really his, I suppose he will already 

have driven his House Elves crazy about them ( thank Merlin he has no wife, she would already have a 

permanent room at St. Mungo’s). You will be doing the poor creatures a big favour if you write to him soon. 

Sincerely yours 

Alastor Moody 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Alastor, 

Calling me a dirty old man is a bit rich coming from you, considering that your girlfriends usually have to be 

weaned before you bestow your attentions upon them. Anyway, I recognize envy when I see it and so you shall 

be pardoned. 

I just wanted to give you some more information (I know you like gossiping, Mad-Eye!) on Severus’s behalf: In 
my opinion—he denies it, of course, which is what makes me so sure I’m right—he has fallen in love head over 

heels with Hermione. 

Yesterday, he received a letter (I’ve enclosed a copy, but if you ever tell him, I’ll find worse things to do with 
your genitals, though maybe you won’t even miss them) from her—this and the one she sent to you make me 

doubt whether the Sorting Hat was in its right mind when putting her into Gryffindor; Slytherin would have 

been a more appropriate choice, I think. When I teased him about it, he went completely ballistic. Just imagine, 

he threw me out of his office, shouting “Leave this room immediately, Black!”—I don’t even remember when 
he treated me like that for the last time. Then, at dinner, he apologized, muttering something about a bad 

headache. The way he looked at me, I half expected him to produce a bunch of flowers he had picked himself 

and invite me to dinner, which he fortunately didn’t. 

Never before I’ve seen Severus behave like that, so he must be quite shaken, and I suppose that one of these 

days he’ll spill the beans anyway—that’s why he apologized, he simply can’t afford for me to be angry with 
him when he knows he’ll need me to pour out his heart’s grief to. 

If you ask me, they’ll exchange some chaste letters, then finally meet for dinner and afterwards buzz off to 

Snape Manor a.k.a. Spurvees House, and if they are lucky, they’ll make it to the bed. That is one of the 
advantages of having a small house—no need to climb any stairs to reach the bedroom, but I don’t have to tell 
that to you, do I? So, read Hermione’s letter and tell me what you think of it. I bet you 50 galleons that Snape 



Manor will host an animal with two backs before Christmas, which gives them a little more than three months. 

Are you in on the bet? 

Yours flea-lessly, but conspiratorially 

Sirius 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Mr. Spurvees, 

Albeit we barely know each other, in fact we only spent a few minutes together at the Victory Day reception 

three days ago, I am taking the liberty of asking you a favour: As you may know, being the Minister’s wife not 
only means that I have to “play hostess”, as you put it when you kindly reminded me of my duties, on various 

occasions, it also makes me chairwoman, president or whatever flattering epithets you might be able to imagine, 

of various institutions, among them S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. (Society for the Promotion of Interdisciplinary Networking 

in Scientific Techniques of Exegetic Research). 

One of my obligations, outside of attending the general meeting once a year and writing the preface to their 

yearbook, is to help them invite illustrious scholars for their cycle of conferences. Considering that you are a 

specialist in History of Magic teaching at the CAA which is one of Britain’s most prestigious institutions, I 
think that a lecture on a topic of your choice might be a most valuable contribution to S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R.’s 
programme for the first half of next year. 

If you think my proposal worthy of considering, maybe you would like to discuss it in more detail over lunch 

next week? 

Hoping to hear from you soon, I remain 

Yours sincerely 

Hermione Potter 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 6 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Being a Muggle-born, Hermione knew that there was many a difference between the wizarding and the Muggle 

world, but they also had lots in common, one of the similarities being the domestic staff’s predilection for 
gossip. Since her fourth year at Hogwarts, she had known that House Elves were bound to their masters and 



would rather have themselves killed than betray their secrets to anybody else; but this codex of honour most 

certainly did not forbid them to share and discuss interesting bits of information with their colleagues working 

in the same household. 

To be employed at the Minister’s Manor was about the most prestigious thing that could happen to a House Elf 
and since Harry Potter and his wife had moved into the large mansion, well-being had been added to prestige: 

Not even Queasy, the elfish equivalent of a gentleman’s gentleman and most ancient of the twenty elves 
providing every possible comfort to the Manor’s occupants, could remember a time when they had been treated 
more kindly or given more benefits. This was, as all of them knew only too well, mostly due to Her Excellency, 

Hermione Potter, who gave them days off, paid them wages she considered decent whereas the staff still had to 

fight occasional panic attacks upon receiving twenty galleons each at the end of the month, and personally saw 

to it that they stayed put when they were sick. 

Needless to say that they all adored her, from Queasy and Twitchy who were the highest ranking of the lot, 

down to Iffy, the third apprentice cook. 

None of them knew, though, that she sometimes took great pleasure in overhearing their conversation, even 

though it made feel her slightly guilty. But she hadn’t been an ardent follower of “Upstairs Downstairs” in her 

youth for nothing, and thus was aware that servants’ gossip contained the most useful information. 

Three days after the Victory Day celebration which had gone by without a single hitch thanks to the 

extraordinary performance of the highly trained elf staff, Twitchy and Queasy were sitting in the kitchen, 

sharing a bottle of butterbeer and chatting. It was already very late and the other elves had gone to sleep hours 

ago, which was always a welcome opportunity to discuss some topics neither of them deemed appropriate for 

their colleagues’ ears. It hadn’t been Hermione’s intention to eavesdrop; she had gone down to the kitchen for a 
little late-night something and noticed the two elves immersed in conversation. Now, she was standing outside 

the half-closed kitchen door, listening with growing apprehension. 

Gracefully taking a sip of butterbeer, Twitchy said, “I is hardly believing it, but mistress Hemione is changed so 

much since the celebration. You knows, normally she is just like a statue, but when I comes into her rooms this 

morning, she is actually singing! She is always friendly, but today she is been cheerful.” 

Queasy frowned. “But master Harry is the same as usual, so I thinks it has nothing to do with him. And I is 

watching them during breakfast, they is being silent, not speaking to each other.” 

A knowing grin threatened to split Twitchy’s skull in two. “I doesn’t say it is to do with master Harry. But I has 
been watching women long enough to know that mistress Hermione is in love.” 

Hermione just managed to stifle a squeal of surprise. 

“In love?” Queasy was dumbstruck. “Is you saying that she is in love with somebody else? Not master Harry?” 

“Of course not master Harry. I hasn’t finished yet. Mistress Hermione sends a letter this morning. Pity that I 
isn’t able to read the address. But I bets you a butterbeer that letter is been sent to a man. Mind my words, 

Queasy, we hasn’t seen the last of it yet.” She yawned. “I is very tired. Good night, Queasy.” 

Quickly, Hermione withdrew into the shadows of the corridor, hoping that her hammering heart wouldn’t betray 

her presence. 

Shortly after Twitchy had left, a puzzled-looking Queasy scuttled past Hermione, who was still standing on the 

same spot, transfixed and unable to move. Why had the elf to be so perspicacious? Not to mention intelligent? 

Hermione sighed. Her appetite was gone, so she could just as well return to her chambers. She would have to be 



more cautious. A lot more cautious. She didn’t doubt the elves’ loyalty towards herself, but it was better not to 
risk anything. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

A little later, Hermione was lying in her bed, wide awake and feeling very stupid. Or rather, she was trying to 

decide whether she should feel stupid, excited, happy or ashamed. The only thing she knew for certain was that 

she liked the sensation of being more alive than she had been in many years.  Suddenly, she sat bolt upright and 

said to herself, “Now, Hermione, what’s enough is enough. You know you can’t sleep, so for God’s sake, do 
something useful! Try to get some order into those emotions. It won’t make you sleep, but maybe you’ll get an 
idea of what’s going on inside that head of yours. Come on, get out of that bed!” 

Obeying to her own command, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed, stood up and padded over to the 

writing desk, lighting two candles with a flick of her wand, and started to rummage through the drawers. After 

having produced parchment and a quill, she sat down, but then thought better of it and fetched herself a glass of 

brandy. For a few minutes, she stared idly out of the window swirling the liquid in its tumbler to make it reach 

the right temperature and develop its bouquet. A tentative first sip seemed to satisfy her, for she put the glass 

back on the desk, took up the quill, dipped it into the ink and started to write. 

This is a letter to myself, and I’m ashamed of writing it. Not because I regard it as a sign that I am crazy—that 

would be the lesser of two evils, for you can be barking mad and still a  happy person. No, I’m ashamed 
because I am the only person whom I can write this letter to. And that says a lot about me.  I am thirty-four 

years old, well almost, and I don’t have one single friend to turn to, there is no one I sufficiently trust to share 
my thoughts with, the mere idea of telling anybody how I feel makes me almost sick with embarrassment.  Let’s 
face it: I don’t have any friends, I never had many of them— if truth be told, I had exactly two friends: Harry 

and Ron. One is now my husband and the other has left not only me, but all of us. Oh Ron, why couldn’t you 
have at least done me the favour of turning into a ghost? So you could have kept me company. You recklessly 

stupid, bloody Gryffindor! Yes, you shielded Dumbledore, but you left me! Had I had any choice in the matter, 

I would have voted for you to live, and him to die. To hell with the Greater Good, we would have beaten 

Voldemort without Albus Dumbledore. I suppose it was your death that changed my life once and for all, the 

numbness it brought about has never really left me.  You were gone and, at least as far as my own life was 

concerned, you took your entire family with you. Somehow I think that they held me guilty for their loss.  And 

in a way, I was. I could have sacrificed myself, I was in as good a position as you were to throw myself between 

Dumbledore and the curse. But not only did you save his life, you also pushed me aside. That was what your 

family could never forgive me. Call it futile, but it is the sad truth. They all turned their backs on me, when what 

I would have needed most was the comfort of friendship.  And so I can write neither to your mother nor to 

Ginny.  My father has left us seven years ago, I’m sure he would have understood me, after all he was the only 
one who didn’t encourage me to accept when Harry proposed. He was sceptical, I suppose he felt that I finally 

gave in because I simply couldn’t stand my loneliness any more. The irony of it all nearly makes me laugh: 
Mum was always the weaker of the two of them, always suffering from some ailment or other, but it was you 

who went first. God, how I loved you, Dad, I was a real daddy’s girl, and I didn’t make it in time to bid you 
good bye! I think that was the first time I seriously considered just destroying my wand and leaving the 

wizarding world forever. It had deprived me of sharing my own father’s last moments, only because I got the 
bad news by owl post— it takes a lot of time for an owl to fly from London to Washington. But then I thought 

better of it, mostly because of Harry. Not that I would have suffered greatly at the thought of living without 

him, but I knew that it would have meant a terrible blow to him, which I felt I didn’t have the right to cause 
him.  And once again, I was blamed for something that wasn’t my fault: Mum held it against me that I hadn’t 
arrived in time. We hadn’t had a splendid mother-daughter relationship before Dad died, but it got definitely 



worse afterwards and now our contact is limited to season’s greetings. Not nice, but that’s not one of my major 
problems. 

So, who else is there? Lots of more or less close acquaintances, but nobody I’d willingly share this with. Thus, I 
have to write to myself— partly it’s my own fault, but I have to say that I also feel betrayed by destiny. 
Anyway, let’s start that letter. 

Dear Hermione, 

I have been neglecting you for many, many years, too long actually for hoping that you might still be interested 

in reading this, but hope is the last to die, as they say. Where should I begin? I would start at the beginning if I 

could identify it, but as things are, I prefer to use a worn-out phrase, telling you that I’ve met a man. 

Yes, I know that I am a married woman, and not just anybody’s wife; yes, I should deem myself the luckiest of 
women, for I’m allowed to share my life with Harry Potter. But I can assure you, I am a very unhappy 
woman— I don’t want to go into details right now, I’ll save them for another time, but believe me, I am not 
happy. Or at least I wasn’t until three days ago. Until I met that man.  Maybe you can tell me whether I’m on 
the brink of insanity or if this is just how one is supposed to feel? For I really am at my wit’s end. I spent the 
years that are supposed to be wild in a boarding school, mostly in the company of books or of Harry and Ron. 

Then, after my year of mourning Ron, I went to study and work in Liverpool, but that lasted only a year, during 

which I was so numbed by Ron’s death and all that followed in its wake, that I didn’t even notice how time flew 
by. And my heart wasn’t in it, anyway.  What I want to say is that Harry was my first man and has been the only 

one, but I was never in love with him. For a brief period, I thought I was. But that had been an illusion and the 

price I paid was high, very high indeed. And I don’t even want to mention Viktor Krum and the word “love” in 

the same sentence, for that was not even infatuation, well, maybe you could call it that. We kissed twice, 

nothing else. And we wouldn’t have had any future worth mentioning.  What I mean to tell you is that I am 

thirty-four and have never yet been in love. I don’t know what it feels like. Maybe I’m in love now, I don’t 
know. His name is Sean Spurvees, he is twenty-two years my senior and we exchanged a few words. That’s it. 
Nothing else. But since I met him, I can’t bring myself to think of anything else. He’s not what I would call 
handsome, not in the way of Lockhart (to think of him still makes me laugh). But I know that, if I could get my 

hands on that time turner just once more, I’d go back to that evening and I swear to you that I wouldn’t let him 
leave that room! I would lock the door and try to seduce him there and then, regardless of what he might 

eventually think of me. 

His profile looks a bit like Julius Caesar’s, I’ve seen it on roman coins. He is very tall, well over six feet, with 
black hair and black eyes and his hands… Just to think of these hands unfastening my robes makes me shiver. 

And I would like them to do a lot more than just open the clasps of my robe, I assure you!  It is an embarrassing 

thing to say and I can hardly get myself to write it, but do you know when I had sex for the last time? Well, I 

don’t. It must be years.  Harry never was a very physical person and I have to admit that I was too shy and 

probably also too clumsy to counterbalance this lack. Considering what the mere thought of Sean’s hands does 
to me, I think I might come to like sex a lot. 

But Harry always saw me as “mostly brains” and I suppose it fit him just fine: 

He wasn’t very inclined and presumed that he was doing me a favour.  Oh, and besides the hands, there’s also 
the voice! A voice that seems to caress and to tease and to wind itself around me. 

Well, enough of that panegyric enthusiasm. It made me commit something so stupid that the quill refuses to 

write it down: I invented the most idiotic pretext to write to Mad-Eye Moody (for Sean teaches at the CAA), 

just to try and get some information out of him. And I have to say that his answer was satisfactory (that’s the 
understatement of the century, by the way!), for he mentioned that Sean is unmarried. And so I took my heart in 

my hands and wrote another letter to- Sean! The pretext is even more futile, but made  up quite well, so I highly 



doubt he will see through it. I sent it this morning, Moody wrote that he is living rather far away, which means 

that the answer can’t arrive before this evening. But what if he simply doesn’t answer? No, he certainly will, 
because if the Minister’s wife writes to you, you just don’t throw her letter into the dustbin unanswered. He 
might decline my offer, though. If he accepts, I solemnly swear that I will make a very generous donation to 

S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R., and if I say “Generous”, I mean “generous”! Oh God, I am so excited! But I have to go to 

sleep, for otherwise I’ll look awful and all I want is to look beautiful. Even though the House Elves will notice. 
And the consequences be damned.  So that’s it for today. 

Good night, Hermione, and may you have sweet dreams. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 7 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Hermione was not the only one to lack sleep that night: When Hagrid returned from the Forbidden Forest to his 

cabin, he saw that the windows of the Headmaster’s study high up in the West Tower were still illuminated by a 
faint glint, whose flickering quality suggested that a fire was still burning in the grate and only very few candles 

were lit. Hagrid had seen this scenario often enough, from outside as well as inside the room, to know that this 

was the setting for Headmaster Snape’s pensive or also brooding moods, depending on whether he was applying 
his mind to simply difficult or downright unpleasant problems. 

Little did the gamekeeper know about what was nagging Severus Snape’s mind right now- Snape himself was 

not so sure whether to be more frightened, amused or satisfied at the turn his life seemed to be taking. It was 

more than futile and certainly not worthy of troubling his superior intellect with, he told himself, to try and find 

the exact point in time where this chain of events had started to unroll itself. It was useless, and childish to boot, 

because he made this attempt only in order to find somebody— other than himself or Hermione, of course— he 

could blame for making all this happen. Skeeter had seemed a perfect option, but deep down he knew that he 

couldn’t pin this to her any more than to Sirius, Harry or even Voldemort. Call it God or fate— he preferred the 

latter— that was the force reigning over all their lives, that and, he grudgingly admitted, people’s choices, 
including his own. 

After the celebration, Sirius had finally coaxed him into a meticulous account of what had happened in that 

small salon, and his narrative made the animagus oscillate between slippery comments of very adult content 

indeed and sappy fantasies which could both be pardoned only in view of his having long gone past the state of 

slight inebriation. Snape himself, who had still been relatively sober when writing the letter to Alastor Moody, 

had not been much better off than Sirius. He had managed, though, to keep a part of his mind relatively un-

blurred by the fogs of alcohol, and it had been that part that made him remain inflexible to all of Sirius’s 
attempts at convincing him that he, Severus, take the first step. No matter whether he was drunk or sober, 

nothing was to change his mind about Hermione being the one who had to make the first move. He would never 

be able to forgive himself if he took advantage of a married woman’s apparent distress to drag her into 
something even remotely like an extramarital affair. Sirius had called him a moron, a bigot, a Victorian-minded 

prude, not to mention some more colourful invectives Snape did not remember too well— they had fallen into 

the abyss of the next morning’s hangover, together with the memory of exactly how many glasses of whisky he 
had downed before falling asleep fully dressed on the couch in his study, with a huge black dog sprawled across 

the floor at his feet. 



He had sworn to himself by everything he held sacred that he would not make any effort of contacting 

Hermione Potter unless she either asked Moody about him with unmistakeable interest or wrote directly to 

himself. Well, she had done both, and after surprisingly short time. Less than seventy-two hours after their 

encounter, he had had written proof of her interest in him that forced him to acknowledge the necessity of 

making the next step. 

While pacing his office and running his hands through his hair in a gesture of total perplexity, he tried to figure 

out which of the two alternatives he preferred: the dull and easy or the pleasant and difficult one. Dull and easy 

meant that she really only wanted him to give a lecture for S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. and had made up the story about the 

letters only because she was unsure whether or not Moody had any problems with one of their members— 

considering Mad-Eye’s character, that was always a possibility— so that holding a conference there might 

cause trouble for Mr. Spurvees, in which case it was safer not to mention the true reason for wanting to write to 

him. This would be a very diplomatic line of thought, probably rather suggested by her husband than a result of 

her own reasoning. Pleasant and difficult, on the other hand, implied that the S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. thing was as 

made up as the letters she had invented, which strongly suggested that her interest in Mr. Spurvees was of 

different a nature than what she pretended it to be. But, as he had pointed out to Sirius, “different” didn’t 
necessarily mean “romantic”. 

‘Not necessarily, but you’d greatly appreciate it, wouldn’t you?’ said a little voice inside his head. It had been 
uttering the most irrational things for the past few hours, and no objection or command to shut up would quell 

its enthusiasm. The problem was that it was absolutely right, which only made it more annoying. With an 

impatient sigh, Snape glanced at his watch. It was now 2 a.m., too ungodly an hour for asking whoever it was to 

listen to his ramblings; but he knew that McGonagall never went to bed earlier than that— the woman needed 

as little sleep as he did— and so it might be worth a try. The risk of waking her was practically nonexistent, for 

the fireplaces connected to the Floo intercom system were in the teachers’ offices; if you wanted to talk to 
somebody while in their private quarters, you had to do so without magic, by walking there and knocking at 

their door. So he took a pinch of Floo powder out of a small box on the mantelpiece, tossed it into the flames 

and called “Professor McGonagall’s office!” Instantly, his deputy’s head appeared in the fireplace. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Had Hermione known of Snape’s night-time talk with her former Transfiguration teacher, she would not have 

sunk back into depression on the following morning, when,  twenty-four hours after she had sent her letter, she 

still had not received an answer. 

“You must get out of bed,” Twitchy tried to cajole her, “You is having a visitor, mistress Hermione!” 

“I don’t care!” 

“But it is somebody you really likes, Mistress Hermione, you is going to feel much better if you takes a bath 

and then has breakfast with him. Look, I has already filled the tub for you and added that lavender salt you likes 

so much.  Please, mistress Hermione! Isn’t you even interested who is come to see you?” 

‘To hell with them all’, Hermione thought wistfully, ‘Now who could it be? Some hideously dressed elderly 
lady obsessed with charity projects or Harry’s personal assistant Dennis Creevey, who has come to brief me 
about the appointments and events that are to ruin my next week? But on the other hand, does it really matter? 

Sean hasn’t yet answered my letter and to keep the last remainder of self-esteem, I’d better convince myself that 
he didn’t even get it.  I wish I had never met him, at least I wouldn’t have got a glimpse of what could be, but 



never will. It’s going to be even more horrible now that I got him to think about without any hope of meeting 

him again. I can as well go through with it.’ 

“Tell me, Twitchy,” she said therefore, the weariness in her voice even more pronounced than before, “Who is 

it?” 

“Twitchy tells you if you gets out of bed, mistress Hermione!” 

The House Elf still squirmed inwardly at her own boldness, but she knew that this was the only way of getting a 

tired smile out of Hermione, a smile of pride because of what she had achieved by years of friendliness and 

patience. It was more the shadow of a smile, however, that Twitchy was rewarded with. 

“You still have a long way to go, my dear,” Hermione said, sitting up and throwing back the blankets. 

“Especially as far as blackmail is concerned. First and most important rule: you can’t blackmail anybody who 
doesn’t have to lose anything anymore. And if the information was meant to be a special treat for my being a 

good girl, I assure you that it is absolutely useless to reward me with something I don’t want for doing 
something I don’t want to do. But as it seems to please you out of your wits, tell me before you burst: Who has 

come to visit me?” 

She had thrown on her dressing gown and was now moving towards the bathroom, with Twitchy hopping up 

and down beside her. “It is Mr. Black, Mistress Hermione!” she squeaked, “What is you saying now?” 

“Well, that’s certainly much better than Creevey, without any doubt. Go on then, Twitchy, tell Sirius that I’ll be 
with him in twenty minutes. In the Empire salon,” she added as an afterthought. 

Twitchy disappeared with a crack and Hermione took off her dressing gown and nightdress. ‘Why do I even 
bother to wear the most exquisite creations of La Perla?’ she mused while gliding into the pleasantly hot water, 
‘Nobody ever sees them. Italian economy would probably suffer if I refused them from now on, considering the 

tons of stuff I’ve got and still get, but it really is not worth investing such an awful amount of money.’ Relishing 
the sensation of the fragrant water encompassing her body, she pondered the probability of Harry being the one 

who chose all those pieces of underwear, nightwear and jewellery that made their way into her drawers in a 

seemingly endless parade. ‘Maybe it’s Creevey,’ she thought and was very nearly amused by the idea. 

While the water caressed her skin, she let her thoughts wander further and, with unfailing certainty, they 

returned to Sean Spurvees— unsurprisingly, as the slightly tickling sensation of the foam against her throat 

provided ample possibilities for mental association. And then, a thought so blatantly obvious that she wondered 

it hadn’t already occurred to her, made her jerk her eyes wide open. Maybe Sirius knew Sean! She could ask 
Harry’s godfather about him. ‘Not that it makes any difference now,’ she thought. But if Sirius could give her 
even the tiniest bit of information, it would nearly be like meeting him again… well, nearly… but then she had 
become rather easy to satisfy. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

After his conversation with Minerva McGonagall, Severus had finally decided to go for the ‘difficult but 
pleasant’ option. He was extremely grateful to the Head of Gryffindor for her patience and advice— not that she 

had spared him; on the contrary, she had put him through his paces rather brutally. 



“Severus, I still haven’t got any clue as to what has made you become so completely different, and I won’t ask 
questions regarding it. Considering the enormousness of what I’d rather call an overall transformation, it must 
have been something very personal indeed, so I don’t intend to badger you. But let me tell you this: much as 

you have changed, you are still fundamentally an antisocial person. Yes, you are kind, you have become friends 

with Sirius and you occasionally meet with Albus or Alastor. But deep inside, you’re still lonely, and don’t you 
think even for a moment that you can fool me.” 

To that, he hadn’t been able to find an answer, let alone a contradiction, and had limited himself to silence, 
wondering inwardly how the hell that woman could be so perspicacious— ‘Must have something to do with her 
being a cat’, he thought. 

“I know that you’ll be surprised and maybe even scandalized at what I’m going to say now, but then I suppose 
that you have been seeing through the stern façade anyway, so maybe it won’t stagger you that much. 
Severus—” and here she had tilted up his chin, thus forcing him to look into her eyes, unusually soft behind her 

eternal square spectacles “—when love comes to you, in whatever guise, take it. Trust me, I would say the same 

thing if you fell in love with a student, regardless whether male or female, or with Remus Lupin, Livilla Wilcox 

or… well, with Hermione. I have been a widow for over thirty years now, my dear boy, and it hasn’t done me 
any good. I was stupid enough to miss my second occasion. And I solemnly declare that I won’t let you commit 

the same error.  What do you have to lose? If Hermione really has feelings for you and you get caught one fine 

day, well, so what? Do you think the Board of Governors will fire one of the best Headmasters we ever had 

because he has an affair with the Minister’s wife? So, where’s the risk?” 

The look he had given her must have shown more than he had intended to, for she let go of his chin rather 

brusquely and said, “Now get that black-clad bum of yours out of my office, I’m an old woman and have to 

catch up on some sleep.” 

After having written and owled the letter to Hermione, he went down to breakfast. McGonagall was already 

there, complete with impeccable bun and stern look that gave way to the smallest of smiles when he sat down 

beside her. 

“Where’s Sirius?” he asked, helping himself to some tea. “Hung over again or still safely ensconced in 

Agrippina’s tentacles?” 

Minerva’s smile became a grin and he thought he heard her chuckle. “Oh, no, no,” she replied, “Sirius has gone 

to visit Hermione.” 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 8 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Sirius, who had been sitting in the Empire salon at the small table used for breakfast, stood up when Hermione 

entered, crossed the room with a few quick paces and pulled her into a firm hug. Realizing that her fragile frame 

would possibly break if her held her like that any longer, he released her, holding her at arm’s length and then 
planted a soft kiss of the tip of her nose. 



“I wasn’t aware that they’re starving you here at the Manor, Mione, you’re all bones!” he said, letting his hands 

slowly glide down her arms. It had become second nature to him to make out female features despite 

camouflaging black robes, and so, after a second, more thorough, look at his godson’s wife, he added,  “Well, 

maybe a little more than bones.” And he gave her an unequivocal grin that made her blush slightly. 

To overcome this moment of embarrassment, for it seemed that the feelings Mr.  Spurvees inspired in her had 

suddenly made her think of every man who came near her as distinctly male, she took his hand and pulled him 

over to the table. 

“You see that breakfast, Sirius? Well, you can hardly say they are starving me, given the amounts of food 

offered me. Tea or coffee?” 

While adding milk and sugar to his tea, Sirius tried to analyse how he felt with her. She seemed kind enough, 

and certainly glad about his visit, but nevertheless he had the sensation of standing in front of a closed door, or 

an uninhabited house with bolted shutters. He had sensed the same at the celebration, without giving it much 

importance, for he supposed that in order to survive that kind of event, you simply had to block out as much as 

you could.  Now he cursed himself for never having been more insistent about seeing her— what did it matter if 

Harry was, or pretended to be, too busy to see him? He should have kept closer contact with Hermione. 

Except for the celebration, their last meeting had been more than one year ago, and he certainly didn’t 
remember her being so lost in herself that time. ‘Her eyes!’ he thought when she lifted her head to start talking, 
‘They’ve lost their spark. Sirius, you bloody, irresponsible…’ 

It cost her a visible effort not to simply remain silent. “So, Sirius,” she said, “to what do I owe the honour of 

your visit today?” 

“Well, I would refrain from calling it an honour,” he replied. “You know, I had become so used to you and 

Harry being abroad that it took me some time to get it through my notoriously thick skull that now you’re here 
and I can see you more often. Which I have the intention of doing, unless you’re going to tell me that you prefer 
not to waste your time with old men.” 

“I never thought of you as of an old man, Sirius. And I would be pleased, yes, very pleased indeed, at having 

you here more often. You just have to notify a day or two before you come, so I’d be able to cancel any 
appointments I might have.” 

That sounded rather encouraging, he thought. “So, it seems that you’re quite busy. Enlighten me, what are the 
duties and obligations of a minister’s spouse?” 

She smiled. “Oh, nothing of importance. Presiding over various societies, associations and so on of different 

kind, playing hostess—” here she flinched; 

Sirius saw it but wasn’t able to understand why “—to my husband’s numerous formal lunches and dinners, 

accompanying him to lunches and dinners if my presence is required… To make it short, I’m kind of a piece of 
decoration.  Decoration that talks, by the way, but I have managed to cut down on it pretty heavily.” 

What really made Sirius very uneasy was the light and seemingly insouciant tone that orchestrated those 

monstrosities. Was that really how she felt? Well, in that case things seemed pretty awful. He decided, however, 

to leave that particular task to Severus’s skills and chose instead to try and get the conversation over to Mr. 

Spurvees, as unobtrusively as possible. 



“Pity we had so little time to talk during the reception,” he said, apparently ignoring her last remark, “How did 

you find it? Was it very tiresome? Not only do you have to stand for hours on end, but the people are the same 

every year.  To make conversation must be rather difficult, I imagine.” 

He was absolutely sure that she had blushed ever so slightly. ‘Come on, girl,’ he thought, ‘come on and swallow 
the bait!’ 

“Oh, it always is. To keep the balance between seeming interested but not asking potentially awkward questions 

is an art. Not one that I wanted to study, but I didn’t really have the choice. Anyway, the fact that people are 
always the same greatly helps. Speaking of our guest list: I didn’t see Alastor Moody— I suppose he didn’t 
attend?” 

“’Course he didn’t,” Sirius laughed between two bites of toast, “He always finds a suitable excuse, Mad-eye 

does.” 

“Do you see him often?” 

“Mmmh—”he swallowed “—once a month, more or less. Sometimes he comes to Hogwarts, sometimes I go to 

visit him at the CAA, it depends on how busy we are.” 

Now Hermione was positively red in the face. “Really, to the CAA? Do you know the teachers there?” 

“Some of them, yes. Why are you asking?” 

“Oh, nothing… One of them was at the reception, I had never seen him before. Do you by any chance know 
him? He’s called… wait… John or Sean…, no definitely Sean… oh, for God’s sake, I don’t even remember his 
last name!” 

Sirius found her little act adorable. Had she been somebody else, he would have prolonged  the torture, but in 

this case he decided to be lenient instead. 

“If it is Sean, they only have one Sean, and that’s Sean Spurvees. Bit of a strange fellow, but OK.” 

“Spurvees, yes, of course, that’s it. Strange, you said?” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Although Snape had been Headmaster of Hogwarts for many years, he had by no means forgotten his potions 

skills, on the contrary, it was a running joke among the faculty that, from time to time, he slipped a little 

something in Professor Avanessian’s, the Potions teacher’s, morning tea, to cause some mild indisposition that 
allowed Severus to take over his duties for a day or two. In his desire to get his answer to Hermione as quickly 

as possible, he had prepared some Speed Enhancing Potion he then fed the reluctant owl. This concoction was 

one of his own school-day inventions. Back then, he had earned himself a substantial addition to his rather 

scarce pocket money by selling it to other students, his most assiduous clients being homesick first-years and 

lovesick seventh-years. It enabled the bird to cover the distance from southern Scotland to Dover in no more 

than three hours without showing major signs of exhaustion, thus providing Hermione with the second surprise 

of the day about one hour after Sirius had left for London where he was going to meet his friend Remus Lupin. 



He had invited her to accompany him and she very nearly had accepted, but then her reluctance to meet people 

from the past had won over, so that she was at home when Severus’s letter arrived. It was as formal as hers had 
been, merely saying that he felt honoured by her invitation and would be glad to discuss it in detail whenever 

she found the time to do so. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

“But the minister will be furious,” Dennis Creevey’s head said for the third time, looking at Hermione from the 
fireplace in the Manor’s entrance hall. “I really don’t know how—” 

“You don’t have to explain it to him, Dennis,” she retorted, “just tell him that I will not be able to accompany 

him because I forgot about it and took another appointment.” 

“But he will blame that on me, after all I’m responsible for your schedule!” 

This was not going the way Hermione had intended it to. The last thing she wanted was to draw attention to her 

lunch with Spurvees. She had taken his letter upstairs to her rooms— not without having read it at least ten 

times, to convince herself that it was not a product of her imagination—in order to write an answer 

immediately. When checking her schedule for the next days, she had nearly yielded to desperation: the word 

LUNCH was staring at her from every page of the agenda. She would not be able to see him for another five 

days, lest she decide to cancel the least important of those tedious appointments. The next day, she was to 

accompany Harry to an informal lunch with the Muggle Prime Minister— to eliminate that was out of the 

question. Finally, she had settled for the day after, mainly because the respective entry bore an annotation 

saying that the wife of the director of St. Mungo’s, with whom Harry had to discuss some important financial 
issues, would be prevented from participating due to a previously taken appointment. 

Hermione had not expected Dennis to oppose any resistance; usually he was a more than treatable person, but 

then usually Hermione accepted what he had in store for her in stony silence and had never yet argued with him 

about any single item on the long list of engagements. Now she dearly wished she had, it would have made 

seem today’s behaviour much less conspicuous. ‘Think, Hermione!’, she told herself, ‘What could be more 
important…’ 

And then the inspiration hit her. “I will write a short note for my husband and send it to you by Floo,” she said, 

“So you can give it to him without needing to explain anything. Thank you, Dennis.” 

Looking considerably relieved, the young man broke the connection, and Hermione went upstairs, feeling half-

guilty, half-elated and extremely conscious that she was beginning to spin a web of lies which it would take al 

lot of cunning to keep intact. ‘Unless Sean is merely being polite enough to accept my offer,’ she added 
mentally. 

Half an hour and several angrily crumpled sheets of parchment later, she was finally satisfied with the result of 

her efforts. 

Dear Harry, 



As Dennis maybe already told you, I will not be able to go to lunch with you and Archie Fitzwilliam the day 

after tomorrow, due to an appointment I took with Dr. Kimble. She was friendly enough to squeeze me in— you 

know how long her waiting list usually is. 

Hermione 

The owl that had brought Spurvees’ letter held out its leg expectantly. 

“No, my sweet,” Hermione said, softly stroking the bird’s head, “This is not meant for your master. It’s for my 
husband who will hopefully jump to the right conclusions and be more than happy that I’ve decided to see the 
gynaecologist.  Have patience, if I’m lucky, you’ll be busy enough soon.” 

She had to return to the entrance hall, for the fireplace there was the only one in the Manor connected to the 

Ministry of Magic, posted the note to Dennis’s office and, feeling considerably better, retired into her rooms to 
write an answer to Sean. For all she knew, he might not feel at his ease at a Muggle place, but the risk of being 

spotted by an acquaintance or a journalist if they met in a wizarding restaurant was simply too great. In case he 

was bewildered by her choice, she could always point out  that, after all, she was Muggle born and at times felt 

the need to breathe non-magical air. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The Speed enhancing potion not only helped to make Hermione’s day a lot brighter than she had expected it to 
be, it also prevented an argument between Sirius and Severus’s from turning into an apocalyptic row. 

Black had spent a very pleasant day with Remus Lupin, who was now working at the Ministry of Magic’s 
Werewolf Liaison Office courtesy of Minister  Potter. They had met in Politic Alley and agreed that, on such a 

splendid day, it would be a waste to stay in London. A friendly banter had ensued, for Sirius had suggested 

Apparating to Venice, only to be neatly refused by Remus, who claimed that he didn’t want them to be taken for 
a couple of fairies in a city that was so clearly a lovers’ destination. He was all for going to Palermo, where men 
were still men and sheep were nervous, but Sirius wouldn’t hear reason. So they had settled for three rounds of 
“Rock, Paper, Scissors” and Venice had won two out of three. 

Back at Hogwarts, Sirius was sitting in his office, busily copying phone numbers from the palm of his hand 

onto the “Italy” page of his address book, adding comments that would have made a sultan’s tenth concubine 
burst with feminist indignation, when the door flew open and the Headmaster came in, his usually pale face 

flecked with red. 

“Black!” he roared, “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

“A very good afternoon to you too, dear friend,” Sirius replied, “Has there been a Governors’ Decree that 
formally forbids knocking at Hogwarts or am I becoming a little deaf?” 

“Black, I’m in no mood for your childish jokes, I warn you! Isn’t it enough that every male wizard over thirteen 
wishes to be reborn as one of your fingertips?  Do you have to grope every woman that comes near you? 

Without any trace of respect for your friends’ feelings? Answer me! NOW!” 



“Er…” Sirius said, “Severus, are you sure you shouldn’t pay Poppy a visit? Are you alright? And if you are, 
what are you talking about?” 

Snape took a few deep breaths to steady himself and then continued, in a lower, but by no means less dangerous 

voice. “I am talking about your oh-so-well-timed visit at the Minister’s Manor this morning, my dear friend. 
About using me as lab rat, to test whether the forbidden fruit is ready to be plucked. About loyalty, you bloody 

Gryffindor stallion, about FRIENDSHIP!” 

At this point, his voice had risen to its former volume and Sirius’s desk, the edge of which the Headmaster was 
convulsively clenching, gave an audible crack. 

Sirius swallowed spasmodically and his face was slowly turning an unhealthy crimson. It was that infinitesimal 

fraction of a second that separates lightning from thunder in the very centre of a thunderstorm, that allowed a 

large tawny owl to sweep into the room through the open window and perch on Sirius’s desk, looking curiously 
from one to the other, probably amazed at its own perfect timing. The tension had been broken— Snape shot an 

angry glance at the bird that dared to interrupt his outburst of righteous wrath, saw the handwriting on the scroll 

of parchment tied to its leg and did a double take. 

Hands trembling, half from fury and half from anticipation, he hastily untied the letter and, after a quick perusal, 

said sheepishly, “Sirius, I suppose I owe you an apology.” 
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By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Without a single word, his face disfigured by a grimace of cold fury, Sirius strode past Snape, shoving him out 

of his way so violently that the Headmaster staggered into a bookshelf, exited the room and slammed the door 

shut behind him. Down the corridor, he ran into Agrippina Wilcox who had been on her way to his office, but 

only barked a brief apology and continued his way towards his rooms, where he snatched his broomstick and 

took off directly from the windowsill. Silently cursing Hogwarts’ anti-apparition wards, he arrived at the far end 

of the Forbidden Forest where he left his broomstick and Disapparated. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

“…without a considerable raise. Professor Maitlin’s skills are indispensable for the CAA and I therefore 
strongly suggest that the Ministry meet her request.  Yours sincerely etcetera etcetera, got that, lassie?” 

The secretary nodded and gave a small shriek when Sirius Black Apparated on her desk with a faint ‘plop’. 



“Misaimed again, eh, Sirius?” Moody growled, “Though if I told you once, I told you a hundred times that it 

isn’t polite to Apparate on top of a lady! Always ask first.” 

Giving the pretty witch an apologetic grin, Sirius jumped off her desk and said, “Can it, Mad-Eye, I got to talk 

to you.” 

“Always at your disposal, laddie, let’s go into my office. Clarice, we’ll call it a day. Have a nice evening.” 

Still lost for words, the secretary simply nodded, took her cloak and broomstick and made a rather hasty exit. 

Moody looked the other man up and down with his normal eye, while its magical twin made sure that Clarice 

had left for good, and put a hand on Sirius’s shoulder. 

“You seem a bit upset, my dear boy, what’s the matter? Run out of Viagra?” 

“Didn’t I tell you to can it? It’s about Severus.” 

“I see. Well, nothing that a glass of Ogden’s Old and a bit of talk can’t settle. Come on then.” 

Their first glass was emptied in silence and while Moody refilled both tumblers, he said, “You know, I can’t 
read minds. So you better tell me.” 

So Sirius told him. 

“…and it’s the old jealousy thing again, I thought we had overcome that problem long ago, but obviously I was 

wrong. I suppose it would have come up earlier, hadn’t he preferred to lead a monk’s life. And I was really 
convinced we had become friends. Friends! Ha! If it weren’t so serious, it would be a really funny joke,” he 

ended bitterly, downing the remains of his third whisky and holding out his glass for a refill. 

Moody looked at him doubtfully. “Are you sure you should—” 

“Oh, don’t bloody patronize me! Or is it because it costs two galleons the bottle?” 

Moody decided to overlook the insult and silently refilled Sirius’s glass.  Leaning back in his chair, he 

scrutinized the younger wizard’s angry face and slowly asked, “Did it ever occur to you that Severus might be 

very insecure?” 

The look he got instead of an answer told him that this had indeed never occurred to Black. “Oh, yeah, Severus 

is insecure and I’m marrying Hagrid! And even if he was, why doesn’t the bloody fool trust me? I saved his life, 
for God’s sake!” 

“He saved Harry’s life and now he dreams of shagging his wife. Where’s the difference?” 

Sirius had already opened his mouth to retort, but now he quickly closed it and pondered Moody’s words. “I 

guess I understand what you mean,” he finally said, “And you certainly have a point there. But there is a 

difference: Severus and I are the same age, we fought in that war side by side, whereas back when Severus 

saved his life, Harry was a mere boy. And he had the moral obligation to save him, or so he thought. With me, it 

was different. My moral obligation wasn’t a debt to repay, it was a reflex of humanity, so to say. We made our 
peace, Alastor. We’re friends!” 

The old Auror sighed. “Sirius, sometimes you’re so Gryffindor it verges on idiocy. Allow an old man to tell you 
something: for you and the likes of you, it’s all good or bad. Friendship or hate. Black or White. Nothing in 



between—you wouldn’t acknowledge the existence of Grey if it were giving you a blow job. But grey exists, 

laddie, it’s everywhere and in every possible shade.” He took a large gulp of whisky. “You saved Severus’s life, 
he decided you weren’t a bastard, you decided he wasn’t as much of a bastard as you thought, both of you 

learned to respect each other and so you became friends. You’re both living in a very small world, Sirius. 
Hogwarts is a universe of its own. Teaching, having meals together, talking mostly about work, no rivalries… 
None of you knows what it means to live in the real world. I doubt  you’d be up to it—No, don’t interrupt me,” 

he cut off Sirius’s attempt to reply, “You really should hear this out. You and Severus are both veterans of a war 

you entered when you should have done nothing but play Quidditch and snog every available girl. You spent 

the better part of your youth in Azkaban and he was a Death Eater. No point in pretending you haven’t suffered 
severe damage. And when it was all over, you both retired into your little idyll, grateful to have found a haven 

and glad to have buried the battle axe. I want to ask you something now, and I insist on getting an honest 

answer: what do you think would have happened if one or both of you hadn’t returned to Hogwarts? Would you 
be friends now?” 

The sun had set some time ago and now it was getting dark in Moody’s office. He snipped his fingers to light a 
fire, but left the candles unlit. This was a very intimate conversation and he preferred to allow his friend a 

semblance of protection. For a long time, they sat in silence, Moody staring into the flames with half-closed 

eyes and Sirius totally lost in his thoughts, with only the accelerated pulse on his temple betraying his inner 

turmoil. When he finally spoke, his voice was raw with emotion. 

“I don’t know, Alastor. I honestly don’t know. But I can tell you something: I don’t have a family, and I don’t 
have many friends. I suppose if I hadn’t gone to teach at Hogwarts, I would be closer with Remus now, but then 
he’s married and I would probably be… superfluous. Harry was abroad for such a long time and now he’s so 
busy… I’ve lost him, too. So many of my friends are dead and gone forever. So I thought that Severus… I don’t 
know what would have happened if we had followed different paths, but as things are, we have become 

friends—at least I thought so.” 

Moody leaned forward and put his hands on Sirius’s. “I didn’t mean to tell you that you aren’t, I merely wanted 
you to realize that, in a way, you were forced to become friends and in order to succeed, you had to put aside 

certain things which could have endangered that process. But sooner or later, these things have a nasty tendency 

to throw themselves into your way when least you need them. On the other hand, I imagine that after so many 

years of friendship, you should be able to sort them out. Don’t ask me how, though,” he concluded on a lighter 

note, “I’m no bleeding psychologist.” 

“No need to state the blatantly obvious, Mad-Eye. Give me one more for the road and then I’ll be off.” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

When she was alone in her rooms and didn’t need to control herself, Hermione had been so blissfully excited 
for the last two days that Twitchy was soundly shocked at finding her on her bed, reduced to a sobbing bundle 

of misery. The elf briefly considered calling for help, but then thought better of it, hopped onto the bed and 

crouched beside her mistress. 

“Mistress Hermione,” she ventured, “Why is you crying?” 

The only reaction she got was a violent shake of the head and a desperate wail. 

“Mistress Hermione, if you tells Twitchy, maybe she is helping you!” 



“I can’t tell you, Twitchy!” came the muffled answer, “Just leave me alone!” 

The little elf, who usually followed each of her mistress’s commands meticulously, for once had no intention to 
do so. After all, she had a suspicion that both Hermione’s former euphoria and actual distress were two faces of 
one and the same coin, namely being in love. The problem was getting her to talk.  “If you doesn’t stop crying 
now, mistress Hermione, you is going to be all swollen and blotchy, and what will the doctor say when she sees 

you like this?” 

“Doctor? What doctor?” Hermione asked, lifting her head just enough to prove that Twitchy’s dire predictions 
about her looks had been right. Seeing the elf’s knowing grin, she realized the gaffe she had just committed and 

blushed violently. “Y-yes, of course, doctor Kimble,” she stuttered in a feeble effort at remedy, “I…I cancelled 
the appointment, I’m not going any more. I can’t go.” And she buried her head even deeper in the pillows. 

Feeling she was participating in some kind of highly dangerous “Truth or Dare” where asking a question held 

far more risk than accepting a dare, Twitchy inquired cautiously, “But does you really have an appointment 

with Dr. Kimble, mistress Hermione? I thinks you makes it up.” She would have to iron her hands for this, she 

thought, even though the House Elves at the Manor were threatened with clothes in case they indulged in self-

punishment. 

The head came up again and met Twitchy’s eyes with a look of utter horror. “You haven’t told anybody, have 
you?” 

The elf shook her head so violently that her ears made a very funny noise and Hermione had to smile in spite of 

herself. “I hasn’t told anybody and I isn’t going to tell. But please, mistress Hermione, tell Twitchy what is 

making you cry, I is trying to help you.” 

And so Hermione spilled out her secret, at first reluctantly, but then more and more willingly, glad to have 

finally found a confidante, even if it was only a House Elf. She had been choosing a dress for her date (or at 

least she thought of it as a date, even if for now it was still a business lunch) when it had suddenly occurred to 

her that she didn’t have two sickles to rub together. Well, she had, in theory, but in this particular situation, she 

hadn’t. When she had spent the summer holidays at home, her parents had of course given her pocket money, 
but she had never saved any of it or opened a bank account. Once she had been married, she had unlimited 

access to Harry’s more than well-endowed Gringott’s vault, but she hadn’t yet sunken so low that she would 
have used her husband’s money to pay for lunch with the man she secretly wanted to be her lover. And she was 
the hostess, so she had to pay, above all because she had suggested that he hold a lecture on a purely honorary 

basis. Which left the usual procedure of having the bill sent to the Ministry, but in a Muggle restaurant the 

phrase “The bill goes to the Ministry, as usual” would not have made much of an impression. 

“But couldn’t you get Muggle money at Gringott’s?” Twitchy asked when Hermione had finished her 

somewhat watery monologue. 

“Didn’t you pay attention? I don’t have any money and I certainly wont use Harry’s—” 

“But I has money, Mistress Hermione, plenty of it, you pays us so well and I never spends anything, so you just 

tells me how much you needs and I gives it to you!” 

To borrow money from her elf— the thought didn’t do much for Hermione’s already damaged self-esteem, but 

it was her only option unless she considered standing Sean up an option, which she certainly didn’t. “That 

would be very kind of you, Twitchy,” she said therefore, “And I’ll pay you back as soon as I can. But for today 
I gladly accept. I think I’ll change fifty galleons, just to be sure.  Thank you so much!” 



Twitchy was thoroughly elated. Not only had Hermione stopped crying, she had also confided her secret to her 

and accepted her help— the elf made a silent vow to duly celebrate this day from now on. Aloud she said, “I is 

getting the money and then I is helping you with your face, Mistress Hermione, so you is going to look your 

best for Mr. Spurvees.” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

At that very moment, Mr. Spurvees alias Severus Snape was fighting a losing battle against the joined forces of 

Minerva McGonagall and Sirius Black. 

“I said I wouldn’t wear a tie and I’m not going to wear a tie!” he barked, “You know I hate them!” 

Sirius was laughing so hard he couldn’t utter a single word, but Minerva was still able to speak and so she did. 
“You can’t go to have lunch with the minister’s wife and not wear a tie, Severus. It’s rude.” 

“But we are going to a Muggle place, Minerva, can’t you get that into your head?  Muggle restaurant, 

Bibendum, to be exact, so who in bloody hell needs a tie there ? They don’t know that she’s the blasted 
Minister’s wife, so she won’t be compromised! This argument is ridiculous!” 

McGonagall only harrumphed, and Sirius, having by now recovered from his fit of laughter, played his trump 

card. “This suit screams for a tie, Severus, if you wear it without, you’ll look like an Italian second-hand car 

salesman.” 

And so Severus Snape, fuming and swearing worse than he would ever have thought himself capable of, put on 

a tie. When he had finished the dressing procedure, Sirius and Minerva did a last diligent inspection of his looks 

and seemed so satisfied that for a moment, Severus had the eerie feeling of being looked at by a couple of proud 

parents. 

“Irresistible,” was Sirius’s verdict. “Now, esteemed Headmaster, let’s go through the check list, short but 

important: CV?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. List of conference topics?” 

“Yes.” 

“Muggle money?” 

“Yes.” 

“Condoms?” 

“Yes- what? Sirius, you dirty… get that canine mind out of the gutter, damn you!” 

“Just kidding, Severus. Have a nice lunch and… behave!” 

 



Pygmalion 

Chapter 10 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Although Hermione had indicated the small private park at Pelham Crescent as ideal apparition point, as it was 

directly behind the Bibendum and only at a few yards’ distance from the busy crowds of Fulham Road, Snape 

chose to bring forward his departure from Hogwarts by half an hour and Apparate in one of the many twisted 

side lanes of Knightsbridge instead. He felt like walking the rest of his journey, partly to calm his nerves and 

also because it was not too often that he allowed himself an outing into Muggle London. 

It was one of those splendid late summer or early autumn days when the ever so slight chill and crispiness of the 

air already tells those susceptible enough to listen that fall is now fast approaching. But the sun still had the 

power to warm, and for a while Snape merely enjoyed the feeling of hot and cold alternating on his back, when 

he stepped from shadow into bright sunlight and then returned into the bluish shades which it took his eyes 

some time to adjust to. To wander mindlessly was a pleasure he rarely conceded himself and he felt a twinge of 

disappointment when he realized that he had arrived at his destination. 

The Bibendum, one of London’s temples of gastronomic finesse since nearly three decennials ago, had lost 

nothing of its fame and haute cuisine glory, but now that it was nearing its thirtieth  birthday, its reputation had 

slowly but gradually changed from the yuppie chic of its earlier days to the status of something like a sanctuary 

for those still able to appreciate the exquisite artistry of its chefs. To have lunch or dinner at the Bibendum these 

days meant that people had to and wanted to spend no less than  three hours seated comfortably under the 

discreetly watching eyes of the restaurant’s staff, enjoying food, wine and conversation without any obligation 
to vacate the table for those already queuing up eagerly at the entrance. There were far more regulars now, 

among them also some rather eccentric figures, which had been Hermione’s motive to choose the Bibendum as 
a location for their meeting, for any strange behaviour of a wizard not too accustomed with the Muggle world 

might easily pass as eccentricity, as she knew from past experience. More than any other Minister of Magic 

before him, Harry tried to foster and enlarge the relationship between the magical and Muggle worlds, which 

often brought him and members of the Ministry staff to share a table with Muggle politicians or scientists. The 

fact that the young Minister was obsessed by “being always available to each and everybody, be it a wizard or a 

Muggle” had given his wife the fringe benefit of being able to snatch his cellular phone while he was taking a 

shower and book a table for the lunch she was looking forward to so very much. 

They had agreed to meet directly at their table, and Snape had arrived some minutes early for he thought it to be 

the apex of impoliteness to have a lady sit all on her own, waiting for her vis à vis. While following the maître 

d’ towards the far end of the room, he gave the assembled guests a perfunctory look-over and noted to his 

satisfaction that he was blending in perfectly: he was wearing a single-breasted dark grey wool-and-silk suit of 

neither too traditional nor too avantgardistic cut, the shirt underneath was dark grey as well, though a few 

shades lighter, and, as a tribute to his House affiliation, his tie sported a very unobtrusive pattern of silver and 

green. Black socks and shoes and a light coat that was still hanging carelessly over his arm completed a picture 

of carefully understated class. 

Had Twitchy not made an invaluable contribution to both calming her mistress and choosing her  clothes, 

Hermione would probably still have been rummaging through a chaos of underwear, dresses, suits and shoes at 

half past twelve, the hour at which they had agreed to meet. But the little elf had taken the situation firmly in her 

hands, seeing to it that she Apparated out at twelve sharp, so as to be able to change money and arrive by taxi in 

time. When Hermione alighted from the car, she briefly wondered who might have put all that jelly into her 

knees, but then pulled herself together and graciously ascended the stairs leading from the ground floor entrance 



to the restaurant situated at the first floor. While entering it, she immediately spotted Sean and gave him a smile 

and small wave, and had they both not been so bedazzled by seeing each other, they might have noticed that the 

swing door remained open a little too long after she had released the handle. 

Her heart hammering under a perfectly composed outward appearance, she crossed the room, and the sight of 

her made Snape think that one of the very few strokes of geniality he had to credit the Muggle world with was 

the invention of short skirts. 

He rose from his seat to greet her. 

“Mrs. Potter, what a pleasure to meet you again.” (“Hermione, you are breathtaking!”) 

“Mr. Spurvees, the pleasure is all mine. I am so glad you could spare some of your precious time for me.” 

(“God bless the French for inventing the kiss of the hand. Oh, this does feel good!”) 

He waited until she had sat down and then followed suit. “An aperitif, madam, sir?”, the maître d’ asked. 

“What about you, Mrs. Potter? Would you like an aperitif?” (“Aperitif- foreplay, what a highly interesting 

analogy.”) 

“Uh… yes, I think so. Definitely. I’ll have a Kir Royal, thank you.” (“Aperitif- foreplay: Seems interesting. So 

I’ll have at least an aperitif, once in my life.”) 

“The same for me, thank you.” (“How come that I never saw that adorable dimple in your left cheek? I wonder 

if it’s a sensitive spot.”) 

“So, Mr. Spurvees, did you find Pelham Crescent to be an agreeable place for Apparating?” (“I think this is 

going to be remembered for being the most stupid and commonplace opening for a conversation. Get a grip, 

Hermione, get a goddamned grip!”) 

He smiled at her. “I am fairly sure it would have been, but as I am in London only very rarely, I preferred to 

Apparate to Knightsbridge and walk the rest.” (“You seem to be at least as insecure as I’m feeling right now, 
poor Hermione, but what a relief!Oh, I just hope you aren’t offended that I refused the Apparition point you 
suggested!”) 

“Ah, I see. Well, I only suggested it because I had noticed it was such a quiet spot when I came here with my 

husband. Then, of course, we arrived by Ministry car…” (“Stop mentioning Harry, you stupid, silly, 

insufferable COW!”) 

“Yes, of course. I suppose it wouldn’t be too decorous if the Minister just Apparated, would it? Like if the 

President of the United States parachuted right into Buckingham Palace’s Court of Honour!- Ah, wonderful, 

here are our aperitifs!” (“Uh-oh! The husband! This is definitely a warning. So we are really just having a 

business lunch- I should have known it. Fuck Potter!”) 

They raised their glasses. “To your health, Mrs. Potter, and may S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. live up to their duties better 

than their president does to their name!” (“Good heavens, I spend too much time with Sirius, that was awfully 

cliché!”) 

“…” (“Think, Hermione, try to think of something witty to answer- too late! He didn’t even look me in the 
eyes- it seems he really is interested only in the conference. Merde de merde de merde!”) 



«  Mr Spurvees-«  (« OK, last attempt!”) 

“Please, call me Sean!” (“Siriuser and Siriuser!”) 

“Oh, that was exactly what I-… I mean, just call me Hermione.” (“Oh, I’m just so brilliant! Please God, let me 
have a heart attack right now, then maybe at least he’ll do some mouth-to-mouth!”) 

“I’d be delighted to, Hermione!” (“Darling, love, sweetheart, whatever you want! Sexy bitch as well, with the 

utmost pleasure!”) 

A waiter brought them the menus and the wine list. He was obviously French and maybe even more obviously 

gay. “Zere is also zome specialtee of ze chef vee ‘ave not poot on ze menu. ‘e ‘as prepared ze most delishoos 
Foie Gras Truffé avec de la Confiture de Pommes Amères Parfumées à l’Eau de Roses. It might seem a littel … 
er… strange, but you will see… it iz ‘eaven ! » To illustrate this, he rolled his eyes and kissed his fingertips. 

Hermione had eaten this and other “specialteeze” in France rather often, but she was not so sure whether Sean 

might like it, more so as she doubted that he had understood the dish’s French name. “I’m not sure,” she said, 

looking at him, “Goose liver with—” 

“—quince jam perfumed with rosewater, why not? Same for you? Well then, we’ll both have it. Any wine 
preferences, Hermione? I think it should be a rather accentuated white wine, strong but fruity, with a light 

aftertaste of spice. Now let me see…” (“What a show-off you are, Severus, first French and then wine… But 
wine is a mere trifle for a real potions master. And after Sirius described me as some kind of nutty professor, I 

have to do something for my image!”) 

Under the appreciative gaze of the waiter—Severus was dead sure he did appreciate more than just his excellent 

knowledge of wines—he opted for a bottle of Gewürztraminer and then turned his attention back to Hermione. 

“Now, Hermione, just in order to get the business done…” (“Not that it seems that there will be anything else, 

but then, maybe we can have a nice time anyway…”) 

He rummaged through the pockets of his trousers, then of his jacket, and finally produced two sheets of 

parchment. “This,” and he shoved one of them over to her, “is my CV, I suppose S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. will need it. 

And here,” now the second sheet made its way over to her side of the table, “ is a list of possible topics for my 

conference, I suggest you leave the choice to them. Unless,” he hurriedly added, “You see something you find 

so interesting that you’re ready to overrule them all.” (“And you really could do that, you know, at least you 

would have done so years ago, when you were an insupportable, bossy know-it-all.”) 

Hermione quickly perused the list. “The Goblin Revolution of 1284 and Hadrianus Pacimius’s Pseudo-Ptolemy: 

A Lesson in Advanced Arithmancy?” was the title that immediately caught her eye. 

‘Arithmancy!’, she thought, ‘Good heavens, I was such a natural in Arithmancy, above all when it came to its 

interdisciplinary use! If things had gone differently, this might just be my newest obsession!’ And suddenly, she 
found it very hard not to burst into tears over the mess she had made of her life. 

“Hermione, is there anything wrong with the list? I can easily rewrite it, if necessary, it is just that I didn’t have 
that much time…” (“Or rather, Binns could rewrite it. But I can see those tears in your eyes, my love, if you 

made it just a little bit more obvious, I could hold your hand!”) 

“Oh, no! No, on the contrary, it’s marvellous, really good. May I keep it?” (“You don’t even see that I’m on the 
verge of crying, you stupid, handsome bastard, why don’t you at least ask whether I’ve got an allergy?”) 



Their starters arrived and turned out to be just as “delishoos” as the waiter had announced. 2009 had be a 

vintage year, the wine was extraordinary and the tastes of soft and creamy goose liver, slightly crunchy and 

bitter apple, roses and wine bursting into a sensual blend on the palate made both Severus and Hermione wish 

they could partake of this epitome of haute cuisine in a different setting. Both their imaginations were furnished 

with lit fireplaces, candles, luscious cushions and surprising amounts of naked skin. Needless to say that cutlery 

didn’t play a prominent part. 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 11 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

The wine, as Hermione soon became aware, was not only excellent, but also very strong and she was not used 

to drinking at such an early time of day. Thus she had not taken small, careful sips, but emptied her first glass 

rather quickly, upon which their solicitous waiter arrived instantly to refill it. Those small movements of putting 

down the cutlery, taking the glass, drinking, putting it back on the table and taking the cutlery again also seemed 

to be the perfect means of filling what had become a prolonged and quite awkward silence. Both had indulged 

their starter-induced fantasies without a word, taking the other’s muteness for a lack of interest in continuing 

what had started as a not-very-brilliant conversation, hence neither of them felt like making the next attempt. 

This was especially true for Severus, who felt that his list of topics had pushed some unpleasant button, but was 

completely clueless about what to say or do to alleviate her all-too-obvious discomfort. 

Both were grateful when the waiters removed their empty plates and thus provided a short but extremely 

welcome diversion. Then they were given the menus yet again, which meant safe territory for conversation, but 

also the need of resuming verbal exchange, which by now seemed less than desirable to both of them. 

“Do you mind the smell of fish, Sean?” (“This is getting worse and worse, I wish I could just get out, but that 

would be very rude indeed.”) 

“I beg your pardon? Sorry, I was elsewhere with my thoughts.” (“Well, that should have settled it- maybe a 

little rude, but I won’t make a fool of myself and show any interest if she doesn’t.”) 

“Fish. Do you mind the smell? I’d like to have some, but there are people who just can’t stand the smell of it.” 

(“Elsewhere with your thoughts. Serves me right. When we’ve placed our orders, I’m going to the loo, 
otherwise I’ll suffocate. Why don’t the waiters ever come when you need them?”) 

If there was anything Snape hated even more than eating fish, it was smelling it. It made him almost sick. “ Oh, 

by all means, Hermione, if you feel like eating fish, have some! I don’t mind in the least.” (“So maybe that 

gives me a suitable excuse for leaving the table and going to throw up, though I don’t think I’d really need the 
stench of fish to do so. Gods, I’ve never felt so awful in my whole life!”) 

When they had placed their orders Hermione excused herself and left the table.  Snape who, despite of being 

downcast, still remembered his good manners, half rose from his chair when she got up and, when she had 

turned round to cross the room, he fell back into his chair with a sigh of despair. He forced himself not to follow 

her with his look, for the sight of her rear end in that short skirt might have fuelled his imagination and so, for 

the second time, neither of them noticed the swing door’s apparent refusal to follow the law of gravity, 
Hermione being in too much of a turmoil to notice anything but her own misery. 



‘I’m fifty-six years old and a complete fool,’ Snape mused, while sitting alone, ‘How could I think I had fallen 
in love in the first place and, even more absurdly, presume she had been attracted to me? It is inconceivable, no, 

it is impossible, to fall in love just because you see a person and exchange a few words with her. Granted, I’ve 
been alone for a very long time, probably too long, and so I have completely lost the ability to judge my own 

emotions. After all, what happened? I saw her, found that she was beautiful and that maybe Sirius is right, 

which makes her a beautiful, unhappy woman. Which further means that I proved a mix of compassion and 

physical attraction. But these two put together don’t mean I’m in love. – Damn it all, if only she were in love 

with me… But I’m just feeling disappointed and my pride has been hurt… I wish I could simply leave!’ 

Hermione arrived at a very similar conclusion, though the path leading to it could not have been more different. 

Looking at her reflection in the mirror, she tried to conjure some of the happy anticipation she had felt an hour 

ago, but when it came back to her, it was violently shoved out by the feeling of disappointment and despair that 

threatened to overwhelm her. ‘It’s nothing more than the just punishment for wanting to be unfaithful to Harry. 

Instead of making the best of what I’ve got, I try to cheat my way into some bogus fantasy of happiness with a 
man I don’t even know. I need sex? I can get it from my husband. I need affection? I can get it from my 

husband. I simply should have tried a little harder instead of rejecting him all the time. Now not only has my 

heart been hurt, to say nothing of my pride, but I also have to talk S.P.I.N.S.T.E.R. into inviting him to hold that 

lecture. I wish I had never had this foolish idea— if at least I could simply leave!’ 

When she returned to the table, Hermione had managed to put on her usual mask of stony composure, but her 

eyes betrayed such grief that Snape, despite all his previous musings, reached for her hand that was lying limply 

on the edge of the table. 

“Hermione, I really don’t want to be indiscreet or tactless, but is there anything wrong?  When I gave you the 

list of topics, you seemed so… I don’t know,” he continued lamely, “I got the impression that you disliked what 

you saw… and now there is such an expression of pain in your eyes… If you detest my company for some 
reason, I’ll relieve you of my presence immediately.” 

His first entirely sincere and unaffected words since they had greeted each other did not remain without effect. 

She squeezed his hand. “No, it certainly is neither your company nor your list to make me feel a bit out of sorts. 

It’s just…” Her voice trailed off. ‘How could I tell you what is wrong? If I wanted to be honest, I’d have to say 

that my life is a mess, that I’m unhappy and that I feel utterly ridiculous. But on the other hand, this looks like 
genuine concern. You may not fancy me, but you certainly are a nice guy, so what the hell…’ 

The arrival of the main course forced Severus to take his hand off hers, much to his disgruntlement. And now he 

thoroughly regretted to have not given an honest answer when she had asked him about the fish. ‘If I get up now 
and run out of the room, she would take it as an offence. So the alternatives are either to be sick all over the 

table or to tell the truth. Come on, out with it, who the hell cares…’ 

“Hermione, I have to make a confession: I lied about the fish. The mere smell of it makes me nauseous.” 

“Oh,” she said, smiling at him, “Well, then I suppose I’ll have to change it.” 

The waiter was instructed to bring her the same ‘specialtee’ as Severus had ordered, lamb fillet with some 
elaborate Mediterranean side dish, and when he had left, Snape took advantage of the absence of food on the 

table to put his hand over hers again. “Is there anything I can do in order to make up for the fish gaffe? And 

didn’t you want to tell me what was wrong?” (“That dimple is going to drive me completely crazy and didn’t I 
want to stay calm and composed?  Congratulations, Severus, you really are a man of iron self-discipline!”) 

“This might turn into a very long, complicated and exceedingly boring story. Are you sure you can take it? But 

then, it would be the just punishment for causing that delicious swordfish to be taken away from under my nose, 

don’t you think so?” 



He nodded in agreement, still holding her hand. 

“Well then, what would you feel like if you were thirty-four years old, supposed to be the happiest of all 

humans, but became aware that you completely fucked up your life?” 

“I… er, think that I understand you perfectly”, Snape replied calmly, “I was in a similar situation at your age… 
But please, elaborate!” 

  

~~~*****~~~ 

  

Two hours later, Hermione was soundly drunk, feeling happier than she had in years and giggling 

uncontrollably. Snape rather liked this side of her. 

“Hermione,” he said, “I really don’t want to be a spoilsport, but we should get some coffee into you and maybe 
another wee dessert, otherwise the Minister might have something to say about your business lunches!” 

She gave him a slightly unfocused look and he could see that more giggles were bubbling up in her throat. 

“He… he thinks that I’m at the genyc… genec… God, this is a difficult word… gynaecologist,” she blurted out 

between fits of laughter. 

His brain, slightly fogged by hormones and wine, for he had decided to drink more in order to make her drink 

less, took in what she had said, but was a little slow at processing the information. It succeeded, though, at long 

last, and when he realized the full extent of her words, he must have looked very stupid indeed, for she nearly 

fell off her chair from laughing. 

“Wait a moment, Hermione, does that mean that… correct me if I’m wrong, but does that mean—” 

“It means that I wanted to see you.” She sounded surprisingly sober. 

“To see me…” he repeated, “But why—” 

Again, she interrupted him. “I wanted to see you, period.” 

“About… the lecture?” 

“No.” 

“Just me, then?” 

“Yes. Does that make you feel bad?” 

He swallowed, suddenly feeling very light-headed. “That’s not exactly what I wanted to express. It’s just a bit 
too much… I… I was convinced you weren’t interested and I thought—oh, to hell with it. Mrs. Potter, are you 

aware of the fact that we have wasted three hours, well, not really wasted, for I have the consolation of knowing 

a lot more about you now, but it could have been so much more pleasurable, especially at the beginning…” 



She gave him another smile—they were growing better and better, he thought, not only because of that 

dimple… “So we’ll have to make the best of what’s left,” she said with a mischievous smile that gave his 

hormones a violent stir, “And use the remaining minutes to devise a way of meeting again. Any ideas?” 

“Some coffeee, monsieur, madame?” the waiter interrupted their ogling feast, “We ‘ave ze most wonderful 
petits fours to accompanee it, avec des pistaches aand also aux fraises…” 

Severus gave him one of his best trademark stares that made the waiter shrivel into submission. “Yes,” he said 

curtly, “Bring it, all of it! Well, what are you waiting for, man? We haven’t got all day!” 

“Certainlee, monsieur, I’m sorree, but iz it two coffeee?” Snape merely nodded and the waiter disappeared at 

lightning speed. 

“I’m a little confused right now,” he admitted, quickly grabbing her hand again, “But I assure you that I will 

think about it. And so should you.” 

Severus had never been to a Muggle cinema, nor had he ever watched TV, so it was only Hermione who felt 

like she was playing a part in some horrendous crossbreed between Barbara Cartland’s and Rosamunde 
Pilcher’s equally appalling brainchildren—but then it was such a wonderful sensation! She decided to simply 

enjoy it and forget her scruples about being cliché. She was happy, period. 

They left the restaurant no earlier than four o’clock, high time for Hermione to get home. Severus was about to 

kiss her hand, as he had done at her arrival, but then saw the expectant look in her eyes and said “Under the 

circumstances, I think it would be appropriate to kiss, wouldn’t it?” 

She laughed. “I would hardly call it appropriate, considering that I’m married. But it’s at least as desirable as it 
is inappropriate.” 

His arms crept round her waist and just when she was closing her eyes to relish in the sensation of his lips on 

hers, he said dryly “You’re very short. This is going to be a major problem. But for today, let’s try like this. 
Remind me that you should sit on my lap next time.” 

It worked surprisingly well, though; so well, in fact, that an old lady walking past them made a lot of tutting 

noises and mumbled something about “degenerated morals”. 

“On the count of three?” Severus asked when they finally separated. 

She nodded. “I’ll write to you soon. Good bye. One, two, three.” 

Two faint ‘plop’s, and they were gone. Then there was a third ‘plop’ but, of course, they didn’t hear it any 
more. 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 12 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 



“Is it not strange that sheep’s guts should hale souls out of men’s bodies?” Sirius recited dramatically, opening 

the door to the Headmaster’s office in an unceremonious way. 

Snape was sitting at the fireplace, a tumbler with suspicious-looking amber liquid in his hand, gazing 

mindlessly into the flames. This whole picture of dejected grandeur was—quite literally—orchestrated by 

Elgar’s ‘Variatons On A Theme By Thomas Tallis’, pouring out at top volume from a prosaic Muggle stereo 
Snape had enchanted to make it work despite the strong field of magical energy at Hogwarts. The atmosphere 

the music created was one of solemn sadness, which, at least according to Sirius’s convictions, didn’t quite 
figure with the way you were supposed to feel when you had just returned from the first date with the woman 

you fancied. Sirius was puzzled. So she had lied to him when he had been to see her? But why should she? If 

there had been any point in lying, it would have been to claim the contrary, had he insinuated that she was in 

love with mysterious Mr. Spurvees. But it had gone the other way round, it was she who had more or less 

opened her heart to him. So something had to have gone dreadfully wrong. 

“Severus?” he ventured, his whole body tense—a habit acquired in his Quidditch Keeper days, for he fully 

expected a hex to hit him lest he duck it in time. The absence thereof was even more unnerving, he found, above 

all as the black figure that was Severus Snape didn’t move at all. Moreover the black mass of his robes against 
the bright yellow and orange background of the fire made him seem two-dimensional and thus even more static. 

“Severus, is everything all right?” he asked again, now really preoccupied. When the figure finally moved, he 

exhaled in relief.  “Basically, yes,” the Headmaster replied without looking at him. 

“Is ‘basically’ good or bad?” Sirius further inquired. 

“If only I knew,” was the enigmatic answer. 

Sirius felt that after the long talk they had had subsequently to his visit at the CAA, they had accomplished one 

more step towards each other; which, in his opinion, entitled him to show instead of only feel his worry. “Is 

there something you’d like to tell me?” 

“And if I told you that what I desire most in this precise moment is to simply vanish from the face of the earth?” 

Alarm bells rang hysterically in Sirius’s head—he had seen two suicide attempts by Severus and didn’t exclude 
that, if the man was driven far enough into despair, he would give it a third try without too much hesitation. 

“Did it… go wrong?” he probed, “I mean, did she… refuse you?” He had difficulties even to speak the word- 

having got a glimpse of the demons still lurking somewhere in the recesses of the former Death Eater’s soul, he 
could only try to understand what a blow a rejection would have meant to him.  Snape only shook his head. 

Somehow, Sirius felt the tension in the air, probably it was his canine instinct that made such perceptions almost 

unbearably sharp, and he was conscious of being moving on very thin ice now, but decided he would make 

another attempt. “So does she feel the same way about you? Or didn’t you touch the subject at all?” 

Finally, the intense stare of a pair of black eyes came to rest on him. “Am I right in presuming that you aren’t 
going to give up?” 

“Got it in one. So you better unclamp that mouth of yours and tell me what happened. Within the limits of 

decency, of course,” he added with a grin.  The description of the first hour or so of the lunch would have 

caused him even deeper worry, had he not concluded from Severus’s previous answer that in the end they had 
come to some sort of understanding, and that the whole thing had not ended in a catastrophe. ‘But that’s how it 
goes when two cold fish come together,’ he thought and involuntarily chuckled at the mental picture of two 
guppies desperately trying to communicate. 



“I am sure that it seems very funny to you, but believe me, it was everything but funny then!” the Headmaster 

snapped at him. “So you better watch yourself unless you want me to throw you out of my office!” 

“Uh, sorry”, Sirius said sheepishly, “I just…” But then thought better than to justify himself, for any excuse he 

could come up with would probably have nettled the already irritated wizard even more. Snape gave him a 

vintage Don’t-You-Bloody-Dare-To-Tease-Me glare and continued his account.  Sirius, who changed his 

girlfriends more often than his teaching robes—and he was very intent on hygiene and appearance—had an 

inexplicable soft spot for true love and romance and “They lived happily ever after” and whichever rosy clichés 

there might be. During Harry’s year of secretly dating Hermione, he had been his confidant, and his godson had 

told him more than once that his taste for fluffy sappiness that made his eyes glitter when the conversation 

turned on love, made him resemble to Hagrid in a rather uncanny way. And promptly, when Snape told him 

about the kiss, the ocean blue eyes became suspiciously brilliant, and, by mere reflex, Sirius took the 

handkerchief offered him by his friend.  He didn’t realize his mistake until he looked up and saw the sardonic 
smile on Snape’s face. “Does ickle Paddy-Footy have a cold in his eeny-weeny nuzzle?” he asked in an almost 

exact imitation of Poppy Pomfrey dealing with tearful first-years. 

Sirius shot him a murderous look. “Shut it, Sevvie!” The loathed diminutive equalled their scores. The amber 

liquid in Severus’s glass turned out to be whisky, and before long both men were again seated comfortably at 

the fireplace and discussing Snape’s soon-to-be love life. 

“So, your first date turned out to be successful after all, she told you the story of her life and miracles,  she 

wants to see you again, she kissed you—” Sirius ticked the points off his fingers “—Is it possible that I missed 

something along the way? Or is there something you haven’t told me?” 

“Have you found a way of switching only your brain to dog form while keeping your human appearance, or are 

you even slower than I thought?” Snape replied acidly. “It seems quite clear that something fundamental is 

amiss: my name is Severus Snape, not Sean Spurvees!” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Had Twitchy asked for a compensation to her kindness when she lent money to Hermione, she would have got 

it when she first set eyes on her mistress after her return to the Manor. Hermione was flushed, half her hair had 

escaped its chignon and curled wildly in every direction, and a smile that Twitchy, true to her elfish 

submissiveness, labelled ‘happy’, but which everybody else would not have hesitated to call goofy, didn’t seem 
to have any intention of leaving her face. 

She took off her Muggle clothes and changed into robes before moving over to her desk to have a look on her 

agenda, to make sure she remembered correctly that nothing was planned for tonight. No reception or dinner 

and neither an obligatory presence at some deadly boring conference or similar event. Nothing, she had been 

right. 

‘Well,’ Hermione thought, ‘This means a quiet evening all by myself, I’ll have dinner up here or maybe at the 
Empire salon, I can write a letter to Sean and just sit there and think of him.’ She would also have to think of a 
suitable lie to tell Harry about the examination she had allegedly undergone by Dr. Kimble, and then, of course, 

there was the pleasant but difficult task of devising ways to meet with Sean. It was going to require a lot of 

cunning, a very good memory and perfect planning. A blunder like this morning with Twitchy—and she was 

immensely grateful it had only been her faithful elf in whose presence she had made that mistake—simply must 

not occur anymore. The more she thought about possible strategies, the clearer it became that what she needed 



most was an ally. A person Harry would trust, but who would be loyal to her. ‘My God,’ she thought, ‘I’m far 
gone! If you look at it from any but my own point of view, this is downright disgusting.’ 

A person Harry trusted enough… but whose company it would be plausible for her to seek. Her lack of true 

friends once more proved to be detrimental, not only emotionally. Right now, it represented a very real threat to 

the success of her plans. Very briefly, she thought of Dennis Creevey, Harry’s personal assistant, but 
immediately discarded the idea. She got on with him well enough, but there was not even the shadow of a doubt 

as to where his loyalties lay. ‘What have I got myself into,’ she muttered to herself, ‘But then the man is such a 
good kisser…’ She giggled. ‘I’m behaving like a fifteen year-old’, she thought, ‘’Although I doubt that at age 
fifteen I would have enjoyed kissing him quite as much…’ Although she was as yet blissfully ignorant of it, this 
was more true than she thought. Not only would she not have enjoyed kissing Professor Snape when in her fifth 

year, the mere idea would certainly have caused  her a strong fit of nausea back then, to say the least. 

So, Dennis was out of the question. Who else? Remus and Sirius were the only two coming to her mind. And, at 

second thought, it was really more Sirius than Remus. Firstly, there was the fact that the latter had once been 

her teacher.  She instinctively shied away from getting into too close contact with people who had known and 

appreciated her in the past, when she had been brilliant Hermione Granger, a kind of intellectual King Midas 

whose brain would turn to gold whatever she set her mind on. Secondly, their contact had not been exactly close 

since she had returned to England—yes, they had met a few times, she was also acquainted with his wife and 

was fairly sure that both would help her if she asked. But the mere thought of doing so made her feel that it 

would be a kind of abuse of their good-natured friendliness, a quality that would make it difficult for them to 

deny her request. Thirdly, Remus was working at the Ministry and thus not only accountable to, but sworn to 

loyalty towards, the Minister. She did not want to confront his Gryffindor self with the awkward choice 

between his allegiance to Harry or to herself, as he owed too much to Harry to be able to just wipe that away. 

Sirius, then. ‘Strange,’ she thought, ‘He is Harry’s godfather but I have fewer scruples about asking him than 
Lupin. Probably because I feel that he has already decided to accept the situation between himself and his 

godson, as it is now, as an inalterable fact and blames mostly Harry for how it has been developing.’ Not that 
Black was wrong in doing so. Until Voldemort’s final defeat, there had been little or no possibility of 
maintaining anything like regular contact; it would have been far too dangerous. So, if anything, they had had 

the possibility of meeting for an hour here and  an afternoon there, these stolen meetings being mostly dedicated 

to more urgent problems than getting to know each other. 

The war had taken its toll on everybody, she thought, besides the obvious—deaths, fear and hate—it had altered 

people’s view of what was important, what counted in life. And after they had survived this period of horrors, 
they had found themselves within an enormous void, the common aim of destroying the Evil One gone. True, 

they had suffered before, but then they had also been bound together, no, chained together, by bonds that were 

both too strong and too weak to last after the war. Differences, real, important differences, had been put aside 

instead of being solved, and when everything was over and everybody had sobered up, they had woken up with 

their hands empty.  Harry and Sirius would have had about a year at their disposition—the time between the 

Victory and Harry’s wedding—to tackle the overdue task of becoming thoroughly acquainted with each other. 

Under normal circumstances that would have been sufficient, but the heavy backpacks full of traumata they 

were both carrying, without being honestly willing or ready to show each other the full extent of their wounds, 

had made it impossible. Eleven years spent in a cupboard under the Dursleys’ stairs, and thus the complete 
absence of love and affection, the enormous weight of responsibility put on his shoulders when he was only 

eleven years old, and the pressure he had been under since the end of his fourth year at Hogwarts, had done 

nothing to increase Harry’s ability to analyse, let alone verbalize his feelings. Sirius had spent twelve years in 
Azkaban and six on the run, mostly under his canine disguise, and he wanted nothing more than to forget the 

horrors of his past and to catch up on what he refused to acknowledge as being irrevocably lost. 



They had created an illusory companionship, on a level where it was possible to communicate, strictly avoiding 

whatever might possibly hurt but by this unspoken agreement also depriving themselves of the chance to 

become close and eventually heal together. 

Hermione had got so lost in the tangle of thoughts and memories that it cost her great effort to return to the 

point of departure: Sirius, her only possible ally. She took parchment and quill and was just writing “Dear 

Sirius”, when Twitchy appeared with a crack. 

“Your exce—… sorry, Mistress Hermione, your husband has just returned and is asking you to have dinner 

with him and I is asking you for him if seven o’clock suits you.” 

Reality struck. Dinner with Harry, today of all days. Whether at six, seven or nine o’clock was of no 
importance; it was the fact of having to spend at least one hour and a half making forced conversation that 

scared her. She was not sure whether she was able or even willing to wrestle everything that had so promisingly 

resurfaced today back down to where it had been imprisoned far too long. Hermione felt panic take possession 

of her. He would ask questions about Dr. Kimble. Maybe, no, surely, the question of populating the world with 

a herd of little Potters would sooner or later arise; he might even—Hermione shuddered at the thought—he 

might even want to have sex in order to create all those little Potters she already hated, and she would, strange 

as it might seem, feel that she was betraying Sean. Cheating on her maybe-but-not-surely-to-be lover by 

sleeping with her husband. It was difficult to imagine a more paradoxical situation, but that was how she felt. 

Twitchy was looking at her expectantly. 

“Yes, seven would be fine. You can tell my husband that I will meet him in the dining room.” 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 13 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Dear Sirius, 

It was a very fortunate coincidence indeed that you came to visit me two days ago, otherwise asking you to do 

me an important personal favour would have been far too embarrassing. Even after those pleasant hours we 

spent in each other’s company, the situation does not lack a certain awkwardness, but beggars can’t be choosers, 
as they say. 

Now that I am writing it down, my request seems to become much more real than when it existed only in my 

mind, and suddenly I seriously doubt that you might ever acquiesce to fulfil so outrageous a demand. Promise 

me something, Sirius: 

If you cannot or do not want to comply, you will destroy this letter and never mention it to anybody, especially 

and, most importantly, to me. I am conscious of the fact that this dramatic climax should have stood at the end 

rather than at the beginning of this missive, but I do not think of myself as overly prone to theatrical effects, and 

therefore am glad to be done with them as quickly as possible. 



You certainly remember that I made some rather clumsy attempts at worming information about a certain Mr. 

Spurvees out of you, until I became aware that my insistence had already revealed more about my true 

intentions than the little cunning I am capable of could possibly hide. This spares me the trouble of a lengthy 

explanation of my feelings towards said Mr. Spurvees.  I do have to enlighten you, though, on the more recent 

developments of what I am still hesitant to call a relationship between him and me, albeit I cannot imagine 

anything I desire more fervently at the moment than this fragile bond to grow stronger. To make a long story 

short: I excogitated a credible pretext that would allow me to contact him without disclosing my true intentions, 

and suggested that we meet in order to discuss the details of what I had proposed to him, and so we did: 

Today, we had lunch together at the Bibendum (a Muggle restaurant in London) and, after a beginning that 

seemed none too promising, it finally became clear that my feelings are everything but unrequited.  Knowing 

you, I trust that you will not judge the moral aspect of this escapade - you saw and learned enough about my 

marriage to not condemn me for trying to reach out for a little happiness which I think I deserve.  I have to and I 

will see Sean again, and I am disposed to risk a lot in order to do so. But I am afraid that my firm intention 

alone will not be sufficient to make my wish come true: I have been taking a passive, but nonetheless important 

part in weaving a cocoon of duties and obligations round myself, which before I met Sean might have been 

oppressing, but has, by now, become insupportable. It will take a considerable amount of time for me to 

gradually loosen the threads of this cocoon, hoping that, one day, I may free myself of it and turn into a 

butterfly, but as I said, this is going to be a lengthy process and I need to spend time with Sean now. 

Which finally brings me to my request: Would you, dear friend, be willing to occasionally act as cover for such 

meetings? Despite your feelings for Harry who, after all, is your godson and the only remaining person 

deserving the name of ‘family’ you are left with? I know that for reasons we might discuss, unless such a 
discussion is too painful for you to undertake, you and Harry never had the kind of relationship both of you 

would undoubtedly have wished for. I am fairly sure that the estrangement of the last years is causing you grief 

and disappointment, and far be it from me to take advantage of these emotions. If you decide to help me, I want 

it to be for me and me alone, I want you to be sure that your motive is affection for me and not a desire to 

punish Harry for his behaviour towards you or me. 

There is no need for you to take a hasty decision, I have been without happiness for the last sixteen years and 

will be able to wait for it a few more days- think about it carefully and, please, do not hesitate to consult a 

friend, should you feel the need to do so. My trust in you is complete and thus I am confident that whomever 

you ask for advice will not betray yours. 

Hoping to hear from you soon, I remain 

Yours affectionately 

Hermione 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Alastor, 

Do you know the feeling when you think the shit can’t get any higher than your lower lip and suddenly it rises 

up to your nostrils? Reminds me of the old joke about the man who goes to hell and the devil asks him which 

part of hell he wants to stay in. Of course the man doesn’t have a clue what to choose because he didn’t even 

know that hell had different parts. So the devil shows him round: 



Being-Roasted-On-A-Grate Department, Having-Your-Eyes-Scratched-Out-And-Immediately-Replaced-To-

Be-Scratched-Out-Again Department etc.etc., until they arrive in a surprisingly quiet part where some people 

are standing in a pool filled with shit, smoking and talking. The man immediately decides that this is the 

department he wants to be in, steps into the pool and lights a cigarette. After ten seconds or so, the devil calls: 

“Cigarette break is over, Ladies and Gentlemen, one- two-three DIVE!” 

OK, that was that, so now to my personal pool, full to the brim and I can’t seem to find the plug:  You’ll 
remember that three days ago, I decided to play Cupid, though the idea of myself with little wings and a toga I’d 
freeze my balls off in seems somewhat incongruent. What you don’t know is that Severus had his tête-à-tête 

with Hermione yesterday and that, except for a few hitches at the beginning (I’d sell your wooden leg for 
Harry’s Invisibility Cloak anyday- it must have been hilarious), things went rather well. 

But those two obviously have to complicate matters in order to enjoy them: 

Severus has been talking so many holes into me that I closely resemble a loaf of Swiss cheese- and not because 

of any moral scruples, far from that! He’s so upset because sooner or later he has to reveal his true identity and 
of course is afraid that hell will break loose. But that’s not my biggest problem.  Now read the enclosed, then 

continue here. 

I suppose that your magical eye has short-circuited. So did my brains. This is the most awkward situation I’ve 
ever been in. Of course I’ll help her- every woman deserves a good lay (though I doubt that Severus- but maybe 

there’s more to him than meets the eye) and she has had more than her fair share of frustration (And: she won’t 
have me, which would solve a great many problems).  BUT: Here I am, promising to help her cheat on her 

husband, with a man who pretends to be somebody else, so when she eventually discovers who he really is, you 

can bet your wooden leg (no, sorry, I sold that for the cloak, you’ll have to bet some other unimportant body 
part- genitals??) that she’ll be furious with me because I didn’t tell her earlier, an idea I don’t especially like. If, 
on the other hand, I tell her about Mr. Anagram, I don’t really care to imagine what Severus will do to me. Two 
scenarios of horror, which however don’t yet include the (very realistic) possibility of Harry finding 
out.  Lovely, isn’t it? The minimum loss will be one friend, the maximum two friends and a godson, maybe my 

job on top of it all. Oh the joys of friendship!  Let me know if you have any ideas. 

Yours pluglessly and cluelessly 

Sirius 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Sean, 

I wonder if anybody ever tried to find out the exact location of the point between the brain and the hand, where 

all the words you so badly wanted to put on paper suddenly and inexplicably disappear- some kind of somatic 

Bermuda Triangle. And what remains to be written seems so very clichéd.  You do not seem to be a very cliché-

loving person, neither am I, so it appears that this letter is going to be rather barren. 

It is very late already and I should be in bed since some hours ago, but I am a little anxious about what will 

happen to these wonderful sensations I still am bursting with, once I sleep over them. Maybe I fear that it all 

was only a dream and I am going to wake up at the Victory Day reception to my husband’s voice droning a 
heroes’ panegyric in a never ending monologue. I want to think of today- even if it is not today anymore- as 



long as possible. Stupid as it may sound, I must tell you that today has changed my life. Whether for the better 

or the worse, I cannot yet determine. 

Hopefully something has changed for you as well. But do not tell me it has, if in reality it has not, I do not need 

lies to make me feel better, I sincerely prefer the truth. 

My elf has come for the fourth time to control whether I am already in bed, so I suppose I will give in to the 

little tyrant. 

I hope you are more inclined to writing letters than to clichés. 

Yours lovingly 

Hermione 

  

P.S.: Do you know Sirius Black? He is rather famous and he knows you. He is a dear friend of mine and I asked 

him if he will cover up for us occasionally, that would make things much easier. Hopefully he will agree. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Sirius, 

This will be a very awkward letter from the beginning until the end, but you are the only person I feel able to 

turn to with this problem. Well, there would also be Severus, but he certainly is very busy- to be Headmaster of 

Hogwarts is no small responsibility. And he has never been close with Hermione who is the main reason for 

writing to you. 

I know this sounds extremely rude, but I don’t see the use of pretending to be close when in reality we have 

been growing more and more distant during the last years. But I am still your godson and thus I trust that you 

will come to my help when I really need it. 

As it is better to discuss such things personally, I will only give you a rough outline and ask you to meet with 

me whenever it is convenient for you, so that we can talk. As I already mentioned, it is about Hermione: I have 

to admit that I’m completely at my wits’ end with the woman- it seems that there is nothing between us any 

more. By now, it has even become impossible to talk in what you would call a normal way. She claims to be 

unhappy and desperate, but I can’t really see why. 

You have always got on well with her, so maybe you could try and talk to her? So perhaps I’ll understand what 
is ailing her. I trust that you won’t live up to your reputation, trying to ‘comfort’ her- just kidding. 

I hope to hear from you soon and remain 

Yours affectionately 

Harry 



  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Alastor, 

I hope that you haven’t yet written an answer to my last letter. If you have, just incendio it. It is a sad truth that 

things can always get worse, but why does that stupid commonplace have to use my life as a proof? Read the 

enclosed, then you’ll understand my ramblings. I’m so fed up with all of it that I seriously consider turning into 

a dog, never turn back, run off and just find myself a nice little bitch (well, that’s what I do all the time, so 
where’s the difference?). 

So Harry served me the ideal pretext to spend more time with Hermione on a silver plate, but I honestly don’t 
know how to handle this whole thing- he’ll want to see results pronto and what can I tell him? Now I know how 
Severus felt during his spy career. Only that in this particular case, there are three Voldemorts who’ll scream for 
my blood. 

Maybe the simplest way out would be to get Agrippina Wilcox (the Head Girl, you know- considering her oral 

performance, the title gets a really interesting new meaning) pregnant, then they’d fire me once and for all and I 
could just give them the finger and leave them to sort out their own mess. But, as Severus would say, I’m 
terribly Gryffindor and so that’s not really an option.  Any thoughts? 

Yours dejectedly 

Sirius 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Black, 

Don’t try to hide from me, I put a Tracing Charm on the owl. You are behaving like a four year-old and things 

will not improve unless we find a strategy together. Murdering me or Harry will not be considered a suitable 

strategy.  Unless you come through my office door within the next 15 minutes, I’m going to use a Summoning 

Charm which I have never yet tried out on human beings (so it might actually work with you). 

Severus 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Hermione, 



Just a quick note: I have been called to Egypt where one of the Gringotts’ curse breakers seems to have come 

upon a very interesting manuscript. It probably will not take me more than ten days. I will write to you 

immediately when I return. 

Yours 

S. 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 14 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Far from being in Egypt, Snape Manor was located in the Lake District, a couple of miles from the town of 

Cheswick. The family had its origin in Yorkshire, where a small town still bore their name, but when in the 

nineteenth century picturesque landscapes and romantic wilderness had become quite the rage, spreading like 

wildfire not only among Muggles, but contagious also to the wizarding world, Severus’s great-grandparents had 

built the splendid manor in Palladian style which had from then on become the family seat.  It was not, Snape 

thought when he woke up the morning after his arrival, the ideal place for him to be, but as things were, it had 

seemed to be his only option. What he needed most now was to come to terms with himself, to make up his 

mind- even if it was a little late for that, considering the events of the last few days. 

And he desperately needed to be alone. There were only two House Elves at the manor which had been 

practically uninhabited since his parents’ death, and they were not likely to disturb him. So he had time to think, 

he had conceded himself a week’s break which should be sufficient for him to gain some insight into himself 
and the current situation, but not too long to make him feel guilty for having left Hogwarts, barely three weeks 

after the start of a new school year, in the hands of Minerva McGonagall. She was certainly more than able to 

replace him, but she had turned ninety-two this year and he did not want to burden her more than necessary. 

When two days had gone by, he felt worse than when he had arrived: Nightmares kept torturing him- this came 

to him as a surprise for he had been relatively free of them for quite a long time now, the memories the house 

seemed to have stored patiently until his return were flooding his mind and when he returned from a long walk 

in the late afternoon of the second day, he grimly acknowledged that thinking alone would do nothing to bring 

about a solution, even if he continued for months. He might have changed a lot, so that he did not consider 

seeking a friend’s advice a sign of weakness anymore, but he was sure that neither Alastor nor Sirius, nor even 
Dumbledore would be capable of helping him through this crisis. He would have to affront this particular 

situation on his own and if his mind insisted on moving in circles, he would have to outwit it.  He was a Potions 

Master and knew that the only effective way of trapping volatile substances was to bind them to other, heavier 

ones, to literally chain them to the spot- the same could be done with thoughts: He would write them down, 

everything, memories, thoughts, questions- he would use the solidity of parchment and ink to immobilize them, 

and then, once they had been forced to stay still and could not simply escape the grip of his mind with a 

gracious move, leaving him empty-handed and with the echo of their laughter tingling in his ears, then he would 

finally get what he wanted most: Clarity. Lucidity. And he would be able to make a decision. 

He told the House Elves to bring a light dinner up to his rooms- to have his meals in the dining room still was 

beyond him, for it was the place of interrogation, of trial and judgement, where he had been pronounced guilty 



too many times- then lit the candles on his desk and sat down, ready to board the train of memory that would 

hopefully take him to a destination. Basically, it was nearly too simple: He would write his own story up to the 

present and from here on its moment of inertia would carry him onwards, thus letting him know what to do. A 

form of divination? Maybe. But a very reliable one, for the future was past’s child. He took up the quill, dipped 
it into the ink and was suddenly overcome by a feeling of foreboding so strong that his right hand began to 

tremble uncontrollably. ‘I know that this is one of your tricks’, he grimly addressed his mind, ‘but it is your last 
and most desperate one, you don’t want to be trapped, do you? But to no avail, I will get through with this 
anyway, so you better comply.’ He breathed in deeply. His hand ceased to shake and obediently took the quill 

up once again. And he started to write. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

My name is Severus Snape. I was born in 1958, only son and heir of Hadrian and Livia Snape. The two people 

that made my childhood hell. A hell of ice. I think I would have preferred fire, but ice it was. My father should 

never have married and I should never have been born. But he was an only child as well and had to guarantee 

the continuation of a centuries-old family line. Hadrian Snape was a scholar by vocation, with a mind as sharp 

as it was brilliant, and, to do him justice, had he not been threatened into marriage by his parents, his fanaticism 

would have harmed nobody but himself. But the unveiled menace of being disowned unless he married and 

produced an heir was frightening enough- not that he was interested in the money, it merely guaranteed him the 

freedom to pursue his studies without having to work for a living- and so he found himself a suitable girl and 

got married. He hated his wife. Not personally, he hated her presence, he hated “the wife” in his life. And he 

hated me, from the moment I was born. He hated us for being the living symbols of his weakness that had not 

allowed him to risk disownment in order to follow what he knew to be his path. We were the tangible reminder 

of having been blackmailed away from a solitary life of study.  But Hadrian Snape was an honourable man. He 

knew that to hate my mother and me was maybe understandable, but never justifiable- it was weakness, 

something he despised. And for that weakness, he hated us even more.  But Hadrian Snape was a violent man 

only in his hunger for knowledge and scientific achievement. Physical violence repulsed him. And so that hate, 

that would have caused many weaker men to beat or insult their wife and child, had to be bottled up inside him 

and to keep it safely there, Hadrian Snape made himself an armour of ice. 

I suppose that my mother suffered in the beginning, when I had not yet been born, but when the family heir 

finally arrived, she had already been frozen through. For eleven years, until I received my letter from Hogwarts, 

I had to live in an emotional desert made of ice. The House Elves were not allowed to speak to me, for I might 

have picked up some of their faulty grammar, my mother had stopped uttering anything but monosyllables, and 

thus communication consisted of the daily lessons with my father. Nothing else. Reading limited to what he 

chose for me. Outdoor activity- a hygienic measure, mens sana in corpore sano. The smallest fault was 

punished- no flogging, oh, no, I would have loved that, it would have meant physical contact. It meant standing 

under my father’s unmoving gaze, in the library or the dining room, for what seemed eternities, to finally hear 
“Severus, go upstairs to your room and do not come down again until you have understood what you have 

done.” Toneless. Emotionless. I cannot recall a single smile from my mother, or a gesture of affection. 

And so I arrived at Hogwarts. It took me months to adjust to the noise, I was not used to the constant laughter 

and talking, it frightened and fascinated me, as did physical contact. I still remember the sensation of being 

recklessly daring when I touched a classmate’s shoulder because he didn’t hear me when I called him. 

What prevented me from immediately withdrawing into myself was my innate curiosity: I had been introduced 

to a wholly new world and was eager to understand it. I wanted to learn its rules. But to learn social interaction 

is not as easy as memorizing a text, and so it took me a long time. Too long, for when I finally felt ready to join, 



I had long ago been marked as an outcast, even in my own house, and to be a Slytherin emarginated by 

Slytherins means to have leper and be shunned by the other leprous. So I began to hate the community which 

would not allow me to be a part of it and in order to protect myself, I did what my father had done: I wrapped 

myself up in ice. And I discovered an even more effective means of shielding myself: Contempt. If the outside 

of my protective cocoon was made of ice, its lining was contempt. Hardly anything could penetrate inside, and 

if it did, it could not hurt me any more. You do not love or hate what you despise, you are untouchable.  That 

was what the other students saw in young Severus Snape: An untouchable, in both senses of the word, the 

pariah and the aristocrat, both too high and too low to be within their reach. 

In my fifth year, I discovered that my armour not only protected me, it gave me power, if used in the right way. 

The human beings round me could be used as playthings, subtly, not brutally as some of my fellow Slytherins 

chose to do. I have never been strong enough to physically bully people, and above all, those who enjoyed this 

kind of pastime were mostly caught and punished. Not to mention that the physical contact such activities 

would have required was too much for me. Instead, I spied on people. Everybody had a skeleton in their closet, 

it was nearly too easy to be fun. I left little notes for the teachers, denouncing the malefactors, and savoured the 

pleasure of seeing them surprised in flagranti delicto and disciplined. The only time I took action myself- and 

lived to regret it- was when I took Sirius’s hint to follow Lupin. I knew that Poppy was involved, which implied 
that Dumbledore had given his consent, hence leaving somebody a note would have been of no use. 

Even after the incident that nearly cost me my life, I did not hate James and his gang. I only despised him even 

more for having rescued me, although I suposed he would have preferred to see me dead. The hate came much, 

much later. 

My housemates’ attitude had gradually changed from the cruel contempt of the first years to a kind of awed 
respect. I was no one to play games with, I had top marks in every subject and, as they had seen from various 

examples, each and everyone who tried to hurt me sooner or later got what was coming to them.  It was Lucius 

Malfoy, who had been in his seventh year when I started school, who brought me to Voldemort- apparently I 

had been mentioned to him by more than one person as very promising Death Eater material. The Dark Lord 

who then had not yet lost any resemblance to the human kind, was not fooled as easily as Hogwarts’ teachers 
and students, or I myself, for that matter. When I stood before him, the words ‘Please love and accept me’ must 
have been written over my face in flaming letters, readable only to him. His voice was so enthralling, winding 

itself into the deepest recesses of my body and soul, touching, probing- he did not touch me, but he put an arm 

around Lucius’s shoulders, so as to show me: ‘You can have that as well, if you want’. He never asked a single 
one of us why we had chosen to join him. Most of us could not or would not have told. He never promised 

anything, but he had the power of making you feel that you would get exactly what you wanted, if you gave 

yourself to him unconditionally.  He made me feel that I would be appreciated- not by the other Death Eaters 

who were mostly a bunch of perverse idiots, with the exception of Malfoy who was a highly intelligent pervert. 

No, I would be appreciated by him alone, for he alone understood me. He, the father, the God who touched me 

physically for the first time when I was initiated: His arms around me in a paternal embrace- I had to muster all 

my strength not to collapse into his arms there and then by sheer emotion. It was the reward for six months of 

doing the dirty work all newcomers had to do which I had shied instinctively away from. But there, in his arms, 

I felt that this embrace was worth every single rape, murder or torture. Once initiated, I rose quickly in his 

hierarchy, to be second only to Malfoy. I had to do less field work, only very special missions that required 

something else than just the instinct to kill, and mostly researched new potions and poisons for my master, or 

planned strategies together with him and Malfoy.  Of course, when we raided an Auror’s house, I still killed and 
tortured, but I thought myself to be better than all the others, the bloodhounds, the perverts, because I took no 

pleasure in it, I did it solely to please my master.  Officially, I was working in the Research department of St. 

Mungo’s, specializing in remedies for victims of the Cruciatus Curse, what supreme irony!, I had a flat in 
London, and nobody, least of all my parents, suspected what I was really doing. So everything went well until 

that fateful day in 1980, when Voldemort, who then had achieved his full power, decided to enlist my father 

among his helpers. And was neatly refused. My father, who had more than a soft spot when it came to the Dark 

Arts and maybe would not have been disinclined to practise them, was deeply disgusted by the Dark Lord 



whom he peremptorily discarded as a misguided, stupid and ambitious parvenu. Oh, yes, my father spurned 

Voldemort essentially because he lacked style. Which immediately catapulted him on top of the black list. I was 

chosen to be his and my mother’s executioner, and given one week’s time to carry out the mission and report 
back to Voldemort. 

I did not have any qualms about accomplishing this duty, for I had learned to despise my parents even more 

than all the other human beings. Moreover, it was going to be an easy game for me, as I was skilled enough to 

face two adversaries like my parents. The next day, I got an owl from my master, urging me to get my business 

done as soon as possible, for my father had contacted Dumbledore, offering him his help. I waited until nightfall 

and Apparated to my ancestral home. I was about to enter the hose, mask on face, wand drawn, when suddenly I 

thought: What if Dumbledore is with them? 

Even at so many years’ distance, it is impossible to describe what I felt in that moment: I knew I could not kill 
Dumbledore. My father and mother, yes, but not him. To doubt my ability to kill for one single time was like 

driving a tiny hole into a dam: First, there is only a small trickle of water oozing through, but before long the 

whole construction yields to the water pressure and comes crashing down, the water it contained is finally free 

and nothing can escape its elemental power that ruthlessly brings down whatever obstacle it encounters. If hell 

exists, it must be to feel like I felt then for eternity. I was looking into the face of nothingness. 

My life as it had been until that moment came to an abrupt end: I contacted Dumbledore there and then, from 

my parents’ house, and told him everything.  Having finished my account, I sat there in silence, devoid of 

emotions and just hoping that he would either kill me himself or call the Aurors. But he rose from his chair- he 

looked so old and weary, for yet another attempt at teaching his students more than Transfiguration and 

Arithmancy  had gone horribly wrong- came over to me and- embraced me. I wish I could have cried then, but 

an empty shell cannot cry. Dumbledore did not make any promises, not even implicitly, as the Dark Lord had 

done. No ‘if you save innocent lives, you will be redeemed for the horrors you committed’ and no ‘you can 
deserve my love by turning spy for me’- nothing of that. It was unconditional love, the kind of love that makes 

devils cry. Had I refused to work for him, I think he would have accepted even that.  The obsession with being 

worthy of his love was all mine. It was my own free will to expose myself to the most perilous risks, in order to 

deserve what was gratuitously given. At long last, that was what generated my hate for Potter and Black: I 

learned that the Potters were soon to be targeted by Voldmort, though I did not know why, and went to them, 

imploring them on my knees to leave the country immediately, only to be informed by His Arrogance James 

Potter that he was capable of defending his family all on his own. I told Dumbledore who persuaded them to 

perform the Fidelius Charm and I thought that, having managed to save the Potters, I would finally be 

redeemed, for I would have deprived Voldemort of achieving his most important goal. I hated James for his 

arrogance, but this was nothing in comparison to my fury against Black when what he had done became public 

knowledge. Not only had he betrayed his best friends and their child, he had taken away my hope for inner 

peace.  That is how I felt then, I did not know that I had to forgive myself like Dumbledore had forgiven me, 

unconditionally. After I had been cleared, I accepted his offer of teaching at Hogwarts. I certainly am no born 

teacher. But now that I had failed the Potters, I made teaching my path to redemption.  Hogwarts, my haven and 

my hell. My self-inflicted punishment was to look into those children’s eyes, day after day, and to think: ‘I 
tortured your uncle, I remember you terrified eyes when your mother fell at your feet, killed by my curse, I tore 

you away from your father to whose robes you were clinging, before subjecting him to the Cruciatus Curse.’ To 
further sharpen the knife that cut into my heart every day, I did not allow myself the luxury of letting some of 

the children grow attached to me. On the contrary: I wanted them to be repulsed, and thus added the forma 

deformis spell to my threatening way of treating them.  Moreover, none of us seriously believed Voldemort to 

be really dead- only the fools were stupid enough to believe in that comforting story- and so my reputation of 

being intimidating in every respect could eventually be useful in case he ever came back. 

I had been nothing but an empty shell when I turned to Dumbledore, and had filled that void with my obsession 

of penance and all that came with it. Used as I had always been to self-discipline, I carried out my decision with 

gritted teeth, the harder it was, the better, without looking left nor right.  Then Harry Potter arrived, the living 



symbol of what I deemed to have been my failure, every inch a copy of his father. Another fire was lit under the 

grate in my personal hell, for I knew I should have limited myself to treating him exactly as I was treating all 

the other students: Justly, harshly and unlovingly. But every goddamned time the boy stood up to me (and he 

did, he had not been sorted into Gryffindor for nothing), I saw not him, but James, that night when I had gone to 

their house at Godric’s Hollow. That impertinent, arrogant stare. Every single time it succeeded in driving me 
over the edge and make me come down on him more brutally than I would ever have done with any other 

student. Which is not entirely true: The second thorn in my flesh was Neville Longbottom. His parents, Frank 

and Eleanor Longbottom, had been Aurors, among the best and most powerful the ministry ever had. When the 

Lestranges and that Crouch boy came to torture some information out of them, they resisted the Cruciatus 

Curse- I had cast it often enough myself to know what strength it required to resist until your brains were fried 

and you were nothing more than vegetable. Or rather, I did not know, for until then, everybody had given up 

before that point. And there was Neville, their son by some strange whim of genetics, pudgy, clumsy, with a 

spine made of jelly. He besmirched their memory and I hated him for it. 

To loathe Potter and Longbottom and, worse, to indulge that hate, did not do me any good, for I fully knew it 

was a weakness I could not resist, much as I tried. Weasley and Granger were included, for at that time, I 

merely saw them as extensions of Potter himself. 

In 1993, when Black escaped from Azkaban, I lived the worst moment since my decision to abandon the Dark 

Lord: For all I, and everybody, for that matter, knew, there was only one reason for him to break from the 

Dementors’ grip: The Master had called him. During that whole school year, I fully expected the Dark Mark to 

burn every next second. When I found Black in the Shrieking Shack together with Lupin and the children, I 

really intended to murder him there and then, only Potter’s and his friends’ presence prevented me from 
assassinating an innocent man. Though I could not have suffered more from being guilty of murder once more, 

than I suffered from what Dumbledore did to me afterwards: I knew instinctively that he had had a hand in 

Black’s escape from the West Tower, even if Potter might have been the one to actively help him, but he never 

told me until the end of the following school year. That Dumbledore did not trust me enough to let me in on this 

secret kept hurting me for a long time.  

One year after these events, with the terrible outcome of the Triwizard Tournament, another cataclysm began. 

Far more terrible than the first, for I had to resume my spying activities, or rather I thought it my duty to do so, 

Dumbledore never explicitly asked me for it. I knew it was vital, more so than last time, for when the Dark Lord 

regained his powers, the Ministry and, above all, Fudge, that incompetent moron, simply refused to believe it, 

which made it far more difficult for us to act effectively. I became more lenient with my students for sheer lack 

of strength and, in some remote corner of my soul, I realized that I quite liked it. I had to work together with 

Black, the cooperation being literally forced upon us by Dumbledore, and, during the next years, both of us 

began to reluctantly appreciate each other. I did make no attempt at becoming more human, but I simply did not 

have the energy any more to keep up my protections. 

Voldemort’s grip on the wizarding community was growing stronger almost every day, and we did what we 
could to, if not stop him, at least slow him down. When the Ministry finally acknowledged that he had indeed 

returned, it was of course too late. 

But until then, Hogwarts had still remained intact, the number of students had decreased, partly because many 

parents who could afford it had left the country or at least sent their children to other schools, partly those who 

did not return had been killed. 

1998, Potters last school year, was relatively calm, though none of us was foolish enough to believe that 

Voldemort had had enough and gone into retirement- on the contrary, everybody was tense because we 

somehow felt that this was the quiet before hell would break loose. And it did, when least we expected it. Until 

25 June 1998, I had managed to keep my cover intact, none of Voldemort’s followers and neither the Dark Lord 
himself suspected that I was a spy for Dumbledore. At Hogwarts, nobody but Dumbledore, the other three 



Heads of Houses and Potter knew. We had been carefully monitoring the students to identify possible sources of 

danger, but to none of us would it have even remotely occurred that Colin Creevey, a Gryffindor one year under 

Harry, would have made the sadly notorious Graduation Day Massacre possible. By that time, I had become a 

little closer with Potter and consequently also with his friends, far from being friendship, our relationship could 

have been described as mutual esteem. When I had seen that my somewhat more easygoing treatment of the 

students had not increased, but considerably diminished his arrogance, I ceased to think of him as of a mere 

copy of his father and began to look at the person instead of the appearance. 

I came home from a Death Eater meeting late in the evening of 25 June and was extremely worried, for 

Voldemort had announced an imminent attack for the last school week, when discipline and precautions would 

have loosened. On my way to Dumbledore, I met Harry in the corridor and was foolish enough to break the 

news to him right on the spot. Creevey who had been one of Voldemort’s youngest followers, overheard us and 

immediately informed his master so that the attack was anticipated. I was called by the Dark Lord early next 

morning and subjected to the most violent torture he had ever performed on anybody. I still remember the pain- 

the body does not forget easily-, my luck was that Voldemort wanted to execute me in front of the whole 

school. I was unconscious at the time they arrived at Hogwarts and know only by what others told me how 

Sirius who had come to Harry’s graduation in dog form, saved me from the Dark Lord’s clutches in one of his 
typical daredevil actions, and how Ron Weasley threw himself in front of Dumbledore, thus saving his life and 

sacrificing his own.  

My first conscious memory is  a strangely magnified image of my right hand, holding a shard from a glass I had 

broken, trying to slice open my left wrist. I thought that Dumbledore had been killed and felt that I was the one 

to blame. It took me long to recover, more than the whole summer holidays, Dumbledore, Minerva, Flitwick, 

Sprout and Sirius took it in turns to sit at my bedside, hoping that I survive and fearing for my sanity. When I 

broke another glass merely by clumsiness, Sirius believed I had given it yet another try and was so mad at me 

that he very nearly spared me the trouble of killing myself. For the major part of my convalescence, I was as 

helpless as a newborn, I had to be fed, washed, even the must basic functions of my body had to be constantly 

supervised. And again I was lucky, for I lacked the strength to hate those who so lovingly cared for me. Had I 

possessed a little more energy, I would have felt only the humiliation. But I was so utterly destroyed and 

stripped of my defences that the desperate want for love and comfort overshadowed everything else. 

Once my health was re-established, I returned a little closer to my old self, but then everybody, including 

myself, knew that I would never become a really social person. However, the bond between me and the others 

had been established, I had, for the first time in my life, realized what it means to be genuinely cared for, and I 

could not renounce it anymore.  Then, by mere chance, or so he claimed, Dumbledore came upon the now 

famous prophecy about the four men from the four houses of Hogwarts, each of them touched by evil and 

bearing its visible sign, who, united by love, trust and blood, could defeat the Evil One. The rituals of Light are 

as demanding and arduous as their Dark counterparts, and their aftertaste remains forever, like in Dark Magic. 

The four of us went through purification ceremonies together, we were so exhausted that most of the time, we 

just fell asleep where we stood, but we achieved our aim: The love of the Blemished was stronger than 

Voldemort’s hate. 

The time after the Great Victory mostly resembled a happy dream- we all thought it was going to end any 

moment. Normalcy had returned so abruptly that it was more difficult to adjust to it than to the previous horrors 

which had been gradually increasing. I remember very vividly how one day at breakfast, it must have been more 

than a year after Voldemort’s defeat, because I definitely recall that it was after Harry’s wedding, Sirius gave 
me a wide-eyed look and asked me why the hell I did not bother to remove the forma deformis. It was a long 

process of rehabilitation and healing- some of us and I certainly include myself, still bear all too visible scars. 

But despite it all, I have been feeling my hunger for love grow inside myself, or maybe not despite, but because 

of all this: It seems to be one of the long term effects of the Light Rituals. I want to love and to be loved in 

return, not only by friends, but by a woman. This much has become clear now: I want love.  What I do not 



know, but only time will answer this question, is whether I am capable of loving unconditionally. I am 

thoroughly afraid of letting go, I am still a novice to trust and gentleness and, most importantly, to receiving 

it.  Nonetheless, I have to try: To be really honest, this would be the first life-altering decision I have ever taken 

on my own. Not forced upon me, not because I think it is expected from me, not because there does not seem to 

be any alternative. Even Sirius and I have in a certain sense been forced upon each other- first by Dumbledore, 

out of necessity, and then by sharing the same haven. But I want to be able to say: I have chosen to love this 

person, fully conscious of my decision and ready to face the consequences.’ 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The sun was already rising when Snape wrote the last word. This, he thought, was a very good omen indeed. 

And he went to sleep. 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 15 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

“Hermione, we have to talk!” 

Of course, it could mean something harmless, but somehow “we have to talk” always announced trouble. 

Probably because normally, people just talked without previously announcing it. She had had a few talks with 

Harry- the Children Talk, The Sex Talk, The Behave-Like-A-Lady Talk (well, that particular one hadn’t been in 
use since long ago) and several others. They had always started with exactly these five words and ended to her 

disadvantage. And today, she felt it that the outcome wouldn’t be too different from all the other times.  

In particular, Hermione didn’t feel like Talking at all, for the day before she had received Sean’s short note, the 
only reply to the almost-love letter she had sent him. It reeked of retreat, of being too overwhelmed by her 

emotions. ‘What subtle irony’, she thought, ‘I have rediscovered that I’m still capable of emotions only a few 

days ago and a fat lot of good it did me.’ To Harry, she said: “Of course, if you think so” and turned to face 

him, only reluctantly abandoning the sight of the park that was beginning to show off its autumnal colours. Very 

slowly, as if having to make a conscious effort for her feet to move, she went over to the breakfast table where 

he was sitting, looking strangely rejuvenated without his gold-rimmed spectacles he had put down beside his 

plate. She had been so intent on taking in the splendid nature out there that she hadn’t even heard him enter the 
room. 

“Yes, I think so”, he replied, with a sharp edge to his voice. “I probably should apologize for what I said to you 

there”- a small move of his head indicated the empire salon- “And I am really sorry.” Hermione just inclined 

her head slightly, a queen’s gesture of forgiveness being granted. 



“But I have to know what’s gotten into you lately. You are so… so different.” You are different. Three little 

words, symbolizing every misunderstanding that had ever occurred in relationships between men and women. 

‘You are different’ could mean anything from ‘Have you been to the hairdresser’s’ to ‘I think you are cheating 
on me’. Joker words, really. 

“What exactly do you mean by ‘different’?”, she asked calmly. 

“Well… I don’t know, I mean you’re…different. Behaviour-wise.” 

Oh for the subtleties of language… But they had never been Harry’s strong point.  Better to counter with yet 

another question. Reformulating- the old psychiatrists’ trick. “Are you saying that my behaviour has changed?” 

Well, it had, probably. She was astonished herself at how much of the old Hermione had been resurfacing these 

last days. 

“Yes, of course, that’s what I said”, he snapped  impatiently, “You were completely normal one week ago, at 

the celebration-“ 

“Wait a second! Would you care to explain what you understand by ‘normal’, please?” 

He looked at her in pure bewilderment and put on his glasses, to see whether it was really his wife sitting 

opposite him. “By ‘normal’, my dear, I meant to express ‘like always’, if this helps you answer my question.” 

“Would you care to elaborate?”, she asked, buttering herself a piece of toast.  

“Not really, but since you are asking me to… There has been a constant change between… er, cheerfulness and 

dejection. In all these years, you never cancelled a business lunch unless you were ill. Given your reluctance to, 

uh, have children, I can’t see the importance of going to the gynaecologist in a hurry. I thought you had changed 
your mind, but your refusal of two days ago was more than clear. Sufficient?” 

Should she throw everything into his face right now? Make him understand how trapped she felt, how 

amputated? Regardless of whether Sean’s note had been a veiled good-bye or the truth? Somehow she doubted 

if the spark he had so unexpectedly lit would last, in case it had been a good-bye. It wouldn’t be too smart a 
move if she blew up all the bridges without the certainty that she would never have to cross them again. Better 

be prudent then. A little, just to be on the safe side… “Yes, I think you explained yourself sufficiently well. 

Before I answer your question, I have one for you to give me an honest reply to: Think of who I was when you 

married me and who I am now. Compare twenty year-old Hermione to my thirty-four year-old self: Would you 

say that there’s a difference?” 

“Well, of course there’s a difference, everybody changes-“ 

“Harry. No commonplaces. I said ‘honest reply’ and I meant it!” He took off his glasses and, in a characteristic 

gesture, pinched the bridge of his nose with his right thumb and index finger, then put the glasses back into 

place. 

 “Oh, um… I guess that age and, well, being abroad for such a long time-“ 

“Harry.” 

“OK, yes, you are different, so what? Are you saying this is my fault?” Now he had found known territory, the 

train of conversation that had been dangerously off-tracks had finally found its rails of a pattern followed so 

often that both of them had their habitual lines, repeated almost identically in every argument, like two actors at 



the five-hundredth repetition of the same play they had come to loathe thoroughly. Hermione’s next line was 
‘No, of course it’s not your fault, Harry’ with an optional ‘There are two of us in this marriage and therefore we 
are both to blame’. This time, the train that had just begun to run so smoothly thanks to Harry who had finally 

identified his prompt, derailed again. 

“Yes.”, was Hermione’s blunt and unmistakeable answer. 

“I beg your pardon?” Maybe  it had just been a faulty switch? 

“I said yes, it is your fault.” 

“Oh. I see. Well, that only proves my point- you are behaving differently. Now you have to excuse me, I have to 

run. Schmitz-Altenburg will arrive in fifteen minutes and you know how those Germans are. Maybe we can talk 

another time.” 

Hermione acknowledged his departure with a short nod and decided to have a very lengthy breakfast which she 

intended to put to good use: She had asked her husband a question which he obviously didn’t feel too 
comfortable about. But neither did she, it hadn’t been a calculated question, more something visceral. 

A feeling that, despite the letter she had written to herself, many things were still unclear and blurry. How could 

she have changed so much? Fundamentally, it could all be traced back to that day… 

  

-----*****----- 

  

26 June 1998- the day she, Harry and Ron graduated. Traditionally, the graduation ceremony took place in the 

Great Hall or on the Quidditch pitch, depending on the weather. It had been an extraordinarily hot June, they 

had suffered a lot from the heat while studying for their N.E.W.T.S. like mad. The previous night, Harry had 

returned to the Common Room very late, looking tense and ashen-faced. Most of his worry seemed to have 

dissolved, though, when the long procession of students had set out for the stadium. The House Elves had 

outdone themselves with the decoration, there were flowers everywhere and thousands of hummingbirds, 

enchanted to hover on the spot, so that they looked like iridescent floating gems. All students but for the 

graduates had taken their seats in the stands, making them look like giant flowerbeds blossoming with parasols. 

It had been a picture of undisturbed summery cheerfulness. 

In the oval of the pitch, Dumbledore had stood beaming at the students aligned in front of him, they had to 

stand, like he did. Harry, Ron and Hermione had been positioned in the centre of the line, with Hermione facing 

Dumbledore, Harry and Ron at her left and right. Behind the graduates, two quadrangles of rows of 

seats  accommodated the teachers who occupied the first two rows of the right block, and the graduates’ parents. 
Mr. and Mrs. Granger had got the aisle seats in the first row on the left side, beside them, blocking half the 

aisle, there had been a huge black dog that was looking a little dejected for having been scolded by Harry whose 

robes it had covered with dusty pawprints during its tail-wagging, enthusiastic greeting. 

Behind the Grangers there had been the seven Weasleys, Ginny, the eighth, had been sitting up in the stands 

with her friends. Then, Dumbledore had tapped his wand to his throat, muttering ‘Sonorus’, and begun his 
speech. He had scarcely had the time to utter the first words, when a series of ‘plop’s had announced the arrival 
of a rather large group of people by- Apparating! Thirty-five hooded and masked figures, clad in black cloaks 

which seemed to suck the light out of the bright summer’s day, had formed a circle around the seats, the 
graduates and Dumbledore. In the centre of the circle, positioned in the aisle just behind the black dog, a tall 



thin figure that was holding a limp body, equally dressed in black, up by the hood of his cloak. This time, 

Voldemort had not lost his advantage by lengthy speeches, he had raised his wand, pointed it against 

Dumbledore and- 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Hermione shivered and poured herself another cup of hot tea, knowing it wouldn’t make her feel any warmer. 

-----*****----- 

  

There was one thing to be said in favour of Muggle movies: In the moment of catastrophe, fear and panic, they 

gave you the distraction of thinking ‘It’s like being in a movie- I’m seeing everything in slow motion!’ For this 
had been how she had perceived what followed: In what seemed an eternity, the Dark Lord had pointed his 

wand towards Dumbledore, as soon as the syllable ‘Av-‘ had left his lips, Ron had pushed her aside so violently 
that she fell, trying to steady herself by gripping Harry, but pulling him to the ground with her instead, and she 

saw Ron, seeming even taller from her perspective, fling himself between Dumbledore and the green light that 

burst from Voldemort’s wand- he was hit squarely in the chest and just slumped down, without as much as a 

scream, at the same time the black dog gave a feral growl and attacked Voldemort, sinking its teeth fiercely into 

the pulse of his wand hand, in his surprise he loosened his grip on the other wizard’s hood, so that 
the  unconscious form glided onto the grass- the dog stood protectively over the motionless body and when 

Voldemort, red eyes blazing with pain and fury, had turned round to tackle the animal, he obviously realized 

that every single teacher, student or magical relative had drawn their wands and were already throwing curses at 

his death eaters. He instantly disappeared and so did his henchmen. 

All in all, it had been over in less than a minute, but those few seconds had changed Hermione’s life forever. 

Then, still in slow motion: Dumbledore, composed Dumbledore who never lost his countenance, shaking his 

fists against the sky and uttering a roar of pain that left everybody frozen in mid-movement, less because of the 

still active Amplifying Charm than for the sheer, raw power of the great wizard’s rage and despair. It had 
prevented mass panic, though. Mrs. Weasley- another scream of despair, the primordial agony of The Mother 

holding The Dead Child, shaking Ron, repeating “Wake up wake up wake up” in a trembling voice that was 

hoarse from the effort of screaming. Harry, his face white as paper, cowering beside her, not yet able to cry. The 

Muggle parents who had not quite understood what was going on, still sitting on their chairs, petrified with 

shock. Then, another series of ‘plop’s- the Aurors. Blood-red cloaks, grim faces. The black dog, tugging 

frantically at the still unconscious body’s Death Eater uniform, managing to get it off –Snape?? Just in time 

before the Aurors started to look for victims, dead or wounded. Mad-Eye Moody, talking to Dumbledore still 

blazing with fury, radiating power. The shocked look on Dumbledore’s face when he realized that someone, 

someone from inside must… Ginny Weasley who arrived panting, whispered something into Dumbledore’s ear 
before collapsing beside her dead brother. And then, merciful blackness. 

She had passed out to wake in the Hospital Wing that looked like a military hospital, all beds but one had been 

moved out and replaced with cots, mostly for the Muggle relatives, who had been far more shocked by the 

attack than any of the magical folk. She had re-closed her eyes in a desperate attempt to pretend that nothing 

had happened, that it had all been a bad dream.  For fear of another attack, everybody had been transported 

home in the afternoon by the Hogwarts Express, and it had been the worst journey she had ever made in her 



whole life. The train had been overstuffed with students and parents, both magical and non, and heavily guarded 

by Aurors. 

Her parents had been completely lost for words, they tried to comfort her, Mrs. Granger, with her usual lack of 

sensitivity, pointed out to Hermione that today’s events were the ultimate proof of what she had always been 

claiming: That the wizarding world wasn’t the right thing for her daughter. Her father had tried to shush her, 
they had gotten into an argument and, when she could stand it no longer, Hermione had screamed “SHUT UP!” 

into their bewildered faces, only to fall back into silence again.  

Her silence had lasted for weeks. She could not recall exactly at which point shock had turned into pain and 

then into numbness. She had received a very embarrassed letter by Harry who told her that the Weasleys didn’t 
want her at Ron’s funeral. Or rather, it was Mrs. Weasley who had turned her grief into a weapon against 
everybody outside the family who complied to her wishes in order not to hurt her any more. 

Hermione’s predominant feeling had been of complete emptiness: She felt that her life had become senseless. 

Her only real friends had been Harry and Ron, during the last school year more Ron than Harry because of the 

latter’s increasing involvement with Dumbledore’s inner circle and all the obligations and secretiveness it 

brought about. Now Ron was gone and Harry was staying at Hogwarts for some mysterious kind of training he 

couldn’t tell her about.  

She realized that, in all these years, she had blindly relied on the certainty of Harry and Ron being always there 

for her, thus she had neglected other social contacts and invested the remaining time in gaining as much 

knowledge as she could. Knowledge that now didn’t help her and which she therefore began to hate.  Shortly 

before Christmas that year, the parents of brilliant Hermione Granger watched anxiously as their daughter tore 

page after page out of a voluminous tome- it was ‘Hogwarts- A History’- to burn them all in the fireplace in an 

act of furious abdication. She never thought of leaving the wizarding world, for she was well aware that she 

would have equally failed as a Muggle, at least in her own opinion, but she renounced the world of learning.  

During the first year after her graduation, it was easy to explain her decision not to pursue any studies to her 

parents. She needed time. So they conceded her the time she deemed necessary. In the following summer, they 

asked cautiously whether she shouldn’t eventually think about the future and so, half to silence them and half to 

get away from them, she enrolled at the Insitute for Advanced Charms Research where she was welcomed with 

open arms as a new hope for the development of magic. Her results were disastrous and had it not been for the 

climate of general relief and joy after Voldemort’s defeat, she would have been politely asked to leave this 
venerable institution after the end of fall term.  

When Harry began to coax her out of her complete withdrawal, he had given her an illusion of old times being 

back: They had used various disguises to eschew the reporters, supervised the reconstruction of the house at 

Godric’s Hollow and finally he had offered her the perfect possibility of avoiding further discussions about her 
future: He had asked her to marry him. Deep inside her, some little voice told her that this was not the right 

thing to do and maybe she would have overcome her crisis, had she refused him then. But she convinced herself 

that she was in love and that this was the right way to go, besides she was too grateful to Harry to seriously 

consider rejecting him.  Hermione might have abandoned a lot of what others thought to be intrinsic traits of her 

character, but her determination to always give her best was not something she had renounced. She had decided 

to be a perfect wife and so she gritted her teeth and learned what was necessary to make a perfect ambassador’s 
spouse. Only to become aware that Harry, when it came to demanding perfection, could easily give Snape a run 

for his money. 

The combined effect of a less than happy childhood and too much responsibility taken too early in his life and 

the evident success thereof- after all, Voldemort was dead-  had produced in him an obsession for the “Greater 

Good” to which everything had to be sacrificed and he expected his wife to do the same.  



Harry Potter had developed a Messiah complex which real life experience did nothing to dissuade him from. To 

him, it seemed only appropriate that his wife should follow his example. And Hermione stumbled from failure 

to failure, took reprimand after reprimand, until she was completely and utterly destroyed.  Of course, she could 

have left him, but that would have meant to acknowledge that she had failed. So they had their periodical Talks 

and fights that didn’t even hurt them much anymore for after fourteen years, they knew their lines by heart. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Her tea had long turned cold when Hermione emerged from her reverie. She smiled when she thought of Sean. 

She would be very sad if his letter really meant what she feared it might. But even then, she would remember 

him as the man who, inexplicably and unexpectedly, had woken her from too many years of lethargy.  Her 

decision was made: Hermione Granger had to become herself again. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 16 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

As Sirius had expected, neither Severus nor Alastor had come up with a credible excuse to tell Harry for not 

having to play marriage consultant. The best solution would be to see his godson as soon as possible, listen to 

what he had to say, and then pretend, after a few meetings with Hermione, that the outcome of their talks was 

nil. That was the ‘strategy’ he and Severus had excogitated after he had been so peremptorily summoned to the 
Headmaster’s office- ‘Strategy, indeed!’, Sirius thought, ‘If Julius Caesar had used strategies of such finesse, he 
probably would have had a friendly talk with Vercingetorix, returned to Rome and told the senate that he had 

tried his best, but to no avail, Gaul didn’t want to be conquered. On the other hand, he wouldn’t have been 
murdered. So maybe there is something to be said in favour of playing things the easy way.’ 

So he had written a short answer to Harry, telling him that he would be happy to be of help if he could, and had 

received a Floo call by his assistant, Dennis Creevey, summoning him to the Minister’s office for the next day, 
at six p.m.  sharp. As if the appointment in itself hadn’t been more than enough to make him feel 
uncomfortable, Creevey had reminded him that visits to the Minister had to be made in dress robes, something 

Sirius particularly hated. Protocol and formalities were diametrically opposed to his easygoing, informal nature, 

as were scratchy collars to his idea of comfort. 

Swearing under his breath, he had summoned a House Elf to dig the odious garment from the darkest recesses 

of his wardrobe and make it presentable. After dismissing his afternoon class half an hour early, he returned to 

his rooms, to find that the elf had done a magnificent job. ‘Well,’ he thought, looking at his reflection in the 
mirror one last time before stepping into the fireplace, ‘At least navy blue brings out the colour of my eyes. You 
never know, there might be some nice secretary…’ There wasn’t. At his arrival, a harassed-looking Dennis 

Creevey told him that the Minister would be half an hour late, it seemed that the German Minister of Magic had 

been more interested than they had expected by St. Mungo’s recently inaugurated research labs. So Sirius had 
more than enough time to get increasingly irritated by his heavy robes and the thoroughly unpleasant foretaste 

of what was awaiting him. 



He was just dozing off when Harry’s voice yanked him out of his somnolence. “Sirius, what a pleasure to see 

you!” Hastily, he got up and, out of habit, even it had by now become quite obsolete, reached out to pull Harry 

into a hug. He was held at distance, both physically and emotionally, by the Minister’s outstretched right hand 
which he shook, mumbling some polite greeting formula, half-offended and half-relieved that this meeting was 

obviously not going to get to a very personal level. He decided to be relieved, while following his godson into 

his inner sanctum.  When the question whether Sirius preferred tea or coffee had been decided in favour of 

whisky- much to the obvious distress of Creevey-, they were finally alone and Harry who, to Sirius’s grim 
satisfaction, didn’t look a bit less uncomfortable than he, began: “First, let me express my gratitude for having 

sacrificed some of your precious time in order to meet my request.” Sirius forced a smile, while desperately 

trying not to burst out laughing- the rather Byzantine phrasing of a simple ‘thank you for coming’ nearly made 
his self control crack. 

“As you already know from my previous missive-“ 

‘Oh no’, Sirius thought, ‘This is becoming too much, if he goes on like that, I can’t guarantee for anything any 
longer!’ 

“-I have been encountering… er, difficulties with my wife lately-“ 

“That would be Hermione, wouldn’t it?”, Sirius asked, hoping that the blatant sarcasm of his question would 

have its effect. 

The only response it elicited was a slightly irritated “Of course!” 

“-And, when I attempted to discuss the matter this morning at breakfast, I garnered additional proof for my 

assumption that something is indeed amiss.” 

“Indeed?”, was all Sirius managed to choke out. 

“Yes, indeed. Ah, the whisky! Thank you very much, Dennis.” The assistant poured a microscopic amount into 

Sirius’s tumbler and was already heading toward the door, when Sirius realized that he had taken away the 

bottle.  

“Leave it here!”, he called and, when Creevey put the bottle back on the table with a look of incredulous 

disapproval, he added: “Otherwise you’d have to pop in and out every ten seconds.” 

“Of course, Mr. Black”, was Creevey’s only answer, and Sirius briefly tried to imagine whether the assistant’s 
impeccable composure would crumble if he turned into a dog and pissed against his leg. This thought and the 

whisky cheered him up considerably. Not for long, because Harry resumed his speech immediately after 

Creevey had left the room. 

“As I said, or rather intended to say, Hermione’s comportment has been strangely incongruous for little more 
than a week and considering that she shows no intention of sharing her motives with me, I daresay the time has 

come to endeavour to obtain a satisfying explanation on her part.” Sirius began to think that the only way to 

survive to this conversation was to shroud it in the fogs of alcohol and poured himself a second glass. 

“And you want me to get an explanation out of her”, he replied. It was more a statement than a question. 

“As a matter of fact, yes. You may or may not know that Hermione has sadly failed to form any attachments of 

a more friendly nature with any of our numerous acquaintances-“ 



‘Now really?’, Sirius thought, ‘That’s a big surprise! All those lovely, hare-brained middle-aged ladies- I think 

I’ll have a heart attack from that surprise!” But he managed an expression of sympathetic concern and a grave 

nod.  

“And thus, considering that you always were on excellent terms with her, it occurred to me that you might be in 

a position to act as a suitable confidant.” 

“Er…”, Sirius said, unsure of how exactly he could draw Harry’s attention to the fact that he had just asked him 

to first gain and then betray Hermione’s confidence, without calling him an arsehole and leaving the office. 
“Uh, but, you know, Harry, this seems a bit… um, well, not very sincere.” Harry gave an impatient sigh, took 

off his glasses, put them on the table and leant back in his chair, then bent forward again to move the glasses 

until they formed an angle of exactly ninety degrees with the edge of the table, and finally lent back again. 

‘Boy, you’re far gone’, Sirius thought, ‘I bet you use a knife and fork to unbutton your shirt!’ 

“Dear Sirius”, Harry started what seemed likely to become a lengthy monologue, so Sirius poured him self 

another, just for precaution, “It is a sad truth that whatever may be right in a merely private context, does not 

necessarily have to be right when a higher good is at stake. Therefore-“ 

“Excuse me”, Sirius cut him off, unable to hold back any longer, “But could you think of anything more private 

than your own marriage?” 

“Therefore”, Harry continued, raising his voice slightly, but otherwise unabashed, “I am compelled to consider 

my marriage not only as a private, but also very much as a public matter, insofar as my own prestige and, 

consequently, the prestige of this country are concerned. If my wife refuses to sleep with me-“ 

‘She damn well better should’, thought Sirius, ‘for if you shag like you talk…’ 

“-it is entirely my, or rather our problem and I would most certainly not have disturbed you. If, though, her 

altered comportment begins to affect my public image, I neither can nor will tolerate it.” 

Sirius began to feel slightly nauseous and had some trouble in banishing an image of James spinning in his 

grave. On the other hand, he thought, this conversation, abysmal as it was, certainly had the advantage of 

erasing even the last vestiges of a bad conscience. “I see your point, Harry”, he said, “So I’m going to try my 
best. I suppose it will take a little time, though, Mione’s not likely to spill her innermost secrets out to me the 
first time we talk.” The glasses were put on again. 

“Of course not”, Harry agreed, “There will be no restrictions whatsoever, it is entirely at your discretion to 

determine frequency and locations of your meetings with Hermione. Should there be any-“ 

‘No, Harry, don’t say it, don’t or I’ll punch your nose!’ 

“-more substantial expenses, I will of course see to-“ 

He had to get out of here or he couldn’t guarantee that the Minister wouldn’t need a face job. “That’s OK, 
Harry”, he interrupted hastily, “I’m teaching at Hogwarts, and not exactly a pauper. It will be my pleasure, of 

course.- Well, then, I suppose if everything’s clear, I’ll be off…” 

Harry extended his hand again. “It was, as I said, a pleasure to meet you. I would honestly prefer to dedicate 

some more time to you-“ 



‘Don’t bother’, Sirius thought. 

“-But Schmitz-Altenburg will by now have finished his meeting with Remus Lupin and I have to accompany 

him to dinner at the German embassy. Maybe next time.” The two men shook hands and Sirius exited the office, 

feeling very relieved and a little sad and, above all, very very old. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Hermione was sitting on the terrace at the rear side of the Manor, enjoying the last rays of the setting sun and 

finishing the second letter to herself which pretty much summarized her breakfast musings, when Twitchy 

popped up at her feet and announced that Sirius wanted to see her, if it didn’t mean too much trouble.  “Of 

course not”, said Hermione, “Just bring him here.” Was it a good or a bad sign that he came to talk to her in 

person, she thought. Rather a bad one, because a simple ‘yes’ could be told by letter more easily than a refusal. 
He probably wanted to explain to her why he had to decline in more detail, so as to be sure she didn’t take 
offence. 

“Hallo, beauty!”, Sirius called, “Sorry for the surprise attack, but as I was nearby…” 

“Nearby? Where?”, Hermione inquired when she was able to breathe again after having been hugged. 

“Well, in a manner of speaking. I was at the Ministry-“ 

“Ah, Lupin!”, she said with a smile. 

“I wish it had been to see Remus!”, he answered, rolling his eyes, “But I had an appointment with Harry.” 

Hermione looked, to say the least, surprised. “I’ll explain immediately, but first I have to take off these”- he 

gestured at his dress robes- “and I think I could do with a nice glass of Ogden’s and a little water.- Ahhh, that’s 
better”, he sighed, when he had settled in one of the wicker chairs and taken a first sip. 

Hermione’s eyes grew wider and wider when he told her about his previous encounter with her husband. “That 

bastard!”, she hissed and then started to laugh. “Poor Sirius, first my letter and then Harry’s request, what a 
dilemma I’ve put you in!” 

“Not really, I would have helped you anyway, and after what Harry told me about the Higher Good…” 

Hermione laughed. “Oh, yes, the Higher Good, you should have told him that he can shove that up his-“ 

“Nope”, Sirius said, “Already occupied by a broomstick. Or how else would he manage to be so damn upright?” 

The invitation to the German embassy had been extended only to Harry, so that his wife and Sirius had as much 

time at their disposition as they wanted and spent a very pleasurable evening indeed. 

“So you think you’re out of your lethargy?”, Sirius asked when they exchanged a final hug, for it was really 

time to go home now, “I mean even without Sev-“- ‘ouch, that was a close one!’, he thought- “-several men to 

cheer you up?” 



“I think one might be sufficient”, she replied, “And even if it’s not Sean, don’t you think I might find somebody 
else?” 

“What with the stiff shirts you usually meet, I highly doubt that. But now that I’ve got carte blanche to take you 
out- I wouldn’t scare off anybody, they’d all think I’m your father!” 

“Yes, you look like you were my father and Harry’s just dancing the mambo with the German ambassador! Go 

home, Sirius, you’re drunk!” Obediently, Sirius tossed some Floo powder into the fireplace and stepping into 

the now green flames, he called: “Hogwarts, Professor Black’s study!” 

Still giggling, Hermione went upstairs, thinking that if Sirius had become a professor, nothing was impossible 

anymore. She went to shut the French doors that led to the terrace, for by now the air had become a little chilly. 

When she had almost closed them, a very small owl that immediately reminded her of Ron’s Pigwidgeon, came 

soaring out of the dusk that was already enveloping the park.  ‘Sean?’, she thought hopefully while untying the 
letter from the bird’s leg, and impatiently undid the scroll. It was not a letter from Sean. It said, in letters that 
obviously had been cut out from a newspaper: 

“UNLESS YOU THINK THAT YOUR HUSBAND WOULD APPROVE OF YOUR HAVING AN AFFAIR 

WITH THE HEADMASTER OF HOGWARTS, MEET ME TOMORROW AT 6 P.M. AT THE LYNCHED 

GOBLIN” 

 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 17 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

“Skeeter!” was the first thought that came to Hermione’s mind. That goddamned, blasted, dung-born creature 

had finally lashed out for retaliation. Well, if hate and vengeance were dishes to be savoured cold for maximum 

pleasure, this one certainly was as cold as could be, and with a reason. After inhabiting a very small jar for quite 

a long time and subsequently being blackmailed into observing journalistic ethics,  Rita had kept her promise 

with gritted teeth.  Later, when she could have got to “that girl”, her readers’ interest was taken by different 
events and when finally the years of terror had dissolved into general relief, any reporter who would have dared 

to write that the fingernails of Harry Potter’s fiancée were painted the wrong shade of pink would have been 

publicly lynched. 

Then Hermione had been out of the poisonous quill’s reach for nearly ten years, and after their return and 
Harry’s glorious first years as Minister of Magic, she had made one single wrong step and Skeeter came down 

on her more like a hawk than like a beetle. Blackmail… she would have to tell Harry about Sean, so at least she 
could relieve her conscience… Hermione literally jumped when finally- it had taken her long enough- her brain 

went into alert mode again: The Headmaster of Hogwarts? The Headmaster of Hogwarts was… Her brain had 
overtaken itself and solved the anagram before she could even finish her thought. Snape. Sean was Snape. 

When had she seen him for the last time? At her wedding, where he had still been greasy-haired and sallow-

skinned… so, either he had been using some appearance-altering charm during her school years or this new and, 

if truth be told, vastly improved looks were the result of a carefully applied embellishing charm…  



It was a sign of how much she was already returning to her old self that the question which charm he might 

have used in either case kept her mind occupied for some minutes, trying to remember, weighing possible 

explanations against each other… Her old defence mechanism.  Brain switching to analytical mode, thus 

preventing that panic take over.  It wasn’t panic she felt, after recognizing that she had to go to the library and 
read up on this kind of spells, it was screaming fury. How dare he! How could he do this to her? Another coin 

dropped. Sirius! He had to know, he was in on the game, too! Next coin, landing somewhere on the bottom of 

her brain, making a clinking noise that sounded like a garden gnome’s mad giggle. Moody!  He, too was part of 

the charade. 

Hermione took a few steadying breaths and sat down. What she needed most was a strategy, she had to try and 

think, if possible forgetting her rage for some time, banishing it and concentrating on the task at hand: How to 

handle Skeeter.  She would have told Harry about her alleged affair, facing his reaction and without fear of the 

consequences, had she felt herself to be standing on firm ground. As things were, thanks to that bit of 

information the letter had provided, that was no longer to be considered an option. Damn Skeeter! She would 

even have had the possibility of asking Sirius or Mad-Eye for help, had she preferred not to tell Harry. Now this 

was out of the question and she had to handle things on her own. Once she had ensured that her most urgent 

problem be solved to her satisfaction, her full wrath would come down on messieurs Snape and Black. And 

Moody. No blancmange for him this time. A sixteen ton weight, more probably. 

What would Skeeter want? Not money, to be sure. Which was, in a way, a relief, for money would be very 

difficult to come by. Information, then. Yes, that seemed to be the most logical conclusion. 

Hermione decided that for next day’s challenge she would need a clear mind and thus went to bed early. Albeit 
her dreams were populated by beetles, black dogs and a Potions Master whose appearance kept changing like a 

puzzle picture, she woke up late in the next morning, feeling refreshed and ready to face the enemy. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The Lynched Goblin was a pub in Knockturn Alley, preferred haunt of Death Eaters and the darker part of the 

magical fauna during the Voldemort years. After the Dark Lord’s gruesome end, the Aurors had pitilessly 
raided all of the shops and houses that positively reeked of Dark Magic, dragged away their occupants and 

cleaned the premises of the surprising variety of spells and wards protecting the inhabitants and their 

belongings. The narrow lane had subsequently become a fashionable residence, something like the Quartier 

Latin of the wizarding part of London, and the Lynched Goblin was now the watering hole for a motley crowd 

of eccentrics. 

After practically dozing through a plenary meeting of W.A.N.T.O.N. (Witches Against the Numerous Threats 

of Osirian Necromancy), Hermione Apparated home, took a hot bath in order to relax and prepare herself for 

the meeting with the hated reporter, dressed and gave Twitchy exact instructions about what to tell her husband, 

should her return be delayed longer than she foresaw. At five minutes to six, she was sitting at a small table in 

the rear part of the pub, sipping at a glass of Pinot Gris and bracing herself for the fight to come. 

To ease her gradually growing tension, she watched the crowd that was slowly oozing in for an aperitif and a 

chat before returning home or swapping the pub for one of the chic restaurants of which there was an ample 

selection. Come to think of it, the Lynched Goblin had not been a bad choice, strategically thinking, for its 

clientele belonged to the part of the wizarding community that cared least about politics and was thus less 

probable to recognize her, or her blackmailer.  Standing at the bar, a white-faced vampiress with a sheet of 

lustrous black hair coming down to her waist was smiling to what Hermione could only assume to be a Half-



Troll, baring her fangs seductively and grazing her companion’s gnarled, greyish skin with blood-red painted 

fingernails. Next to her, a young wizard with blonde flyaway hair was reading something- Hermione strongly 

suspected it to be poetry, from the occasional scraps she caught- to another wizard who was staring deeply into 

the poet’s eyes, while absently fingering the lapel of a black Dolce&Gabbana velvet suit. They were sharing a 
bottle of champagne.  While Hermione tried to get a better idea of what the poet was reading and absently 

sipped her white wine, a soft voice said: “Good evening!” 

“Dennis!”, she exclaimed, jumping up and taking his hand, “Oh, Dennis I’m so glad! How did you… I mean…” 

This was going to be very awkward, for he had obviously got wind of Skeeter’s intrigue which meant he was 

her saviour, but also knew what had been written in that ignominious letter. She finally settled for: “How did 

you find out? Come, sit down and tell me!” 

“Find out what?”, Dennis asked. 

“Well, about Skeeter, the letter, the…uh, the blackmailing… everything.” “Skeeter?”, he echoed, “Now this is 

an original thought. Skeeter. How very ingenious.” 

“Not Skeeter?”, Hermione said, “Well, who was it, then? Who did write that… that letter?” 

Creevey gave her a blank look. “I don’t have the faintest idea what you’re talking about. I’m going to get 
myself a drink and then you’ll tell me all about it, OK? Another one for you?” She nodded. “What were you 

having?” When he returned with their glasses, Hermione was in panic. The blackmailer would see her 

husband’s assistant sitting at her table, deduce she had told Harry and their deal, whatever it might have been, 
would be off. “Er, Dennis”, she said therefore, “I know this is really awkward and I don’t mean to offend you, 
honestly, but do you think you could move to another table? I’ll explain later.” 

Dennis gave her an astonished look. “Of course, if you insist. Are you expecting somebody?” 

Oh God, this was looking worse and worse. Not only was she being blackmailed for having an affair with 

Severus Snape, now Dennis would think she had an affair and was expecting her lover. Things were working 

out just great!  “Y-yes, in a kind of way, yes. I’m expecting somebody.” “I suppose you don’t want me to ask 
you who it is?”, he said with a strange smile. 

“I-… no, I’d rather not.” 

“Such a big secret?”, he asked, the strange smile still on his face.  “Mmmh, yes, definitely, it’s about a surprise 
for Harry”, she lied desperately, “for our wedding anniversary.” 

“Oh, I see. And I thought it was about the Headmaster of Hogwarts.” Hermione had never played Quidditch in 

her life, but she supposed that being hit in the stomach by a Bludger had to feel exactly like that. “So it was… 
you?”, she choked, “You?…But why…” 

“Yes, it was I. Your health, Hermione!”, he replied, raising his glass.  

“Fuck you!”, she said, with relish, taking a swig of wine.  

“Thank you very much, but that was not what I had in mind. To…er, fuck frigid women older than myself is not 
one of my favourite pastimes. I’m sure Snape would be most willing to oblige, though.” 

She resisted the impulse of tossing her drink into his face and simply stand up and leave the premises. This was 

way too important.  “I’m relieved to hear it”, she replied sarcastically. “Boys”- and she made the disgust she felt 



clearly resound in that word- “don’t usually turn me on.” She had the satisfaction of seeing him blush with 

anger. “So, what was it you wanted? Money? You should know I don’t have any. Harry would notice 
immediately if I withdrew important sums from our common account. What, then? No sex, no money? What, 

Dennis?” 

When he answered, his voice was so flat she could barely hear him through the increasing buzz of voices filling 

the pub. “I want my brother.” 

“Your brother? He’s in Azkaban, for all I know. He was a traitor. He caused my best friend and several other 

students to die! Are you-“, she caught herself in time before saying ‘mad’- no use asking a lunatic whether he 

was mad, “Are you being serious?” 

When he looked at her, she realized that at least this situation was serious, very much so. And she decided to try 

another strategy. “Tell me all about it, Dennis”, she said softly. 

He eyed her suspiciously. “You don’t want to know!”, he said, sounding desperate, “Why would you be 

interested?” 

Carefully, she put one hand over his, noticing that he was trembling violently.  But he did not pull his hand 

away from her touch. “Dennis”, she said, looking into his eyes, “Have I ever treated you unkindly? Without 

respect? As an inferior?” He shook his head, a little hesitant. “So. Why do you think I wouldn’t want to know 
about Colin? I can see that it causes you a lot of pain.  Tell me, please.” 

He was visibly struggling with himself. In the end, the desire to tell her evidently won over and he began: “You 

remember the Graduation Day Massacre?” Hermione gave a short, bitter laugh. “How could I not remember it? 

It’s all here, right before my eyes, as if it had happened yesterday. How happy we were feeling- finally free to 

begin a new life, our life! And then, those monsters…” This time it was her voice to nearly fail her.  “Yes, 

Hermione. Monsters. They killed our fellow students. They destroyed your life- don’t you think that I don’t 
know. You went downhill from the moment Ron was killed. Did you think I didn’t realize? I’m Muggle born 

like you are, but I had two more years to go at Hogwarts, I couldn’t retreat into denial of everybody and 
everything! I had to stay there, every goddamned day, the Traitor’s Brother, who knows, maybe he’s going to 
be a Death Eater too, of course we’re never going to call him like that face to face, but believe me, Hermione, I 

could hear them and I could feel it! But I didn’t have any alternative. My parents aren’t dentists. My father is a 
milk man and my mother a housewife. They were told Colin had died in an accident, Dumbledore himself 

deigned to break the bad news to them. But I knew! I knew! Colin had told me about the Dementors and the 

effect they have! And I know that he’s been rotting there every goddamned day, day after day, for more than 
sixteen years!” He drained his wine glass in one gulp. “Do you know, can you even imagine how many 

petitions I filed with the Ministry? He was sixteen years old, for God’s sake, a mere boy! They took him to 
Azkaban without even a trial!” Hermione began to feel slightly nauseous. “But he confessed, didn’t he?” 

Creevey gave her a look of such intense hate that she was glad looks alone couldn’t kill. “You are Muggle born 

too, Hermione, aren’t you?” Hermione nodded. 

“So you’ll know as well as I do that in our oh-so-despised Muggle society there is such a thing as juvenile 

delinquency, with the appropriate legal consequences. Muggle criminal law allows for the possibility of seeing 

the error of your ways if you happen to commit a crime while still under age. Even if you confess. Even if you 

kill. They have clearly recognized that, at sixteen, you are not yet fully responsible for your decisions. You get a 

second chance, for God’s sake!” Creevey’s voice was getting hysterical. In a way, Hermione felt with him. Of 
course, the uproar caused by what the reporters called “Creevey’s High Treason” had been overwhelming. But 

on the other hand, she felt that his brother was right. Maybe Colin hadn’t been innocent, like Sirius, but was he 
to be held entirely responsible for a decision taken when he was a mere boy?  She looked at Dennis who was 

now crying. What a life he must have had during those last two years at school! And he had to lie to his parents, 

all the time.  “Are your parents still alive?”, she asked. 



“What?” 

She repeated her question. “Yes, they are. But I’m sure they know that something’s wrong with the story of 
Colin having died in an accident.” “That’s what I told my parents about Ron’s death”, she said. 

“Really? Why?” 

“Oh, just because I was tired of their eternal babbling about the wizarding world not being the right place for 

me. As if the same things didn’t happen in the Muggle world! You remember that horrible tragedy in New 
York? When was it?  2001, I think, Harry and I had been in Paris only just for some months.  Basically, we’re 
all the same. Anyway, I went to the Ministry and asked them to obliviate Mum and Dad.” 

“Really? So they obviously did?” 

“Oh, yes, they did. I threw such a tantrum that they decided it was better to give in.” She gave Creevey a sad 

smile. Hesitantly, he returned it. “Dennis, why didn’t you come to me? Why did you have to write that odious 
letter? Didn’t you believe I would have helped you?” 

He buried his face in his hands. “Hermione”, he said in a muffled voice, “Do you have the slightest idea of how 

much you have changed during the last week? I have known you for nearly five years now, you were always 

correct, never uncivil, of unvarying respect, but never a person anybody would have turned to for help! Had I 

known that this conversation was going to finish like this, of course I wouldn’t have written that letter. You 
really want to help me?” 

“Of course”, Hermione said, while a very evil smile crossed her face, “And I have some friends- three friends, 

to be exact- who will be more than eager to make their contribution.” 

Completely misinterpreting her expression, Dennis flinched. “You’re… you mean you’ll call the Aurors? 
You’re going to tell them everything and they’ll take me to Azkaban, too? So you’re like them , Hermione, just 
like them! I should have known! I should never have trusted you, never! Why did I trust you?” The noise that 

had been filling the pub suddenly ceased. Completely. So that Dennis’s sobs were the only sound, clearly 
audible to everybody, seemingly amplified by the stunned silence that had fallen over the crowd.  “He’s-“, 

Hermione cleared her throat for her voice sounded like the mating song of a strangled crow, “He’s just… uh, 
having a problem with his fiancée… nothing to worry, really… just go on, enjoy yourselves!” Immediately, the 

noise level rose again, a guy upset about his fiancée was by no means interesting enough to interrupt interesting 

conversations, unless he put his wand into his mouth and blew his head into smithereens. 

“Dennis!”, Hermione whispered fervently, “Dennis, listen to me! I don’t have any intention of calling the 
Aurors. Honestly. I just want to combine the useful with the enjoyable. Now listen to me…” 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 18 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Severus Snape returned to Hogwarts after only four days, refreshed, rested and with the firm decision to work 

things out with Hermione. He would reveal his true identity as soon as possible, explain to her why he had not 



done so previously, and after what he hoped was going to be only a brief moment of disharmony between them, 

he would try to build the first stable long-term relationship with a woman he had ever had in his life.  He had 

come back on a Saturday afternoon, to discuss school matters with Minerva over a cup of tea- nothing out of the 

ordinary had happened, so that business was finished rather quickly. After a short pause, Minerva cautiously 

inquired about Severus’s further intentions regarding Hermione and was pleasantly surprised to hear the result 

of his meditative break.  

After dinner, he sat down in his study and wrote to Hermione, informing her of his return and asking her 

whether they could see each other during the following week. He had expected her to answer promptly, and was 

a little downcast when, by Sunday evening, he still hadn’t received a response.  During his absence, quite a lot 

of mail had accumulated itself on his desk and he was busy drafting a request to the headmaster of the New 

Orleans Institute for Young Wizards, concerning an eventual exchange program with Hogwarts- an idea the 

American Minister of Magic had been discussing with Harry during his last visit to London- when an owl, 

fluttering against the window, demanded to be let in. It did not, as he had hoped, bring an answer from 

Hermione, but was carrying a rather official-looking envelope containing an invitation card: 

The Minister of Magic, Harry Potter, 

Requests the presence of Severus Snape, Headmaster of Hogwarts School of 

Witchcraft and Wizardry 

At an informal dinner at the Minister’s Manor 

On Tuesday, 25 September 2014, at 7.30 p.m. 

  

R.S.V.P. 

Dress Robes 

For more than one reason, Severus decided immediately that he would have to decline: First, and most 

important, because Hermione would be there and it was less than likely that he would be able to talk to her 

before. And he didn’t want her to find out about him that way. Second, he didn’t feel to comfortable at the idea 
of sitting at the same table with Harry right now, when he had just made up his mind to adorn his head with a 

pair of very handsome horns, the paraphernalia of the cuckold. Third, he hated this kind of social gathering and 

an ‘informal dinner’ in dress robes was not only a contradiction in terms but also promised to provide very little 
pleasure. He thus resolved to make a Floo call to Harry’s assistant first thing next morning, and ask him to be 
excused from participating because of a previously taken appointment he could by no means postpone.  

He put the card away and had just taken up his quill again to finish his draft, when somebody knocked at the 

door and, after his brief “Come in!”, Sirius entered the room, brandishing a card identical to the one he had just 

received.  

“Oh frabjous day, Severus!”, he said, sitting down and unceremoniously putting his feet on the Headmaster’s 
desk, deliberately ignoring Snape’s raised eyebrows, “We’ve been honoured beyond our wildest dreams! A 
private dinner with the minister! Dress robes! I’ve been crying with joy for the last ten minutes.” 

“I spared myself the trouble of shedding tears of rapturous elation, for I won’t go”, Snape replied dryly, trying 

to pry an important-looking document from under Sirius’s heel. 



“Why?” 

“Well, Sirius”, Snape began, speaking slowly as if here were talking to a beloved, but extremely dim-witted 

child, “You might have noticed that our esteemed minister has a wife…” 

Sirius hit himself on the forehead. “What an idiot I am!” 

“Yes”, Snape replied politely, “That was roughly what I wanted to convey-“ 

“No, I mean you can’t know what I know-“ 

“I somehow doubt that, Sirius.” 

“Don’t play the smart-ass here, Headhamster, and let me finish my sentence. What you can’t know is that I 
made a Floo call to Hermione just now, to ask her who else would be invited, and she told me that it was just 

you, Mad-Eye and me. She won’t be present, for she’ll be at St. Mungo’s-“ 

“What?” Snape shot out of his chair like a rattlesnake. “At St. Mungo’s? Why? Is she ill? What… I mean why 
didn’t you tell me right away?” 

“Se-ve-rus!”, Black intoned, “Severus, she isn’t ill. She’ll be there overnight for the annual check-up. I 

understand that this is some habit Harry took a fancy to during his time in Washington, it seems that the 

president of the US Muggles does it. So, nothing to worry, you can go as well.” 

“But I don’t want to sit at the same table with Harry right now”, Snape objected. 

“I see your point, but you’ll have to, sooner or later. I mean, look at it that way: Better now than after you’ll 
have actually laid his wife. Believe me, I don’t like it either. Dress robes! If  you got to wear dress robes for an 

informal dinner, I wonder what you have to put on for a formal one?” 

“Gala robes in your house colours.- You know what, Sirius? We can call Alastor right now and ask him whether 

he intends to go. If he does, we’ll have the certainty of being three against one and can hope for it to be 

bearable.” 

Thus, on Tuesday at 7.29, Black and Snape stepped out of the fireplace in the Manor’s entrance hall and 
narrowly avoided being crushed by Alastor Moody who had chosen to Apparate directly on the hearthrug. They 

were greeted by a House Elf- it was Twitchy, but this they did not know- who beckoned them to follow her into 

a small salon. “Please, gentlemen”, she squeaked, “His Excellency says that you takes a seat, he arrives in five 

minutes. Does you wish for an aperitif?” 

“Yes”, they said in unison, and then, still as one: “Whisky, please.” The elf served them their drinks and, before 

exiting the room, handed each an envelope.  

“His excellency says that the gentlemen should open this in the meantime, while you is waiting for him.” She 

bowed and disappeared with a crack.  The three men gave each other curious looks. 

“Well”, Moody growled, “Your health then, boys! May our evening be a fat lot more pleasant than we expect it 

to be!” And he downed his glass in one gulp. 



“If you start like that, Alastor”, Snape remarked, putting his tumbler on the fragile-looking glass table beside 

him after only a small sip, “I am sure you are going to tap-dance on the table before long and that sure as hell 

will be a pleasure.” 

During their exchange, Sirius had opened his envelope and he now made a very strange, gurgling sound. 

“Sirius, really”, Moody said, “Didn’t mama ever teach you that you mustn’t burp in the minister’s house, under 
whichever circumstance?” 

Black was opening and closing his mouth, doing a very fine imitation of a slightly embarrassed goldfish, but 

otherwise not giving any useful information.  Snape glared at him disapprovingly. “What is it, Black? If you are 

trying to simulate a seizure of some kind in order to escape our soon-to-be ordeal, I am warning you: Do it and I 

will hex the Gryffindor Seeker next Saturday!” Sirius just shook his head and finally managed to say: “Look!”, 

handing Snape the piece of paper he had extracted from the envelope. It was not a piece of paper, though, it was 

a photo, showing Snape and Hermione kissing passionately at the entrance of the Bibendum. 

“What the hell…”, he breathed, shoving the photo into Moody’s impatiently outstretched hand. 

“Whoa!”, was Moody’s somewhat unoriginal comment.  Slowly, because they were sure what they were going 

to see, the other two men opened their envelopes as well: They contained the same photo as Black’s.  

“Any idea where the plug is?”, Sirius said tonelessly and Moody gave a rumbling laugh. 

“Private joke, never mind”, he said to Snape who looked from one to the other, apparently fearing for their 

mental health, “Now this is a bit of an embarrassment, isn’t it? I don’t know why he invited me, though, as I’m 
innocent, but maybe he wants me to take you straight to Azkaban, guys. Just a wild guess, though”, he added, 

pouring himself another whisky. “Ogden’s, anyone?” 

They drained their glasses and held them out to Moody for a refill. “This is going to be the single most horrible 

evening of my whole life”, Severus muttered, “And I don’t even dare to think how Hermione must feel! I wish I 
could tell her-“ 

“Good evening, gentlemen”, said a voice that most certainly wasn’t Harry’s, “What a pleasure to have you all 

here!” 

“Mione…?”, Black asked in utter disbelief, while Severus got up from his chair and rushed towards her, 

stammering “Hermione…I…I can explain…”. Moody just remained where he was, his transfixed stare resting 

upon their hostess.  

“Headmaster Snape!”, she exclaimed, without giving any sign of recognizing him or acknowledging his last 

words, “It has been so long since we last met! Why, it must have been at my wedding. How are you?” 

“Fine, thank you”, he croaked. 

“Sirius, dearest!”, she said, giving him a light peck on the cheek, “Navy blue definitely is your colour! And 

Alastor Moody!” The old wizard hastily rose from his chair. “Another dear friend I haven’t seen in so long! 
Now please follow me, gentlemen, dinner is waiting.”  Without another look at any of them, she turned to leave 

the room, her cream-coloured silk robes billowing elegantly in her wake, and behind her three powerful 

wizards, reduced to little more than trembling first years, shuffled along, hoping desperately that the marble 

floor of the entrance hall they were just crossing might open and mercifully devour them all. 



In the smaller dining room that was normally used for breakfast, a round table of a diameter of about five feet 

was set for four persons, the room was lit only by the flames in the fireplace and a chandelier with ten candles 

that was floating above the table. Hermione sat down and, with a gesture of both hands, invited the men to 

follow suit. Twitchy the House Elf appeared and uncorked a bottle of champagne. When four flutes were filled, 

Hermione raised hers and said: “To old friends, gentlemen, who see each other far too rarely.” They all avoided 

not only her, but also each other’s eyes, when they echoed: “To old friends!” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Hermione had planned this out very carefully, together with Dennis who had finally believed her that she was 

neither going to have him sacked nor to deliver him to the Aurors. The only variable to remain in an otherwise 

perfect equation was the exact time of Severus’s return which they had to wait for. When his letter had arrived 

on Sunday morning, Hermione had summoned Dennis to the Manor by Floo and they had discussed the timing: 

As she didn’t want to leave Snape the tiniest possibility of explaining this qui pro quo before the Big Night, it 
had to be done very soon. Tuesday evening was perfect insofar as Harry had one of his rare free nights which 

excluded the otherwise possible problem of the guests recognizing the invitation as fake by eventually knowing 

that he had to be present at some other event. Hermione had put a sleeping spell on Harry before their arrival, so 

he was taken care of for as long as necessary.  

Right now, she deeply enjoyed the sight of the three men who were picking at their food, unsure whether to talk 

or to be silent, their self-assurance reduced to shreds and dreading what else she might have in store for them. 

To say nothing of the discomfort she knew all of them were feeling because of their dress robes. Well, she 

would tell them what she intended to at whichever time she thought suitable to do so, but before that, she was 

looking forward to prolonging their uneasiness as long as possible.  

And so, over starters which consisted of a delicious salad topped with slices of roast duck breast and an 

exquisite mustard dressing, she first targeted Moody, asking questions about the CAA, its students and faculty, 

while every smile was a twist to the knife that stuck firmly in the old Auror’s flesh.  The main course, a 

scrumptious Filet Wellington, cooked to perfection and accompanied by a variation of steamed vegetables and a 

mouth-watering Sauce Hollandaise, was dedicated to a painstakingly meticulous autopsy of the sad remainders 

of Sirius Black’s self-assurance, punctuated by his torturess sipping gracefully at a glass of a particularly rich 

Cabernet Sauvignon from Southern Italy. 

When the Soufflè à l’orange arrived, Snape felt that it was now his turn to insert his fingers into the 
thumbscrews and be subjected to humiliation. He looked at the beautiful woman sitting opposite him: She was 

perfect tonight, her hair not swept up this time, but tamed into thick ringlets cascading an inch or so beyond her 

shoulders, no trace of make-up insulting her creamy complexion, flushed cheeks and brilliant cinnamon eyes, 

yes, she was simply breathtaking. It was obvious that she relished every second of her success. He felt that she 

was in her right, they were only getting what they deserved, and he would have taken his punishment more than 

willingly, had it not meant that he was being humiliated in the presence of Black and Moody. On the other 

hand, he reasoned, they were less than likely to make this particular evening an object of one of their running 

jokes, for they, too, had had their fair share. And thus, he even managed a smile when the first question was 

aimed at him like a sweetly poisoned arrow. 

  

-----*****----- 



  

If the three wizards had been under the illusion that sooner or later, the comedy was going to dissolve into 

hearty laughter, they were disappointed by their charming hostess. “I suggest that we take our coffee in the 

Empire Salon”, she trilled, looking directly into Severus’s eyes with a slightly over-sweet smile that made him 

cringe. Instead of diminishing as they had hoped, their feeling of uneasiness was increasing. Coffee and Hines 

Cognac were liberally distributed and after a first sip of her favourite brandy, Hermione put the tumbler down 

and said: “And now, gentlemen, to business.” All three glanced at her, petrified. “I presume that you all know 

why we are spending this pleasurable evening together”, she said and raised her right hand to silence Snape who 

had opened his mouth to reply, “And I have no intention whatsoever to discuss it. At least not right now. For 

some of you”, and she looked pointedly at Severus, “The time may come to clear matters between us.  But, as I 

said, not in this moment. I am sure, nevertheless, that your conscience is weighing you down sufficiently, so 

that you will kindly do what I am going to ask you.” Three heads nodded in agreement. “Fine”, she said, “I am 

pleased to see that nobody is objecting.” She paused to take a sip of brandy, then continued: “You have exactly 

three weeks until you will hand in a research paper about the history of the British legal system, with particular 

regard to juvenile delinquency, from the beginnings until the present day. Both wizard and Muggle, of course.” 

The bombshell had exploded. The three men remained speechless for quite a long time, then Sirius started 

hesitatingly: “B-but, Mione, how… I mean, the wizarding part is tedious, but easy, but the Muggle thing, how 

are we supposed to manage that?” 

“This”, she replied with a venomous smile, “Does not seem to be my problem, now does it, Sirius? I want that 

paper, on Tuesday, 16 October, same time, same place. You will be my guests for dinner again.” 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 19 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

“Good afternoon, miss, do you think you could spare a minute for us?” The woman sitting at the information 

counter of the British Library thanked her guardian angel for having made her look up before giving a 

dismissive answer- it was five minutes until the end of her shift and she wasn’t being paid so well as to sacrifice 
even ten seconds of her leisure time. Though when she looked at this one- she would willingly sacrifice quite a 

lot of her leisure time for him or rather, spend most of it with him, preferably snogging. You didn’t see men like 
that every day: Tall, broad-shouldered, short black hair, three-day beard and the most startling blue eyes she had 

seen in a long time. This godsend to womanhood was wearing a black turtleneck- the rest was covered by the 

counter he was leaning on nonchalantly- and giving her a brilliant smile. The other one standing behind him 

wasn’t bad either, she thought, they were probably brothers, only that the other brother had black eyes and 

looked a little stern.  She thought of the spot she had discovered on her chin during lunch break and cursed it, to 

no avail, it was as useless as cursing herself for the last chocolate binges she had indulged in. So she just tossed 

her hair back and gave the visitor the sweetest smile she could muster. “Of course”, she said, “As many minutes 

as you need me!” 

Her colleague who had been intent on reading the Cosmopolitan’s “How To Give Him Pleasure Beyond His 

Wildest Erotic Fantasies” column and relieved that whoever it was had not addressed her, looked up in surprise 

when she heard the unexpectedly friendly answer. One glance at the two visitors was enough to make her wish 

that she had not only finished reading before they arrived, but also gotten a chance of trying out those useful 



hints on the two men, if possible, both at the same time. As things were, she just listened attentively, poised to 

jump at the first hesitation or mistake in her colleague’s words, denounce it pitilessly to Castor and Pollux and 
present herself as the only reliable source of information. 

“Wonderful, just marvellous, thank you… uh…”- he peered at her badge- “Beatrice. What a beautiful name. 

Was the choice inspired by Dante or Shakespeare?” Beatrice who had been hired because she had a friendly 

smile and a nice voice and some computer skills, felt a little lost. Looking at him with wide eyes, she asked: 

“Er… does it matter?” 

“Of course. You’d either be ‘Lady Disdain’ or ‘a virgin, beneath green mantle, robed in hue of flame’. But I’ll 
tell you something: You’re unique anyway, no matter whom your parents named you after.” 

This had the effect of not only reassuring, but also flattering her greatly. Of course, she thought, this superb 

specimen was well over fifty, but what manners, what charmingly respectful behaviour, with the merest hint of 

what he could do if he became a little less respectful lurking promisingly in those blue eyes… They didn’t make 

them like that anymore. She sighed. “Thank you so much. Now, what can I do for you, Mr. …?” 

“Call me Sirius.” 

“I beg your pardon? Serious as in ‘you’re in serious trouble’?” 

“I could easily get you there if you wanted me to”, he said, grinning, “But actually it’s Sirius as in ‘dog days’.” 

“Is that… a movie?”, she inquired. 

“No, sweet Beatrice, it’s the period from 24 July to 24 August, when Sirius rises at the same time as the sun. 
Sirius is the brightest of the fixed stars.  Whereas I’m not that bright and really need your help.” 

Now she was back on familiar territory. “Yes, just tell me what you need, Sirius, and I’ll try to do whatever I 
can.” 

He motioned to the other man who had been impatiently watching the flirtatious intermezzo to join him at the 

counter. “Look, Beatrice, we’re searching for books about the history of the British Legal System. Nothing too 
complicated, as we’re not exactly acquainted with the matter. But we need to get a good idea of it, particularly 
as far as juvenile delinquency is concerned. Do you think you could assist us with our research?” 

“Well, yes…”, she said hesitantly, “I… I can do that, but I doubt I’d be very useful. I don’t have a clue about 
the legal system, all I could do would be to type the key words and hit the search button- that’s it, pretty much.” 

“Hit what?”, the man who wasn’t Sirius asked. 

“The search button.” To judge from his look, he had heard but not understood her words. “On the computer, 

over there.” She gestured to the terminals at the other end of the entrance area. “I mean, don’t take it as an 
offence, if there was anything else to be done, I’d do it, but…” The man who wasn’t Sirius bit his lip and 
seemed to do some very hard thinking.  “I see”, he finally said, “Well, er… Beatrice, now suppose we found the 

books. 

What do we have to do next?” 

“You place your order, come back after three or four days, present your Reader Pass and get your books to take 

into the Reading Room.” The two men looked at each other. “Reader Pass…?”, Sirius asked.  “Oh, you don’t 
have one, I wasn’t aware. So you just go to the Reader Admissions Office, fill in the form they give you and 



show them your driver’s licence or passport, whatever. It has to have your photo and signature, that’s what’s 
important.” She laughed at their sheepish expressions. “Well, guys, what did you expect? It’s pretty much the 
same thing everywhere.” “Yes, I suppose it is”, said the man who wasn’t Sirius, “Thank you for your help. It 

was very… enlightening.” 

“So, don’t you-“ 

“N-no”, Sirius said, a little hastily, “This is going to take some time which we don’t have today. We’ll come 
back. Bye, and thank you again.” Beatrice didn’t know whether she was more disappointed to see them leave, or 
enthusiastic about being able to contemplate what she thought were the two cutest bums she had seen in a long 

time. 

“Blimey!”, her colleague muttered, “There really should be a way for single women to bug such attractive 

blokes with direction finders. Just think of the possibilities…” Beatrice nodded in heartfelt agreement and 

snatched the copy of the Cosmopolitan. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

“Now that’s what I call a complete failure”, Sirius grumbled when they had left the library. 

“Absolutely correct. And I will most certainly have a word about this business with Konrad Darwin. If a 

Muggle Studies teacher is incapable of providing useful basic information such as how to get your hands on a 

book in a Muggle library, I think he should at least take a sabbatical in order to brush up his knowledge.  In fact, 

I’ll strongly suggest it to him, otherwise I will not only have to search for a temporary, but for a permanent 

replacement. I mean, just look at the possible consequences of such faulty information- unless we are able to 

blend in when necessary, we’ll make the worst mistakes, today we were lucky but what if-“ Sirius put a hand on 

his shoulder. 

“Severus, we’re here to get those books, not to discuss the educational system.” Snape gave him an offended 

look. “I didn’t say it’s not important, Sevvie-boy, I said it’s not our top priority right now, OK?” Snape 

harrumphed but didn’t object. “Back to priority number one, then. How do we get those books?” 

Snape stopped to look at the other wizard. “Black, there is absolutely no need to be disproportionately obtuse. If 

you need something which is not yet in your possession, what do you usually do?” 

“Er… buy it?” 

“Ten points to Gryffindor”, Snape commented acidly, “That’s exactly what we are going to do. Come on then, 
tiresome canine, we have to pay a visit to Gringott’s first.” They found a quiet corner and Disapparated.  

“You know what?”, Black said when, the next instant, they were standing in front of the white marble building, 

“I’m convinced now that Mad-Eye got the easier part of the task. He just has to bully his law expert into writing 

the bit about wizarding law. Look at us, instead, now we’re about to enter Gringott’s in Muggle clothes. It’s just 
not fair!” 



They ascended the stairs and were stared at viciously by the uniformed goblin standing guard outside the 

entrance door. “You see? That was exactly what I meant. And I get the creeps when I think about the exchange 

rates and the fee they’ll charge!” 

Half an hour later, the Gringott’s goblins were several galleons richer, not to mention that their unwavering 
conviction about wizards being a rather dumb lot had been confirmed once more by two particularly disturbed 

specimens who had not deemed it beneath themselves to enter the bank in Muggles’ attire. Black had grown 
more irritated by the second and when they finally exited the building, he emptied the cornucopia of his wrath 

over his friend who had been dreading exactly this scene since their departure from Hogwarts.  “… and I don’t 
give a damn about all this business of having deceived Hermione! Above all because it’s your blasted fault in 

the first place!” There, he had said it. And it was the truth to boot. 

Sirius had a most irksome habit- typically Gryffindor, Severus thought- of just blurting out, unfiltered, what 

passed through his head, heedless of whether the occasion called for it or not. Snape had promised to himself 

that he would not rise to the bait, he would just act as if nothing had happened, or change the subject, or try to 

explain that, even if he had introduced himself under a false name… What he certainly hadn’t intended to do 

was to hiss: “Shut up, Black! This is enough trouble without your childish rambling which, I’d like to point out, 
is also completely inane! May I suggest that you return to Hogwarts while I go straight to Mrs.  Potter, to ask 

her some burning questions of my own. I will clear this matter with her once and for all and I will not be treated 

like a first-year.” 

Sirius, who had just wanted to let off a little steam and then continue their arduous quest, was completely taken 

aback. “Severus, I didn’t mean to… do you really think you should… I mean why didn’t that occur to you 
yesterday? It’s not really to your advantage if first you accept without even arguing and the next day you just 
stomp in to ask burning questions and play the rebel.” 

“I don’t think that there is a single thing I could care about less than I do about making a good impression. 

Return to Hogwarts or don’t, it is the same to me. I have to see her. Now.” 

“Severus…”- but Sirius was talking to thin air, for the other wizard had already Disapparated. Sighing, he 

decided that he could as well go back and have dinner.  Nothing to be done here. And he could warn professor 

Darwin about the tongue-lashing to be expected from the headmaster- if he came back in one piece, which 

Sirius somehow doubted. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Twitchy looked the visitor up and down a little anxiously. He appeared to be furious, that much she could tell, 

even if he was making a valiant effort to control himself. She was rather desperate, for this was a most unusual 

situation- nobody would have dreamed of showing up unannounced at the Minister’s Manor, even if it was not 
to see his excellency himself but his wife. Not even Dennis Creevey had ever failed to call before he arrived, no 

matter how urgent his business. “I is going to ask her excellency if she has time for you, Sir”, the elf finally 

said, “Please wait here.” 

Snape who was nothing less than an impulsive kind of person, already regretted to have followed his first and 

rather childish impulse, but he felt that he was trapped now: He couldn’t very well Disapparate and pretend that 
Twitchy had had a hallucination. So he just paced the entrance hall, feeling more and more ridiculous and 

silently praying to whatever deity might be willing to listen that Hermione have something better to do than 

come down and face him.  



The deities obviously weren’t in a particularly lenient mood that day. “Her excellency is asking you to follow 

me to her rooms, please, Sir”, the elf’s squeaky voice resounded from behind him, “This way, please.” ‘This 
way’ was the impressive marble staircase where he had seen Hermione standing next to Harry at the 
Celebration- hardly ever had stairs seemed so difficult to climb. The feeling reminded him of those nightmares 

where the dreamer’s feet feel like they were glued to the ground, only that in his nightmares he wanted to run 

whereas now he wished to remain on the spot, unable to move forward. He did, though, and sooner than he had 

expected, for the Manor was very large indeed, he found himself at the door to Hermione’s rooms. One last 
deep breath to brace himself, and he knocked.  The voice telling him to come in didn’t sound upset and he felt a 
little more confident when he opened the door. 

The overall impression of the living room he now entered was brightness: High French windows were looking 

towards south-west and right now the chamber was bathed in the warm golden light of the setting September 

sun. The curtains and the upholstering of the couch and chairs of heavy, cream-coloured silk and the furniture 

and parquet of cherry wood gave the room an atmosphere of warmth and elegance, but also a distinctly 

feminine note. The latter was enhanced by the many flowers scattered here and there- Snape was glad she had 

not chosen heavily perfumed lilies or roses, but mostly chrysanthemums and orchids, whose beauty delighted 

the eye but did not give him a headache.  

Hermione was standing in one of the open French doors, silhouetted against the still bright sky. She was leaning 

against the door frame, with her back turned to him, looking over the park, her right hand resting lightly on the 

wood at the height of her shoulder, head slightly inclined to the right, the outlines of her legs barely visible 

through the folds of a dark red dress. Snape thought that if Canova had seen her like this, he would have 

immortalized her in exactly the same pose as one of his nymphs or goddesses. 

When he crossed the room and came towards her, she abandoned this languid position to turn round, hold out 

her hand and greet him. “Headmaster”, she said, “What a surprise.” 

He had expected that, at least when they were alone, she would call him Severus and felt a little pang of 

disappointment. To kiss her would have been far more to his liking, but as things were, he took the hand she 

offered and squeezed it.  “Mrs. Potter, how kind of you to receive me.” 

If she was astonished at his formality, she didn’t show it, but instead beckoned him to follow her outside, on the 
terrace, where Twitchy served tea and then left them alone. 

Despite Hermione’s friendliness, but maybe because of it, because it was so totally noncommittal, Snape was 
feeling very uneasy. Had he had the possibility of making a dramatic entrance- door flung wide open, index 

finger pointed at her, a guilty expression appearing on her face- he would at least have given it a try. Not that he 

didn’t still feel his former indignation, on the contrary, but somehow the beauty of the surroundings, the 
renewed attraction for the woman sitting opposite him, regarding him with calm friendliness- ‘but nothing more 
than that’, a little voice inside his head whispered-  made it increasingly difficult for him to voice this 

indignation. He had to speak or kiss her senseless, and he was wise enough to choose the first option. 

“Mrs. Potter, I-“ 

This time, she raised her eyebrows. “I thought we were on a first name basis.” 

He bristled. “If I remember correctly, it was you to call me Headmaster.” 

“Of course”, she replied, “But then I was on a first name basis with Sean, not with the Headmaster of 

Hogwarts.” 

‘Point taken’, he thought. “Well, Hermione, that was exactly the reason for my coming here.” 



The brows rose again. “What? Are you jealous? Because he’s Sean and you’re the Headmaster? Should I break 
up with him? That wouldn’t be fair, poor man, he just returned from Egypt…” 

“Hermione, I-“ 

“But of course, if that is what you want, I could send him a letter. Tell him I don’t want to see him anymore. Do 
you think that would be better for me? Or for him, at that matter?” 

“Why are you asking me?”, he said through gritted teeth, desperately fighting the urge to smash the teacup 

against the wall, “I am Severus Snape, your dreaded former Potions Master, not exactly an expert when it 

comes to amorous liaisons.” 

She nodded, sucking in her lower lip. “Mmmh, I see. I just thought you might be able to give me some advice… 
knowing him so well… but then you’re probably right. I really should end this. Do you think he’ll mind? Or is 
he the type to-“ 

She was interrupted by Snape brusquely rising from his chair. “Mrs. Potter, I don’t think my presence here is 
necessary anymore. It was a bad idea to come in the first place. I am truly sorry to have disturbed your peaceful 

afternoon.  Good bye, and rest assured that this will remain the first and last time for me to intrude upon you.” 

He turned as brusquely as he had risen, and made for the door. 

“Severus!” Her voice reached out for him, touched him like a very gentle hand. 

He stopped. “Severus, come back.” 

He turned round to make sure he had not been a victim of his own wishful thinking. She sat there, her hand 

stretched out towards him. “Come here, sit down. And let’s talk. I should not have made fun of you. Not more 
than necessary, that is.” She leaned forward and patted the chair he had been sitting on. Still not quite sure what 

to make of it all, he went back and perched on the edge of the chair. “This is going to be very uncomfortable, 

Severus. Or didn’t you come to talk?” 

At last, he relaxed and leaned back. 

“How come you had that photo?” 

‘God’, he thought, ‘I’m botching it again, I wanted to be diplomatic about this, didn’t I?’ 

“Ah”, she said, not angry at all, which surprised him, “Of course, that would seem strange, wouldn’t it? I can’t 
tell you, though, at least not yet. Would it be sufficient for you to know that I wasn’t aware it was taken? Oh, 
and Harry doesn’t know about it. Neither us, nor the photo, as a matter of fact.” She scrutinized him while he 

was visibly trying to process this bit of information and its possible implications. This was the second time she 

saw him in Muggle clothes, the first time since she had learned about his true identity.  Today, he was wearing a 

less formal outfit than last time, at lunch. Not a suit, but black jeans, a black jacket and a white shirt, without a 

tie. Yes, he made resisting very difficult, but she would sooner be damned than to give in too early. She wanted 

to be sure of his respect. If this relationship was to have a chance, it had to start on a basis of perfect equality, 

for she would never again repeat past mistakes. When there was such a lot of new ones she could make. 

Repressing a giggle, she refilled their cups. “Is there anything else you wanted to talk about, Severus?” 
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“Is there anything else you wanted to talk about, Severus?” 

What a question, encouraging and forbidding at the same time, he thought. Of course, there was an infinity of 

things he wanted to say, to ask, to discuss… In fact, to think of it was overwhelming.  He was sure that he could 

stay like this for years, just sitting here with her on this terrace, in the glorious golden rays of the setting sun, 

talking, or remaining silent, just taking in her presence, feeling her, even if she was at a three feet’s distance… 
He wasn’t a great talker, he knew.  

Yes, of course he was capable of expressing himself only too well when it came to discussing school business 

or giving a meticulous account of events he had witnessed or teaching potions. When he was in control, to put it 

bluntly. When there was a well-defined goal: Giving information. Or orders. Or using words as a weapon to 

defend himself. He certainly didn’t lack oratorical brilliance when he knew exactly where he was heading, not 
even in discussions with Black, for Black was an open book to him. A predictable person, easy to manipulate, 

whom he could make move like a puppet on a string.  Maybe he would even be able to do the same with 

Hermione, but somehow, the possibility didn’t appeal to him. Granger-baiting definitely belonged to the past. 

Right now, he was painfully aware of not being quite up to the task when he was supposed to verbalize his own 

emotions. Even apologizing to her seemed so very difficult, for a mere apology wouldn’t be enough: Apologies 
were good for strangers- ‘I’m sorry, Mrs. Potter, I don’t know what made me introduce myself under a false 
name’- 

‘Don’t even mention it, Headmaster, after all, it didn’t hurt anybody and it was even kind of fun’- no, that was 

unthinkable. He had to give a reason, he had to explain, but explaining would mean to expose himself, for some 

flimsy made-up explanation simply wouldn’t do. No armour, no guards, no protection, but trust, blind 
confidence that she wouldn’t hurt him. Good heavens, this was going to be difficult and it was only an 

infinitesimal first step. 

Hermione was looking at him attentively, scrutinizing his face and trying to read its expression. She knew that 

this wasn’t easy for him and she sincerely wanted to help him, but only if he proved his ability to make at least 

one step on his own. She had to be sure that he was at least capable of trying.  Otherwise, she felt that she would 

always be the one who tried and he the one who refused. If he didn’t open up to her now, she would have to 
retreat, for her own sake- she had been living in an emotional desert for long enough to know that she wouldn’t 
leave one for the other. Patience, yes, she had patience, she would give him time. They had the whole afternoon 

at their disposal. But if he left tonight without having given her a tangible proof of being able and willing to 

face her with his visor up, this would be the last time they would meet. 

“Hermione…” Her head shot up and she gave him an expectant look. 

“Yes?” she prompted. 

“I really don’t know where to start…” 



“I see. Yes, that’s definitely a problem, for the standard answer would be ‘just start at the beginning’, only that 
in this case, I don’t know where the beginning is. Do you?” 

“Oh,” he said vaguely, “That depends, I guess. But I suppose that it all started when I saw you standing on those 

stairs…” 

Hermione was slightly puzzled. “I beg your pardon? Which stairs?” 

“The night of the Celebration. I was a little late, you know. I arrived when Potter…uh, the minister was already 
halfway through his speech-“ 

“I couldn’t say that you lost much unless I wanted my nose to grow at least an inch!” 

There was such a complete lack of understanding in his look that she felt compelled to give him an idea of who 

Pinocchio was. “You should read it, you know,” she added, “it is a wonderful allegory.” 

“You just said it was for children,” he replied crossly, “Why should I waste my time reading children’s books, 
Muggle to boot? And an allegory for what exactly?” 

“First answer: You should read it because I recommended it. Second answer: It’s an allegory about growing up, 
about becoming a human being that deserves to be called such, and thus suitable for both children and adults. 

But I interrupted you. You mentioned stairs…” 

“The stairs were the less important bit. When I arrived, I saw you standing there next to your... husband. I 

recognized you immediately, of course, but you looked like- please don’t take offence- you looked like a 

statue.” 

She gave him a lopsided smile. “That is hardly a compliment.” 

“It certainly wasn’t meant to be,” he replied, with all the cutting irony of which she had been a victim so many 

times. Then, more gently: “I chose this simile because of its ambiguity: A statue means coldness, but also 

beauty.” 

“Oh.” She was obviously lost for words. “The problem with statues appears to be that they are hardly likely to 

inspire any sentiment but admiration, in a merely aesthetical sense.” 

“Oh, I daresay there are other possibilities as well,” he answered with a cryptic smile, “What about ‘miratur et 
haurit pectore Pygmalion simulati corporis ignes’?” 

“Er,” was all Hermione could say, and then “I’m sorry, I never studied Latin.” She was beginning to feel angry. 

Not only did he attempt to cow her by showing off, but their conversation was digressing. Unless this Latin 

phrase meant something like ‘I saw you, fell in love with you and I also wanted to tell you that I’m sorry for 
pulling off that ridiculous charade,’ but she seriously doubted that. “Would you care to translate, or do I have to 

write it down and search on my own?” 

He noticed that there was a slight edge to her voice. Of course, it was his fault, you don’t show off like that 
when you are already walking on thin ice.  Maybe the translation could mend things a little? “It means: 

‘Pygmalion looked at her and, in his heart, he felt passion for what was so like a body.’ It’s from Ovid’s 
Metamorphoses and very… er, enlightening, don’t you think so?” He had the satisfaction of seeing her blush. 

“It didn’t end well, though, unless my memory deceives me?” she retorted. 



“It does deceive you. This is one of the few episodes with happy endings.” 

This silenced her momentarily, but she was far from pleased. So Pygmalion and his statue, or whatever she had 

turned into, had lived happily ever after- so what? What was the point of it? Even if she had been feeling like a 

statue for the past years, did that make him Pygmalion? Who did he think he was, the arrogant, snotty bastard? 

Was he really under the illusion that he could throw a piece of world literature at her head and suddenly 

everything would set itself right? It had been stupid of her to receive him, she hadn’t wanted to see him until 
three weeks later, with the essay she had requested in hand. He should be researching right now, not sitting 

here… Following this train of thought, she said: “What are you doing here, anyway?” 

Snape felt as if he had been hit across the face. This wasn’t quite the right answer to what he had said before. 
The situation was definitely developing to his disadvantage. “I… that was what I was going to explain,” he 

answered weakly. 

“Really? And when exactly were you going to explain? Before or after the lesson in Latin Poetry?” 

He had the eerie feeling of having been catapulted back in time, to one of his Potions Lessons, only she had 

taken his place, she was now making the snide remarks- he had to admit to himself that it was far from pleasant. 

‘How does she want me to react now?’ he thought desperately, ‘Should I be sarcastic as well?  Submissive? 

Angry? Should I simply pretend I didn’t notice her irony? Now, let’s be calm. Think. What would Sirius do? I 
can do the contrary, that should be the best strategy.’ Finally, he settled for friendly, but firm.  “Before. When I 

was telling you about seeing you for the first time after nearly fourteen years. So beautiful and so… statue-like. 

I felt as if I had been struck by lightning.” 

She leaned towards him and gave him a wicked grin that made him feel very uncomfortable. “Could the 

lightning, by mere chance, have fried your brain?” 

“Y-yes, it could,” he answered, rather tentatively, and then followed a sudden inspiration. “Or rather, I’m 
almost convinced it did. You see, I happen to know that similar events sometimes do severe damage to the 

victim’s mind, causing amnesia, in various degrees. In my case, it only erased a very small part of my 

memories… or, to be exact, I couldn’t remember my name…” 

A grown man, she thought, a grown man of well over fifty, incapable of just admitting he had made a mistake. 

He had to resort to childish subterfuge, waiting for her to do it all on her own: To tell him what he had done and 

that he was forgiven. But it wouldn’t work that way, oh no! So she just raised an eyebrow and remained silent. 

“And so,” he continued, not feeling very encouraged, “I, well, used another… just some random… Oh for 
God’s sake,” he blurted out, “I used one of my old spy names, because I was afraid you’d run away screaming 
the moment you heard I was Severus Snape. Are you feeling better now?” 

“Considerably”, she answered, carefully hiding a wild grin, “Though I’m under the impression that you are 
feeling a little uneasy. Is that still the after-effect of the lightning or is your conscience giving you some 

trouble?” 

Snape harrumphed. “You missed twice. It is, if truth be told, the feeling that you’ll kick me out of the room in 

less than no time.” 

“First, this is not a room, but a terrace. Second, if I didn’t want you to be here, I would have let you walk 
through that door before, without calling you back. Anything else you would like to add on the subject of 

anagrams?” 

“…mso…” 



“I beg your pardon?” 

“I. Am. Sorry.” 

"Oh, I see. Well, at least I didn’t have to hold you over the balustrade by your feet, threatening to let go unless 
you apologized. Although that would have been more fun had you been wearing robes. Apology accepted, by 

the way, you are pardoned.” She held out her hand. 

“I could think of a more… efficient method of convincing me of your forgiveness.” 

“Are you being cheeky again?” 

“No. Only constantly haunted by the memory of our last kiss. First kiss. Last kiss- oh, never mind.” 

“So, this particular memory was not devoured by the insatiable demon of amnesia?” 

He hung his head in contrition. “Sorry again. That was… a little stupid, wasn’t it?” 

“’Childish’ does seem more appropriate.” 

“Whatever you like. Would you kiss me all the same?” 

She nodded, but didn’t show any intention of getting up. So he rose from his chair and knelt down beside hers. 
“What a suitable position for a sinner,” she muttered. 

“It’s not bad for lovers, either. But thou hath to incline thy fair head towards thy humble servant, fair 

Hermione.” 

She was looking straight into his eyes, her gaze unwavering, while her face slowly came nearer and nearer to 

his, until their lips met. He felt unsure whether to touch her, nor did he know how intimate she wanted this kiss 

to become, and so he waited… nothing happened. Tentatively, he put his right hand on her shoulder and, 
instantly, her right came to rest on his neck. His left sneaked up to her waist and he was rewarded by her left 

cupping the back of his head. He found this entirely new variant of body chess enticing and began to move his 

left from her waist to her hip and back again, and felt her thumb stroking his right ear. He opened his lips under 

hers and, sending delightful warmth through his whole body, her lips parted as well. For a while, he only 

caressed her mouth with his and then, unable to resist the urge any longer, slid the tip of his tongue between her 

lips, to meet hers. They stayed like this for a long time, without deepening the kiss any further, just gently 

probing and playing. 

When they finally broke the kiss and reopened their eyes, Hermione slowly leaned back into her chair, letting 

her hands glide down Severus’s arms until her hands rested in his. “Severus,” she said after a pause, “Much as I 

regret it, I have to throw you out now. I must get ready for tonight, there’s a dinner with some incredibly boring 
people. But at least,” she added with a rueful smile, “I’ll have something to think of when I drift out of 
conversation.” 

He nodded and got to his feet. “Ouch”, he said with a grimace, “Next time, remind me to conjure a carpet. May 

I ask you one last question before I leave?” 

“Of course.” 

“This research… is it something you need or just a means of torture?” 



Gods, he loved her laugh! It made him think of silver bubbles. “If you do it properly, you’ll have the 
satisfaction of having contributed to a very just cause.” 

“Like S.P.E.W.?” he said and ducked a cushion she had aimed at his head. 

“More or less. Now go, or I’ll be late.” 

He decided to Apparate to Hogsmeade and walk up to the castle- relishing the image imprinted on his mind: 

Hermione, still sitting in her wicker chair, her hair moved by the slight evening breeze, smiling at him and 

blowing him a kiss. 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 21 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Dear Severus, 

It’s hardly believable, but McKenzie was pleased out of her wits when I told her she had to write that essay for 
Hermione. I swear that I’ll never understand those bookworms, but sometimes they come in handy. 

She  practically bounced into my office this morning , brandishing ten feet of parchment (see enclosed) which 

she had finished in only two days. Weird woman, but what else can you expect of a law expert who wears 

salmon-pink long johns? (I can assure you that a magical eye isn’t always a blessing.) 

So, what about you, my boy? Have you already overcome your shock? You were looking pretty cowed Tuesday 

night. Not that Sirius wasn’t, but he’s more easily affected by women than any other man I know. It was good 

though, to see that love-stricken look on your face- I never expected it to happen, but even the best of us can 

make wrong assumptions. Have you already thought about how exactly this story is going to continue? I mean, 

cuckolding the Minister of Magic is no mean feat- are you sure you’re up to the task? Not the deed in itself, I 
don’t have any doubts about that (and surely Sirius would be happy to give some advice in case of necessity). 
It’s rather the consequences, which I’m afraid won’t be too pleasant. Two fundamentally honest persons like 
you and Hermione won’t be willing to keep things secret for too long, so please take an old man’s advice and 
try to re-transplant your brain into your skull where it belongs, just for a moment, to contemplate whether 

you’re ready to face this story and all the trouble coming with it. 

I know it’s hopeless, but at least you can’t say I didn’t warn you. 

Hope you’re happy with the essay. Let me know if you want more in-depth analysis. McKenzie would be 

ecstatic to oblige and you’d be remembered as the first man to have given a woman a long-distance orgasm. 

That’s all for today. Now I have to see Willis, the Head of the Auror Supervision Committee, and try to bully 
him into raising our budget, otherwise I’m going to lose Dorothea Maitlin to the Yankees. Come to think of it, 
maybe it would be for the best, so you can come and replace her in case the Ministry fires you. You’d make a 
lovely Questioning Techniques teacher, your Potions lessons being a case in point. 

Always yours, 

Alastor Moody 



  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Alastor, 

Severus showed me McKenzie’s essay- wow! Do you think such erudition might be the effect of the pink long 

johns? I tried it with Agrippina, whose grades in History of Magic have been dropping lately (no wonder, she 

uses the classes to write those wonderfully steamy love letters), but to no avail- well not for HoM, anyway. 

Strange how 95-60-95 (A/N: this, as my newly-acquired, venerable beta pointed out, might be too enigmatic: 

It’s Agrippina’s measures, bust, waist and hips, in centimetres) resists the daunting effects of essentially non-

erotic underwear. 

I also saw the letter you wrote to Severus. Believe me, old friend, you would have an easier time persuading a 

vampire that garlic isn’t that bad after all.  The man is completely besotted! We tried to get some Muggle books 

for Hermione’s essay on Wednesday- I won’t tell you in detail, suffice it to say that, compared to this, Azkaban 
was a lark- and, after some time, he was so fed up with it that he went straight to the Minister’s Manor to give 
her a good tongue-lashing. I suppose that somehow tongues must have been involved in the process because 

when he came back, he almost floated  into the Great Hall and sat down to dinner at the High Table in Muggle 

clothes. Just to give you an idea of how far he’s gone. 

You know, I wonder whether I shouldn’t write to Mione: I’m not sure if she’s aware that she can make his life 
heaven or hell merely by snapping her fingers.  Not that she would intentionally hurt him (after all, she’s a 
Gryffindor), but unless she’s entirely sure of her feelings, she’d better back out now before it’s too late. You can 
call me a sentimental idiot, but knowing Severus as well as I do, I see him as the type who, once he stops 

denying his need for love, is hers hide and hair. And honestly, I don’t even dare to think of the consequences, 
should she be scared off by that intensity and refuse him. 

Believe it or not, sometimes I envy him. Not right now, for our Head Girl seems to have acquired some 

interesting pieces of underwear waiting for inspection.  Who said that being a teacher is boring? 

I’ll keep you posted, dear friend, if not earlier, I see you at Her Excellency’s next dinner. 

Yours longjohnedly, 

Sirius 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Hermione, 

This letter may be completely uncalled for, in which case you have my solemn permission to feed it to the 

rodents in residence at the Manor, but I feel it is my duty as a friend- both yours and Severus’s- to write it. And 

I warn you: It’s going to be both pathetic and patronizing, so maybe you won’t like it at all.  Oh yes, and it’s 
also going to be quite long. The kind of letter people just love, all in all. 



As you will undoubtedly have noticed, Severus and I have become something like friends during the last fifteen 

or so years. Both of us have changed a lot and, at least in Severus’s case, it surely was a change for the better. 
He still can be a spiteful bastard at times, we still have rows (his fault, of course), but we’re getting along rather 
well. 

In all these years, there hasn’t been as much as the shadow of a female presence in his life. I’m not sure how 
well you are acquainted with his story and it certainly isn’t my place to tell you about it, but rest assured that 

before Voldemort’s defeat, he had neither the time nor the inclination to harbour anything like romantic 
feelings. To make a long story short, if you two are going to become an issue it will be his first real relationship 

ever. Knowing him, he won’t be satisfied by some half-baked flimsy affair, but commit himself fully to it. Now 

I really don’t want to insinuate that your intentions might be other than serious (Gods, I’m beginning to sound 
like the proverbial older brother of a Sicilian virgin)- no, I’m just afraid that such intensity might eventually 
scare you. After all you’re not exactly used to it, to judge from what I’ve seen of Harry lately. 

He (Severus, that is, not Harry) was a spy long enough to have developed something like an allergy to all forms 

of forced secrecy and certainly won’t be able or willing to tolerate it for long where his feelings for you are 
concerned. So I reckon you won’t have much time until you’ll have to decide whether you’re ready to face 
public scandal, uproar, divorce, bad press (it’s up to you to complete the list of unpleasantness) for a man who 
will undoubtedly worship the ground you’re walking on, but who won’t be an easy partner to spend the rest of 
your life with. That sounds dramatic, and so it should: To believe that he might go for anything less than life-

long commitment would be an illusion. You better get used to the idea. 

That’s basically what this letter is about, in case you didn’t notice: Be aware that you have a lot of power over 
Severus and don’t encourage him light-heartedly. Just to give you an example: When he went to see you three 

days ago, he was in such a blazing fury that I sincerely thought he’d just break up with you once and for all. 
From what he told me after returning to Hogwarts as tame as a lamb, I didn’t get the impression that you had 
had a huge fight. On the contrary. The man is wax in your hands, that’s the simple truth. I would give him a 
similar lecture if I had any doubts about him, because I know that you, too, have been hurt a lot and don’t 
deserve more wounds than you already have. But, strange as it may sound, in this particular situation I’m fairly 
sure that you’re less vulnerable than he. 

That’s it. I put down the lupara (A/N: this is a shotgun the barrel of which has been shortened. It’s used to scare 
off wolves. The name is of Sicilian origin, I suppose that Sirius picked it up during one of his Italian outings) 

and, from a rabid Sicilian Defensor Virginitatis, I turn back into a British wizard whose doubtful morals don’t 
entitle him to writing letters like this. But then my lack of morals has put me in more than one situation where I 

could easily have hurt somebody less strong than myself, which I’ve always tried to avoid. 

I’m already looking forward to seeing you at the next dinner (the food was excellent, by the way) and remain 

Avuncularly yours, 

Sirius 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dearest Hermione, 



The rapidly growing heap of crumpled parchment on the floor is slowly but inexorably convincing me of one 

eternal truth: Endeavouring to write a love letter suspiciously resembles Sisyphus’s efforts to reach the 
mountain top.  Putting emotions into words may be less perspiration-inducing, but the frustration level is equal. 

The fact that others, more skilled than myself, have already said and written it all, does nothing to revive my 

withering self-assurance. After four hours of toiling I have thus decided to continue the poetry lessons, jumping 

more than a millennium- but then, love has provided me with wings- into early Renaissance, to borrow the great 

Petrarch’s words. My only merit will be to translate them for you: 

 

Benedetto sia ‘l giorno, e ‘l mese, e l’anno,  
E la stagione, e ‘l tempo, e l’ora e ‘l punto,  
E ‘l bel paese, e ‘l loco, ov’io fui giunto  

Da due begli occhi, che legato m’hanno:  
E benedetto il primo dolce affanno,  

Ch’ i’ebbi ad esser con Amor congiunto;  
E l’arco, e le saette, ond’io fui punto;  
E le piaghe, ch’infin al cor mi vanno. 

 

Benedette le voci tante, ch’io,  
Chiamando il nome di mia Donna, ho sparte; E i sospiri, e le lagrime, e ‘l desio:  
E benedette sien tutte le carte,  

Ov’io fama le acquisto; e ‘l pensier mio  

Ch’è sol di lei sì, ch’altra non v’ha parte. 

 

Blessed be the day, the month, the year,  

the season and the time, the hour, the instant,  

the gracious countryside, the very place where I  

First met those lovely eyes that bound me;  

And blessed be the first sweet agony  

I felt when I was found by Love,  

the bow, the arrows that have pierced me,  

the wounds that reach the bottom of my heart.  

And so be blessed each of the many times  

I spoke, invoking her, my lady’s, name,  
and all the sighs, and tears, and the desire;  

And blessed each parchment filled with words  

to earn her fame; for every thought of mine  

is solely hers, and shared with no one else. 

  

The geographic indications about the place we first met may be a little far-fetched, and I will probably never 

earn you fame by writing to or about you, but all the rest is true, believe me. Even if it does not  rhyme. 

Would you think incredibly low of me if I confessed that the thought of not being allowed to see you before 16 

October is a far harder punishment than the repeated expeditions to Muggle bookstores and libraries the essay 

requires? Or did I misunderstand you? I fervently hope so. 

Yours, 



Severus 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Sirius, 

The rodents (who, by the way, are non-existent here at the Manor- the House Elves would commit collective 

suicide, were they to know that you doubt their standards of hygiene) would starve, poor creatures, for it was 

not only a pleasure to receive your letter, I also appreciate your motives and your sincerity. 

You underestimate me, dear friend: I am well aware that a man like Severus Snape, much as he might have 

changed, does not behave like he did unless his feelings are of a very serious nature. I know that he is insecure, 

more than I.  After all, I have experienced love, I had friends and, all in all, my life is, if not happy, at least 

placid. I can assure you that my feelings for Severus are genuine, even if after this short time, I am still a little 

hesitant to call them ‘love’. Not because I have any doubts, but because no other word has ever been put to 
worse use and I want to handle this relationship very carefully.  Love will claim its own name in due time. 

Your letter drew my attention to a fact I had neglected (or repressed) so far: 

The need for secrecy and Severus’s ‘allergy’ to it. I think that, in this case, I would have been ready to be far 
more Slytherin than he is. But you are right: 

I suppose that in a few weeks’ time, if all goes well between us, he will be tempted to dedicate a special edition 
of the Daily Prophet to let the world know about us. I promise you to think about it and also to raise the subject 

with Severus. He may be infatuated, but that does not make him a fool, so I trust we will find a satisfying 

compromise. 

Thank you again for your sincerity- and, of course, for the compliments on the food. 

Hermione 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dear Severus, 

Your poetry lesson was greatly appreciated, I think I could even consider a reconciliation with Latin. After all, 

Ovid did not only write the Metamorphoses.  This is going to be a very short letter, for my schedule for today is 

crammed (and I’m using a euphemism, for to call my schedule crammed is an understatement like ‘hell has a 
warm climate’). But I did not want to leave you to desperation: 

16 October is only the deadline for the essay and I see no reason why we should not meet before that date. You 

may choose between 2, 8 and 13 October- the first for lunch, the other two for any evening activities your 



cunning Slytherin mind might be able to devise. If kissing is to be included in said activities- and I strongly 

hope so- maybe it would be better to grace some Muggle place with the public display of our affection. 

Yours (and I mean it!), 

Hermione 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 22 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Sirius rubbed his thumb and index finger against each other in disgust. “Can you understand how Muggles 

manage to actually love books?” he asked Snape, who was sitting opposite him at the desk in the Headmaster’s 
office.  

“Don’t even ask me. My fingers are completely dried out from constantly touching that paper!” Snape replied, 

“The texture is awful and I won’t even say anything about the smell. Why don’t they use parchment anymore? 
These books are dead bodies made from dead material. Mass production. So that anyone can buy 

them.  Although the recent Second Russian Revolution clearly shows that reading does nothing to improve 

mankind!” 

Sirius nodded in agreement and returned to his book.  Overwhelmed by the multitude of literature on their 

chosen, or rather forced-upon-them, subject, they had finally decided to get themselves two books each, read 

and excerpt them and merge the results of their individual work into one piece of text. They found the subject so 

exceedingly boring that they could hardly keep their eyes open. Moreover, they were not used to the small print 

and the sharp contrast of black letters on white paper, which made their eyes water.  Both thought longingly of 

the sensually soft surface of parchment, glowing dark yellow in the candlelight, the mingled scents of leather 

and ink, and the alluring flow of lines forming letters, letters that were bound together, not chopped apart and 

carelessly tossed upon a dried mix of rotten wood and water.  

Sirius’s stomach rumbled, audibly and angrily. “C’mon, Sev, let’s go to dinner. We’ve been working for two 
hours, I think we deserve a little break.” Snape put a bookmark into the volume he had been studying, closed it 

and, with a sharp thump, slammed it on the desk. He got up to fetch their robes; they had been wearing only 

trousers and shirts, partly because it was warm in the Headmaster’s study but also because the wide sleeves of 

wizards’ robes had the annoying habit of brushing quills and parchments off the desk, unless you were very 
careful. 

Severus’s gestures were uncommonly clumsy, compared to the feline grace that usually characterized his 
movements, and he flung Black’s robe at its owner with considerably more force than was necessary to 

overcome gravity. “Whoa! Easy there!” Sirius shouted, putting it on and carefully draping the folds. Snape 

simply glared at him and, with a sharp gesture of his head, indicated the door.  

“Are you angry only because of that damned research, or is there something else?” Sirius asked while they 

strode along the corridors towards the Great Hall. Snape merely growled. “Severus, I’m the dog here, you 
should articulate your thoughts in words, not by making threatening noises.” This earned him another quelling 

stare from the Headmaster. 



“You wouldn’t understand.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“Why should I think that a man whose motto is ‘Better screw the tame than tame the shrew’ might even 
remotely understand my… my…” He stopped, lost for words.  

“The delicacies of your blossoming affections? I’ve never been much of a gardener, but you could give it a try.” 

“Well then. But be warned, if you as much as smile-“ 

Sirius waved an impatient hand. “Yes, OK. Message understood. I won’t laugh. Now open up.” 

It turned out to be a rather lengthy discussion, but when they had finished their treacle tart, Snape had let 

himself be persuaded to ask Hermione out on all three days she had offered him, instead of only once. This 

daring decision was instantly communicated to her by letter and, to Severus’s surprise, she accepted. 

Their first date was for lunch, and it did not start in the most promising fashion. The weather had changed the 

day before and autumn came back with a vengeance, bringing heavy rain, gusts of icy cold wind and, for Snape, 

an attack of migraine. Sirius was far better acquainted with Muggle restaurants since he didn’t consider it 
beneath his wizarding dignity to date Muggle women from time to time, and with his help Snape had chosen a 

Spanish restaurant in King’s Road.  It was small and cosy, not too fashionable, and sufficiently far away from 

the places the minister favoured for his business lunches with Muggles, to allow Hermione to enjoy her meal 

without looking back over her shoulder every ten seconds. 

She was late. Being late was something Hermione hated, especially when it was her own fault. And today it 

was, because she had spent hours deciding what to wear, which she hated even more. It might be a perfectly 

common side effect of being in love, but it made her angry with herself. The short distance from the place 

where she had Apparated to the restaurant was enough to dishevel her hair and soak her clothes. Normally she 

would have taken care of the problem with a simple spell, only the street was full of Muggles and she didn’t 
dare use her wand. When she finally entered the restaurant, more blown in by the wind than walking, her eyes 

fell on the mirror hanging opposite the door and she became painfully aware that her nose had turned an 

unbecoming shade of red from the cold. 

When Severus heard the door fall shut, he looked up from the newspaper he was reading and thought that she 

was breathtakingly beautiful. Hair in disarray, face flushed- he wondered whether she would look like that when 

they made love.  He rose to greet her and, holding out his arms, he said. “Hermione, you are-“ 

“I know that I’m late!” she snapped back, ignoring his arms and wriggling out of her coat, nearly knocking the 

waiter to the floor in the process. “No need to remind me of it. I’m sorry.” 

“I… er, just wanted to say that you look wonderful. Ravishing.” 

“Thank you.” 

He tried to ask her how her day had been so far, and she just shrugged. Then he told her how Sirius’s and his 
research was progressing, to be rewarded by an indifferent “Mhmm…” He made a compliment about her hair 

and got a venomous stare. The attempt to make her laugh by telling her about Mona and Lisa Weasley’s latest 
nefarious activities failed miserably. When the waiter had brought the main course and poured their wine, 

Severus finally asked: “Hermione, are you… regretting anything? If you didn’t want to see me today, you could 
simply have sent an owl.” 



He was pleased to see that this had obviously been the right question at the right time. From then on she relaxed 

visibly, and the good bye-kiss they shared was enough to convince him that, indeed, she didn’t regret anything.  

“Would you be willing to accept a surprise next time?” he asked. “It requires Muggle outfit. Rather elegant, I’d 
say.” 

She nodded. “Of course. I’d be delighted.” 

  

-----*****----- 

It was strange, Severus thought, sitting in his living room in the evening of the same day, how good you felt 

when you were in love. Good not only in the sense of well-being, but you felt that you were a good person, 

wanting to be friendly to everybody. This was a very new and unusual sensation and he was not quite sure 

whether to enjoy or to fear it. He was a little afraid of losing his grip- to become an old toothless dog whom 

everybody patted on the head was not his idea of happiness. Still, if right now the most insufferable individual 

he could think of came into his office- say, Rita Skeeter, he would… Skeeter! He had completely forgotten her, 
but somehow his subconscious had managed to remind him. After his sudden disappearance at the celebration, 

he had intended to write her a note, invite her to lunch- you didn’t cross Rita Skeeter unless it was absolutely 
necessary. She used the old technique of writing whatever came to her dirty little mind, heedless of truth or 

journalistic ethics, and much as her victims might struggle and justify themselves by denials printed in three 

inch-high letters, something always remained. The average British wizard simply couldn’t believe that words 

didn’t automatically turn into truth just by being printed. 

He gave himself a mental kick, urging himself to write to her now, otherwise his intention might fall into 

oblivion again and he certainly didn’t want to read any spiteful comments on his school only because he had 

been too lazy to write that irksome letter. Sighing, he sat down at his desk and discharged this obligation. Once 

he had finished, he decided to write a short letter to Hermione, as a kind of reward for having fulfilled his 

duties. 

Dearest Hermione, 

Today I had lunch with an extremely spiny hedgehog who, after about half an hour, turned into the most 

charming woman I have ever met in my life. I thought that this might interest you, since Transfiguration was 

always your forte.  Now I seem to have a major problem: I happen to adore hedgehogs, but on the other hand 

this woman was so indescribably enthralling… Whom shall I ask out on 8 October? In case you happen to know 
the hedgehog, would you be so kind as to negotiate with him (her? It?) as to who will accompany me on that 

evening? So I will have une soirée surprise as well, being ignorant of who will wait for me at the Manor- Spikes 

(that is the name I have decided to give him/her/it) or Hermione. I cannot tell which of the two would make me 

happier. 

Yours (and you are not the only one who means it), 

Severus 

He rolled up the parchments and summoned two school owls, to feed one of them the Speed Enhancing Potion. 

The other one,  who would deliver his letter to Skeeter, could as well be a cross-breed between an owl and a 

snail for all he cared. The first roll had been attached to the new-made express owl’s leg, when he was 
interrupted by McGonagall’s head appearing in his fireplace.  “Sorry to disturb you, Severus,” she said, “But I 

am just going through the mail and there is a letter from the Board of Governors. They ask for an extraordinary 



meeting on Monday. That would be the seventh. I won’t be able to go, because Monday is my busiest day- 

could you…” 

He had suggested Monday to Skeeter for their lunch. But then this could also wait a few days. “Yes, of course 

I’ll go. Would you-“ 

“Yes, of course, I’ll write to them immediately. You’ll be bored to death, though. It seems that one of the 
governors resigned for health reasons and they have to appoint a replacement.” 

“I’ll survive, never mind. Good night, Minerva, and thank you.” Her head disappeared and he tossed the second 

roll of parchment into the flames, which had turned red again. Telling the owl to stay, he rewrote the letter to 

Skeeter, this time proposing Wednesday, 10 October. Had the letter absorbed all the curses he muttered through 

gritted teeth, Rita Skeeter would surely have died a most painful death upon opening it. 

-----*****----- 

“So, are you Spikes or Hermione?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“Are you the hedgehog I had lunch with or the goddess it turned into?” Hermione blushed. “Are you sure 

there’s no third option? I know I’m not a hedgehog today, although Spikes is a very nice name, but I don’t see 
myself as goddess either.” 

“You should,” he said, looking her up and down with an expression that made her shiver. The black velvet dress 

with matching jacket she wore was deceptively simple, the only eye-catcher being the buttons of the jacket, 

made of white and red rhinestone. The earrings and necklace she had chosen repeated these colours, but not the 

material: These were diamonds and rubies, in a platinum setting.  “You are the epitome of understated elegance, 

my darling.” 

She didn’t say anything, but blushed again, so deeply that the rubies seemed colourless. “Where are we going?” 

“Ah, but that is the surprise. I trust you are acquainted with Joint Apparition?” 

“You mean you Apparate and I just concentrate on you? Yes, of course.” 

“Then take my hand.” She did, and closed her eyes to concentrate.  Not that that was easy- Severus Snape in an 

impeccable tuxedo was a somewhat disturbing sight. “On the count of three,” said the Disturbing Sight, “One, 

two, three!” The familiar feeling of her body melting into… well, what?- the universe, she had been tempted to 

say, to scream in delight the first time she had succeeded- oh so many years ago… and then, the sensation of 
becoming a well-defined entity again, her skin being caressed by moist air, perceptibly warmer than England’s 
Carefully, she opened her eyes. The first thing she saw was Severus’s smiling face. “Benvenuta in Italia,” he 

said. 

“Unless Apparating has done some irreparable damage to my brain, this means ‘welcome to Italy’- where are 

we?” 

“This, adorable Spikes, is La Scala, Italy’s most famous opera house, where we are going to listen to Gounod’s 
Faust tonight.” “Severus, do you think you’ll bother with the details or is this just going to be some kind of fairy 
tale for me?” 



“Of course I’ll explain, but afterwards. This is the only place in Italy where punctuality is valued above 

anything else. They start at 8 p.m. sharp, so we better get to our seats. I solemnly promise that I will explain 

everything during dinner.” 

‘Is this really Severus Snape?’ Hermione thought, while he guided her to their seats, ‘Snape the bastard? He was 
improbable enough the last two times we were together, but this is incredible. I bet it is polyjuiced Gilderoy 

Lockhart.’ But then the music began and she was incapable of thinking any more. Thanks to the four years she 

had spent in France, she knew enough French to understand the text. Gods, this was incredible! The sensuality 

of the music! About ten minutes after the overture had begun, his hand sneaked over to hold hers and she 

returned his squeeze, giving him a radiant smile. When Faust declared his love to Marguerite, Snape saw tears 

running over her cheeks. “ Laisse ta main s’oublier dans la mienne…Laisse-moi, laisse-moi contempler ton 

visage…enivrante clarté de l’astre de la nuit… comme dans un nuage caresse ta beauté… » (“Let your hand 

abandon itself within mine… Let me contemplate your face… the moonlight is intoxicating… it caresses your 
beauty… like a gentle cloud”) Here love and passion had found their purest expression in music. During the 

interval, she was too deeply moved to speak and simply stood with him outside the opera house, leaning her 

head against his shoulder, feeling his arms around her and his chin resting on her head, wishing this might never 

end.  It did end though, to her vivid regret- it was like being forced out of a trance. They walked in silence. 

“Where are we going?” she finally asked.  

“I thought you might want something to eat after this assault of emotions.” 

She gave him a grateful smile. “Actually, yes. It seems prosaic, but I’m ravenous.” 

The restaurant, one of the oldest of Milan, was situated in what Severus told her was one of the most charming 

spots of Milan, the Piazza Belgioioso, a small square surrounded by houses on three sides, the fourth side being 

formed by a kind of gigantic balustrade with three round arches.  After they had placed their orders, Hermione 

took his hand and said: “Do you think you might care to explain this unusual outing to me?” 

“Of course, my darling, you see-“ 

“What an adorable pair of lovebirds! Well, if it isn’t Headmaster Snape and the lovely Mrs. Potter!” 

They turned round, not quite sure whether they were sharing a nightmare, and stared into the eyes of Rita 

Skeeter, glittering with malicious pleasure. 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 23 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Without even bothering to ask, Rita Skeeter sat down at their table, visibly enjoying the effect her presence was 

having on the petrified couple. A waiter glided towards them, balancing a tray with everything he needed to set 

up a third place. 

“No, no,” she said, “That will not be necessary, I’ll join only for an aperitif and then leave them to their 
romantic diner à deux. Do you mind sharing a bottle of  Dom Perignon?” she asked Severus, who just shook his 

head, still unable to speak. “Fine, then, we’ll have the Dom Perignon, thank you!” The waiter disappeared. Rita, 

whose taste for eye-crushing colours obviously wasn’t limited to wizarding robes, produced a package of 



cigarettes and a heavy-looking golden lighter from her black crocodile skin handbag, which was the only oasis 

the eye could rest on in a desert of screaming fuchsia. “You don’t mind, do you?” she more stated than asked, 

and immediately lit a cigarette, without waiting for an answer that wasn’t likely to come given the still-frozen 

expression on both Severus and Hermione’s faces.  Rita leaned back in exaggerated comfort, took a pull on her 

cigarette, inhaling deeply, and then blew several perfect rings of sickeningly sweet smoke. “So, Spikes,” she 

said to Hermione, “Not quite the hedgehog tonight, are you? Or did you use softener instead of shower gel?” 

She snickered at her own joke.  That was exactly the moment when the pieces which had been swirling around 

in Snape’s mind finally clicked together. He saw himself in his study… two small rolls of parchment on the 
desk, one for Skeeter and one for Hermione…but looking identical… he had written Skeeter’s name on one of 
them, Hermione’s on the other… forgotten to control… tossed one into the fire and rewritten it… Twice!  He 

had mixed them up twice! He had been an idiot, a careless fool, in a situation that demanded as much cunning 

and precaution as spying… and brought about a situation the consequences of which he could barely 
imagine.  While his mind was solving this puzzle, the waiter had brought the champagne, filled their glasses and 

then discreetly retired. “To the happy couple!” Skeeter trilled, raising her flute, and took a sip. “Mmmh, 

delicious, you really should try it!” 

“How-“ 

“Hermione-“ 

They had started to speak at the same time. 

“Dear Mrs. Potter, I have to be back in London in half an hour, so maybe you could be so kind as to ask for 

explanations later. I’m sure that, by now, Headmaster Snape has worked out what went wrong, so he can fill 
you in. My interest is merely professional. A few questions, and I’ll be gone. Speak slowly, though, I can’t use 
my quick-quotes quill here.” She produced a small notepad and a pen from the mysterious depths of her 

handbag. “Now, how long have you been together?” 

Severus took a deep breath to prepare himself for battle. “Rita, listen…” 

“Yes?” she said warily, without putting down her pen, “That’s what I’m here for, lover-boy!” 

He cringed at the unwelcome epithet, but continued. “Rita, I know you will laugh into my face if I ask you not 

to bring this story, but I’m doing it all the same: Please don’t print this story.” 

“Why?” 

“Because it would destroy-“ 

“Stop it, Severus!” Both he and the reporter turned to look at Hermione. “I won’t allow you to humiliate 

yourself in front of that… bug!” 

“Hermione, please, let me handle this, I-“ 

“No. I will handle this. Mrs. Skeeter,” she took a sip of champagne, “I suppose you are expecting me to 

blackmail you, but I won’t.” Rits’s expression changed from impertinent to astonished. “Now really,” she 

replied, looking at the other witch with suspiciously narrowed eyes, “How very kind of you. What you are 

overlooking, my dear, is that twenty years ago, I would have been in serious trouble. Whereas nowadays,” 

another pull on the cigarette, “I would simply be fined and more or less politely asked to get myself registered. 

Your,” she blew a smoke ring, “husband has seen to that, in case you forgot.” 



Snape was looking from one to the other, without a clue what they were talking about. It seemed, though, that 

Hermione was by no means deterred by the reply and indeed able to handle the situation. 

“I am perfectly aware of all that,” she said calmly, “But I know as well as you do that most of your professional 

success is due to your little secret. And I can promise you one thing: Unless you accept the deal that I am going 

to suggest, the ministry will be informed. And I can guarantee you that the information will leak out- maybe one 

or the other of your colleagues might be interested? There is such a lack of professional loyalty among 

journalists- a real pity, isn’t it?- Oh, yes, please,” she said to the waiter who was ready to refill their glasses. 

Although it didn’t show on her face, Rita was furious. This was the second time that Granger girl bested her! Of 

course she was right, if any of her less successful colleagues got wind of her still being an unregistered 

animagus, using her beetle form to have access to information that wasn’t exactly meant for everyone to hear, 
they wouldn’t hesitate half a second to shred her to pieces publicly. The headlines and biting comments were 
already appearing before her mental eye. “OK,” she said through gritted teeth, “So what’s the deal?” Had she 

looked at Hermione, she would have seen the relief on her face. But she was staring fixedly at her champagne 

glass, trying to swallow her anger.  “The deal is that I offer you exclusive information about a politically 

important event which is going to take place towards the end of October. You will be given all the details in due 

time, by myself and by another person whose name I can’t yet tell you. No,” she cut off the objection the other 

witch was about to utter, “you will have to trust me on this. I promise that I’ll not deceive you and you pledge 
your discretion concerning Headmaster Snape and myself. Deal?” She held out her hand, which was reluctantly 

taken by Skeeter. 

“Deal. But I warn you-“ 

“No need to warn me. I know what you could do to both of us. As you know about my ability to affect your 

career. Mutual fear should be sufficient to bind us both to our promises, don’t you think so?” 

Rita Skeeter only nodded. “Fine,” she clipped, “So I’m going to leave you two to your romantic evening, I 
suppose. Good evening, Headmaster. Good evening, Mrs.  Potter.” 

She gave them a short nod, rose and left the premises, head held high. 

“Er…,” Severus said, “Hermione, would you… um, care to explain?” 

“Partly, yes. But I will have to keep the other part from you. And first I want to hear what on earth went wrong. 

And,” she added as an afterthought, “I want to have a very memorable dinner with that incredibly attractive 

wizard sitting at my table and get royally drunk.” 

The plan was immediately put into action and Severus told her how he had confused the letters. “I think I am 

getting old,” he said, “Old and inattentive.  If such a thing had happened during my spy days, I wouldn’t be 
sitting here with you.” 

She put down her cutlery to cover his hand with hers. “You are not old, Severus.  You are just letting down the 

guards, in every respect, which essentially is a very good thing. And I tell you something,” she continued, 

taking up her knife and fork again, “Maybe this mishap will lead to a good end, mark my words.” 

“Which seems to be the prompt for your part of the story. How could you blackmail Rita Skeeter?” 

“Oh, that,” she said with a dreamy look in her eyes, “That is a long story. Do you remember the Triwizard 

Tournament?” 



They were both feeling very light-headed when they left the restaurant. To say the truth, Severus was feeling 

light-headed and Hermione was somewhere between tipsy and drunk. For some minutes, they simply stood still, 

breathing the cool night air and enjoying each other’s company. He had wrapped his arms around her, in a half-
protective, half-affectionate manner, and while she was listening to his heartbeats, he let his mind wander. He 

had planned a romantic evening, and because of his former inattention, it had very nearly turned into a 

catastrophe.  

Had he really thought that they could go on like this, seeing each other, writing letters and kissing, for as long as 

they pleased? Building their own reality, oblivious of the world surrounding them? He should have known 

better.  But Skeeter’s unexpected appearance had shaken him sufficiently- he grinned at the thought that, in 

some twisted way, he was grateful to her- to realize that, sooner or later, the two realities had to become one. 

With all the consequences that would bring about. His thoughts were interrupted when Hermione stirred in his 

arms. Gently, he shoved her away, put his arm round her shoulders and felt her hand make its way under his 

jacket and round his waist, to his great delight. Smiling down at her, he asked: “What about a little stroll, to 

sober us up?” 

“Sounds good. What do you suggest?” 

“Mmh… are you feeling up to Apparating?” 

“What do you mean ‘am I feeling up to it’, of course I’m feeling up to it. Where are we going?” 

“I thought that the roof of the Duomo might offer not only a romantic view, but also a certain amount of 

privacy…” “What an absolutely splendid- oops!” She had tripped on the cobbled pavement that was tricky 

enough at daylight and downright dangerous for inebriated women walking on high heels by night, but he 

caught her. “Idea,” she finished. “Yes, let’s Apparate to the top of the Duomo!” 

And so they did. Hermione gasped at the view. The night was not only warm, but also serene, the millions of 

lights of the big city outshining the nearly full moon and the stars. It was strangely quiet up here, so that the 

echo of their footsteps seemed disproportionately loud. Hermione went over to the balustrade, which looked as 

if it was made of lace, when you looked up at it from the square below. Standing close, she found it impossible 

to circle even the smallest part of it with her arms. She hadn’t heard him follow her, but then she felt his arms 
circling her waist and turned round, leaning back against the cool marble. “Kiss me...” she whispered, pulling 

him close. He obliged, smiling, his hands roaming over her body, almost immediately finding the spot on the 

small of her back she had hoped he would discover. 

The combined effect of the contrasting emotions she had felt during the last hours, and of the alcohol, increased 

her sensitivity and her desire to touch and be touched. With a soft moan, she let her hands slide from his back 

down to the waistband of his trousers and tugged at his shirt, pulling it out, and then slipped her hands under it, 

to touch his skin for the first time. She smiled against his lips when her hands registered that he was hairless and 

smooth- she liked hairless chests. He was softly nibbling at her earlobe when her fingers glided over his nipples, 

causing him to lose control for the briefest of moments and bite down hard. She gave a small shriek, more of 

pleasure than of pain, and her right hand descended, down his stomach and to his groin. “Mmh,” she purred, 

delightedly rubbing the hardness she encountered, “I didn’t know you had a cellular phone, too. May I see it?” 

He stopped her inquisitive hand, grabbing her wrist before she could even feel whether she had buttons or a 

zipper to undo. “Wait,” he said, a little breathlessly, “I think we should stop right now.” 

“Why? Don’t you want me?” 

“I want you more than anything else, but I think that this is neither the right time nor the right place.” 



She giggled. “You might have a point as far as the place is concerned…” 

“I think that, if you were not a little… uh, inebriated, you would also have some doubts about the time.” 

She looked at her watch. 

“That is not what I mean, Hermione,” he said, “I rather think we should wait until you have told Harry.” 

She felt very sober suddenly, a little offended and, above all, very awkward. “Of-of course. I… sorry, I don’t 
know what came over me…” 

He pulled her close again, resting her head on his shoulder. “Exactly the same as would have come over me, 

had I as little tolerance for alcohol as you,” he muttered, kissing the top of her head. “Now wait, I have to dress 

properly again, and then I think it’s time to go home, much as I regret it.” She watched him in silence, as he 

tucked his shirt back into his trousers and adjusted his bow tie. 

“You still haven’t told me why you chose Milan, Severus,” she finally said, hoping to lure him into a story that 

might give them another fifteen minutes together. 

“This, adorable Spikes, will have to wait until next time. Any special wishes as to that?” 

“No, you seem to have a lot of good ideas of your own.” She took his hand.  “Joint Apparition? You follow 

me?” He nodded. “One, two, three.” Two ’pops’, so close  that they sounded like one, and they were gone. The 

Duomo stood deserted again, and the bats, who had been highly irritated by their untimely presence, set out 

once more for their nightly hunt in silent flight. 
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They had Apparated into the Manor’s park. He had held her close one last time before they had to separate, and 
kissed her eyelids, the tip of her nose, and her lips, very softly and gently. “What about talking next time?” he 

muttered, “At my house? So we’ll be undisturbed. You can go there by Floo, you just have to say ‘Snape 
Manor’.” 

Her arms tightened around him. “Yes, I think talking would do us some good. And I would like to see your 

house.” She looked up at his face, suddenly anxious.  “It’s not ‘talking’ as in ‘Hermione, we have to talk’, 
meaning that you want to break up, is it?” 

He shook his head. “No, on the contrary. Now go, you’re shivering. It is colder here than in Milan.” 

“You go first. So I won’t be tempted to run back to you.” 

He took a few steps back and Disapparated. 



Even if, in these peaceful times, threats to Hogwarts were not to be expected from outside, the anti-Apparition 

wards were still in place so Severus had to walk from the iron gate which marked the entrance to the grounds to 

the castle.  He could have covered the distance by broomstick- there were always some school brooms stored in 

a large wooden crate just inside the gate- but he had never been much of a flyer. And he wanted to walk. It was 

a means of concentration better than any other, for it occupied the body sufficiently to make it lose its grip on 

the mind, while the task was simple enough not to require any conscious control. The Greek philosophers 

roaming the Perípatos in Athens had known exactly what they were doing. 

Considering the turmoil he was in, he would probably have to walk all night long. Was that what love did to 

everybody? Not that he had many points of reference. There was Sirius, but, at least in Snape’s opinion, he 
never was in love with any of his girlfriends. He liked them, and he enjoyed shagging them.  God forbid that he 

fall in love. He might be worse off than Severus himself. He briefly wondered whether there had ever been 

anybody in Sirius’s life during the brief period between his graduation and his imprisonment in Azkaban. If 
there had been, it was a well-kept secret, nothing he would be likely to talk about.  It wouldn’t be of great help 
anyway, for his own situation was entirely different. And, to own the truth, he would feel a little ridiculous to 

confide every detail of his inner conflicts to his friend. Why, he wasn’t even up to his own standards at the 
moment! 

“Who’s there?” The voice made him stop dead in his tracks, jerked out of his musings. “Oh, that you, 

Headmaster? Down, Fang, can’t yeh hear? Down, I said!” The gigantic outline of the Hogwarts gamekeeper 

moved towards Snape. “Sorry, Headmaster, I di’n’t recognize yeh. Now look what yeh did, Fang, he’s all 
dirty!” The half-giant’s hands clumsily attempted to brush the dirt off Snape’s suit, thus not only rubbing it 
deeper into the fabric, but nearly knocking him over. 

“Thank you, Hagrid,” he said, a little shakily, both from the shock of the other’s sudden appearance and the 
impact of the enormous hands, “I think we can leave the cleaning to the House Elves. Don’t worry. – What are 

you doing out here at this time of night?” he asked, “It’s past two in the morning.” “’Twas Fang. Woke me up, 
y’know, probably smelled yeh. So I thought I’d better go have a look.” He paused, unsure whether to ask Snape 

the same question would not seem insolent. Then, he decided to ask all the same. If the Headmaster didn’t like 
it, he could always give him one of his famous sarcastic rebuffs.  “What ‘bout you, Headmaster? ‘tis not exactly 
your usual time fer a stroll, either, methinks?” 

“Not really, no. But I… had to think.” 

“Aye, that can be hard,” Hagrid said sympathetically. “Want ter come in for a cuppa? ‘tis freezin’, an’ that suit 
thing of yours…” Snape was a little surprised, but not unpleasantly so. I might even be nice to have a nighttime 

talk with Hagrid. If anything, the man always had a comforting effect on him. Like the comfort you felt by 

touching the trunk of a centennial tree- rough, but reassuringly real and simple. “Yes, thank you, if you’re sure 
it doesn’t mean too much trouble,” he said therefore.  “Not at all, not at all. C’mon then. Fang, over here!” They 

walked towards the cabin, Hagrid trying to keep a slow pace, so that Snape didn’t have to run to keep up with 

him. Inside Hagrid’s home, it was warm and cosy, and Snape snuggled into an armchair that would have easily 
accommodated three men his size, watching Hagrid prepare their tea. “So yeh dressed up as a Muggle again, 

Headmaster?” the giant asked, looking at him over his shoulder while he poured the boiling water into the 

teapot.  “Er… yes, I had to, it was a kind of outing into the Muggle world…” “Outing, eh?” Hagrid put the cups 

and teapot on the table and winked at him.  “All alone, jus’ like that?” 

“N-not really, no. I… was with somebody.”  He took a careful sip and promptly burned his tongue. 

“Put in a drop of milk, Headmaster, so it’ll cool down a bit.” He handed Snape the milk jug. “So, yeh been on a 

date?” 



Snape decided that he might as well make himself comfortable, loosened his bow tie, opened the first two 

buttons of his shirt and leaned back into his chair.  Another sip of tea, this time without scorching his mouth. 

“Yes, I suppose you could call it a date,” he replied, smiling absentmindedly at the thought of Hermione’s 
hands under his shirt. 

“Headmaster, hope yeh don’ mind me sayin’ so, but if I’ve ever seen a man in love, he’s sittin’ in this here chair 
ri’ now.” Snape gave the other man a nonplussed look. “Is it that obvious?” 

“Well, if I can see it,Headmaster, I reckon ev’ryone can.” 

“Don’t underestimate yourself, Hagrid, but I suppose you have a point.” The mouth under the wiry tangle of 

greying beard broadened into a conspiratorial grin. “So,” Hagrid said, leaning forward towards Snape, “Who’s 
she then? Not dating a Muggle, ain’t yeh?” 

Snape briefly thought he could just make up a lie, tell Hagrid that, yes, he was dating a Muggle, and be done 

with it. Somehow, though, this idea didn’t really appeal to him. Not only was he tired of lying, the recent past 

had shown that, unless lying was vitally necessary, it was far preferable to just stick to the truth. But he also 

became aware, much to his own astonishment, that he didn’t want to lie to Hagrid. “No,” he said therefore, “She 

is a witch, but the situation is… um, a little complicated. So I thought it was better…” His voice trailed off. 

“Complicated?” echoed Hagrid, “If yeh love her an’ she loves you… how’s that complicated?” 

“She is married.” There, he had said it. 

Hagrid’s furrowed his brows, making his face seem even more covered by hair.  “Married. I see, I see.” He took 

a sip of tea. “Yeh see, Headmaster, I don’ mean ter be moral or such nonsense, but-“ he visibly struggled to put 

his thoughts into words “- I dunno. Yeh gotta be even more sure of yer feelings, if she’s married, dunno ‘f yeh 
understand what I mean…” 

Snape nodded, gravely. “I understand you better than you think. Yes, indeed, I… we have to be more than 
hundred percent sure. But that’s exactly the problem, you see?” 

Hagrid shook his bushy head and refilled his cup. “I’m afraid I don’.” Snape sighed. “Well, I’ll try to explain: 
There are two people. One of them married, far from happily so, but married all the same. The other unmarried. 

And not… how should I say… not exactly an expert in matters of love and relationships. They have been 
involved for a relatively short time. Without taking any more, er, decisive steps. Both are fairly sure that they 

might come to love each other, but that takes time, especially when they cannot see each other too often. And it 

still wouldn’t be the right thing. Too much remains unclear, unseen, even if you try to be honest and to be 
yourself. Even if we could, or wanted to, go on like this for a long time, we would still show each other only a 

part of our personalities… Then there’s the question of… of sleeping with her. I can’t do that as long as things 
are not clear between her and Ha-… her husband. But that is where we enter a vicious circle: She cannot leave 
her husband unless she is sure it will work, and I cannot give her this certainty unless I am sure it will. Quite a 

mess, isn’t it?” 

There was a long pause. “Headmaster,” Hagrid said finally, “Don’ yeh take offence, but ain’t there somethin’ 
else? I mean, that’s normal, happens ter everybody, it does. Fall in love, try if it works, an’ when yeh see it 
don’t, yeh separate. Not that it’s funny, ‘course it ain’t, when it don’t. But yer a grown man, Headmaster, 
yeh’ve seen worse in yer days, it ain’ gonna kill yeh. So what’s the real problem?” 

‘Oh, what the hell!’ Snape thought, ‘Why shouldn’t I tell him? Maybe he’ll kill me for what I’m going to do to 
his precious Harry. That would at least spare me a lot of trouble.’ He was very tired, in every sense of the word. 
Tired, weary, exhausted. He might as well tell. “It’s Hermione,” he said.  



“What? Our Hermione? I mean Hermione Granger, no, Potter… oh!” Hagrid scratched his head. “Ain’t seen her 
in ages. Him neither. But I suppose he’s changed a lot, from what I been readin’ in the Daily Prophet. So it’s 
you an’ Hermione?” He scratched his head again, visibly puzzled. “Well, seems yer in trouble there, 

Headmaster. See? I knew there was somethin’ else!” 

“Yes. To put it mildly, I’m in big trouble. Apart from everything I told you before, the problem is that she’s 
Harry Potter’s wife. You know, we are not exactly friends, far from that, but you remember what we had to do 
in order to defeat Voldemort… these bonds still exist, they are very real. And not to be broken lightly.” 

“Now then, Headmaster, I doubt yeh’d do such a thing lightly. But then, who says they oughta be broken?” 

Snape stared incredulously. “Excuse me, but… er, taking another man’s wife… it’s not as if… there are rules, I 
mean, this certainly-“ 

“Now c’mon, don’ wet them! Sorry, Headmaster, didn’t mean ter…” Snape waved his hand dismissively and 

Hagrid continued. “Yeh see, I’m not sayin’ that takin’ another man’s wife is a moral example for the world. But 
it ain’ evil either.  Depends, I’d say. Each situation is diff’rent, yeh know?” 

“Yes, I know,” Snape said wearily, “Don’t tell me about the relativity of ‘good’ and ‘evil’, but can’t you see 
that I would be lying to myself, if I sneaked out of the conflict that way? It would be a cheap excuse, nothing 

else!” 

“Nay, Headmaster, nothin’ like cheap. If yeh just sneak out, tellin’ yerself there ain’t no harm done, it is. But if 
yeh take responsibility, it ain’ cheap anymore. You got ter tell him, yeh know, tell him yerself, face him. It won’ 
be easy, I wouldn’t swap with yeh there. We were friends once, Harry an’ I, so I can imagine yer feelin’s, better 
than yeh think. I wouldn’ have the guts ter stand up ter him an’ say ‘Hey, ain’ we supposed ter be friends, what 
the hell happened?’ An’ that’s nothin’ compared with what he’ll hear from yerself! But try an’ explain, if yeh 
can. Don’ leave everythin’ ter her, poor girl.” 

“Suppose I do as you suggested, there’s always the possibility we were wrong.  What if the relationship does 

not work, after all? Then I will have to blame myself twice!” 

Hagrid shook his head again. “Yer mixing it all up, yeh know? Can’t cross-breed a hippogriff an’ a unicorn. 
One part’s the moral thing which oughta get done.  An’ the other is somethin’ else, yeh see? Yer both 
grownups, yeh’ll survive.” 

Snape wasn’t sure whether this was the right point of view. Maybe he was also a little hesitant to accept advice 

from Hagrid, come to think of it. The thought of having to face Harry, telling him that he was in love with his 

wife, might also have a part in his reluctance to follow this particular path. In any case, he would have to 

discuss it with Hermione, the next time they met. Still five days to go… He got up and shook Hagrid’s hand. “I 

will think about it, Hagrid.  Thank you anyway, for having listened to my ramblings. It was… good to talk to 
you.” 

“Anytime, Headmaster, anytime. Good night, an’”- he grinned slyly- “sweet dreams.” 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 25 

By Pigwidgeon37 



 

“Where have you been?” 

Hermione gave a small shriek. She had not expected to meet anybody when she entered the Manor, and 

certainly not Harry. He was supposed to sleep, for heaven’s sake, he had had an exhausting day- that was why 

she had selected this as one of the possible dates with Severus in the first place. 

“Gods, Harry, you frightened me! I spent the evening with Sirius, you knew that! Why were you waiting up for 

me, anyway?” 

“With Sirius! And where, pray, have you been? When you still weren’t home at midnight, I asked Dennis to 
check all the restaurants, you were nowhere to be found!” 

So he hadn’t called Sirius, she thought. Severus had told him to temporarily block his fireplace, but then you 
never knew… “All the restaurants? Really?” she asked mockingly, “That’s something not even magic can 
accomplish in such a short time!” 

She could see that he was growing more furious by the second. 

“You know perfectly well what I mean, Hermione! I checked all the wizarding places in London, that’s what I 
mean. And you were nowhere! So kindly answer my question: Where have you been?” 

Deciding to play for time and ignore his question, she countered: “At midnight, you said? Since when is there a 

special rule that I have to be home at midnight?  I’m a grown-up woman, Harry, I don’t have to be in bed after 
curfew!” 

When he came towards her, she saw that he was already wearing pyjamas and a dressing gown. It had escaped 

her notice earlier. And he was bare-footed. This was a habit he had retained from their school days and never 

given up, the only breach of impeccably observed rules of form and conduct. Maybe his very own way of 

rebelling against them? Or a desperate attempt to remain young, when in reality he was much older inside than 

his still boyish face betrayed? Before she had met Severus and fallen in love with him, the sight of her husband, 

the almighty minister Potter, without slippers or socks, would have softened her heart. Now it had the opposite 

effect. 

He stood before her, so near that she could see him trembling with rage. For a brief moment, she wondered 

whether he was going to hit her. 

“I know that you’re grown-up. We are the same age, how could I forget? And I’m sure that you are only too 
aware that this discussion isn’t about curfew or about rules. It’s about my wife returning home at-“ he glanced 

at his watch “-half past two in the morning. After having spent an evening with a man who didn’t even escort 
her home!” 

If she had been ready to give way, she wasn’t any more. Had this been an argument about jealousy, or even 
about his worries that something might have happened to her, maybe she would just have left him standing 

there, without even bothering to answer. But the fact that his only preoccupation was about proper form made 

her seethe with rage. 

“Dear me,” she said, her voice dripping with irony, “To think that maybe a tree could have attacked me while I 

walked through the park! He did escort me to the park, so you don’t worry. But of course it is unforgivable that 



he didn’t accompany me to the entrance door, to hand me over to your loving care. I really will have to scold 

him the next time I see him.” 

Harry’s chest was heaving. “You bloody well know that it’s not a question of security! It’s a question of 
respect. To treat my wife respectfully means to treat me respectfully and thus pay respect to this country, of 

which you and I are symbols!” 

Hermione’s smile, when she cupped his cheek in her right palm, was just enough to curl her lips- it didn’t reach 
her eyes. 

“Yes, my dear,” she said, her voice barely audible, “And you know what the symbol of this country tells you? 

Get that broomstick out of your arse and turn back into a human being! Then I could at least argue with you, if 

nothing else!” 

She turned round and majestically began to climb the stairs. But her gesture was spoiled by Harry who grabbed 

her arm furiously and whipped her back to face him.  “What happened, Hermione?” he asked through gritted 

teeth, “This isn’t you speaking, this is somebody I don’t know. And I’m not sure I like that person.” 

She tried to wriggle out of his grip. He was stronger than he had thought. 

“Let me go!” she hissed, furiously, and managed to break free, the buttons of her jacket flying away in all 

directions and ricocheting off the walls, making clinking noises, rolling over the marble tiles of the floor where 

they finally came to a standstill. Harry stood, rooted to the spot, the jacket dangling from his right hand. 

“What is this?” he said, in a voice so low that it was barely audible, “Tell me instantly who did this to you!” 

“Did what?” 

“Your neck and… and your, er, cleavage… these bruises… did Sirius… I’ll kill the bastard!” 

She hadn’t been aware that Severus’s caresses had left visible traces. “Stop it!” she said sharply. “Stop that 

immediately. Sirius has nothing to do with this.” 

Plummeting down from the heights of righteous anger, Harry eyed her suspiciously. He looked insecure, 

though. “Not… Sirius?” he asked, “But then… who did it? You aren’t going to tell me that you did this all on 
your own?” 

“Of course not,” she snapped impatiently, “I don’t have any reason to tell you such a stupid lie. Of course it 

wasn’t I, it was…” Here she stopped, uncertain what to say. “Another man,” she said, finally. 

“Another…? If you are trying to protect Sirius, believe me, it won’t-“ 

“I am not trying to protect anybody! What I am trying to tell you is that I wasn’t with Sirius. It was somebody 
else. So leave him in peace!” 

Her jacket glided onto the floor, unheeded. Harry slowly trudged over to one of the Louis XVI armchairs and 

slumped heavily into it. “If I understood you right, this means that you’ve been… cheating on me? For how 
long?” 

Hermione went to pick up her jacket and the buttons, to cover her embarrassment. 



“N-not cheating. Not yet, I mean. Not… not really.” 

“Would you care to explain what ‘really cheating’ means in your adulterous vocabulary? – WHAT?” he 

screamed suddenly, making her back off a few feet, “WHAT does it mean? That you didn’t kiss him so far? Or 
fuck him? Or give him a blow job? WHAT, for heaven’s sake? Answer me!” 

She swallowed. “It means that I love him. We have kissed, but we haven’t had sex yet. He- he didn’t want to do 
it before you knew about it.” 

Harry’s face was a mask of irony, but he had regained control over his voice.  “Oh really. What an honourable 

man. Although he couldn’t keep his dirty hands off you. Do you think I should write him a letter of thanks? I’m 
deeply moved.  And when exactly was I to be told the happy news?” 

“Very soon, I suppose,” she replied unhappily, “I think we would have discussed it the next time we saw see 

each other.” 

  

  

To her great surprise, he laughed. It wasn’t a hysterical laughter, it sounded rather genuine. Then she noticed the 
tears running down his face. 

“Harry, I-… I would like to tell you I’m sorry, but that would be a lie. I simply don’t know what to say.” 

“Well,” he said, taking off his glasses and directing his unfocused gaze at her, “One more lie to reassure me 

wouldn’t have earned you eternal damnation. But then I suppose that there were already too many of them.” 

She nodded and, hesitatingly, went towards him. Standing close to the chair, she touched his hand. He didn’t 
retreat it. “Would you… maybe… like to talk about it?” 

He put on his glasses again and looked up at her, this time seeing her clearly. 

“Does he make you happy?” 

“I think so, yes.” 

“That doesn’t sound very convincing. Who is he? Do I know him?” 

“We have been together only for a very short time.” He gave her a questioning look. “I met him at the 

Celebration. And… and I can’t yet tell you who he is.  Please… I know it’s a bit much to ask, but please 

understand that I can’t yet tell you.” 

There was  a long silence, not exactly uncomfortable, but heavy. Hermione’s feet hurt, and so she took off her 
shoes and sat down on the floor, cross-legged, near Harry’s chair. 

“Why?” he said tonelessly into the silence, at last. 

She felt tears rising and doubted whether she would be able to fight them. “Oh, Harry…”- there, now the tears 

were running down her cheeks- “does that mean you really don’t have a clue?” 



He shrugged. “I guess I don’t, otherwise I wouldn’t have asked. Until a short time ago, I really had the 

impression that we were…” 

“Happy? You can’t be serious.” 

“No, not happy, content. We’ve been married for fourteen years, Hermione, I think that contentment is more 
than many couples have after such a long time.” 

The tears kept running. They were unstoppable. “Maybe you were, Harry, but believe me, I was unhappy. I just 

didn’t realize how much until I met… him.” 

Another silence, a little uncomfortable this time. 

“Where exactly did we fail, Hermione? I always thought… I thought this was the kind of thing you enjoyed, to 
work for something… greater, more important than ourselves. Like you did with S.P.E.W. …” 

He looked at her, inquiringly. She was still crying silently. But she managed to speak, somehow. 

“Even with S.P.E.W., I never forgot the ones I loved. I would have given up everything, anything, for you and 

Ron, even my studies. Of course I was interested in helping those weaker than myself, but I would never have 

used it as an excuse for neglecting those who were close to me. Never, Harry. That’s where you failed. You can 
love a country, or the oppressed, or an idea, but you are incapable of loving one single person.” 

Sharp intake of breath. “That’s a very hard thing to say, Hermione.” 

“As the truth always is. But try to think about it, and you’ll see that it is the truth. I am fully aware that there 
were two of us in that game.  I could have tried to get you off your saviour trip, had I not been so numb. But 

that was our problem: I believed I could find refuge in this marriage, and you thought that to be granted refuge 

and safety could replace everything else.” 

“Maybe, if we had had children…” This wasn’t the Lethal Weapon any more, this was the last straw he was 
clinging to. 

“Do you really think that children can do anything to save a marriage that’s wrong from the beginning? I don’t 
think so. And, frankly, I don’t think that you could have loved our children any more than you loved me. They 
would always have been second on your list of priorities. As am I. And I want to be somebody’s number one. 
Can you understand that?” 

He gave her a very small grin. “I can try. But… but What’s going to happen now? 

Will you leave me?” 

“I suppose I will have to.” 

“But you said that you’ve been together for a very short time. What if it doesn’t work out?” 

Hermione sighed. That wasn’t one of her favourite scenarios. “I’ll have to leave you anyway. I’ve gone too far 
on this road, it’s impossible now to turn back. No matter how this relationship is going to turn out.” 

He visibly slumped down. “I can’t imagine a life without you, Hermione.” 



“Why?” 

He looked down at her, obviously puzzled. “What do you mean?” 

“Why can’t you imagine living without me? Because your life would become senseless? I really doubt that. Or 
because you’re so used to my presence?” He shrugged. “But this is important, Harry. Or maybe it’s just because 
of what people might say? The bad publicity? We haven’t been living together, not really, for a very long time. 
We’ve been living in the same house and invited to the same social gatherings. That’s a big difference. Or do 
you love me so much?  Did you ever love me? I mean, really love me, complete with butterflies in your 

stomach and racing heart?” 

“I suppose that’s how you feel about him?” 

She nodded, trying to banish the memories of less than an hour ago. “Yes, that’s exactly how he makes me feel. 
You haven’t answered my question, though.” 

He took off his glasses once more and rubbed his face with both hands. He was apparently tired, more than that, 

exhausted, both from a long day and the emotional stress of this discussion. 

“No,” he said finally, “I never loved you like that. We had practically grown up together, more like brother and 

sister. You were my best friend, together with Ron- do you think you would have ended up with Ron, if he 

hadn’t died?” 

It still hurt, far too much, to think about Ron’s death, she realized. So many years ago, more than sixteen, and it 
still caused her such a lot of pain. 

“I honestly can’t tell you. But I suppose I’d rather not. I wouldn’t have ended up with any of you two, I guess. It 
was his… his death to throw us together, more or less. We were two incredibly lonely persons when we started 
dating. It seemed so logical, and in a way it was, but we should just have remained friends, never married.” 

Her tears had stopped by now and she felt better than she had done for a long time. It seemed incredible: They 

had needed this crisis, this beginning of the end of their marriage, to talk to each other properly for the first time 

in years. 

“You don’t think,” Harry said slowly, “that this might be the right time to try again? I feel closer to you now 

than I’ve done for ages.” 

“Of course you do, because we’ve been honest with each other. But then, what did we tell each other in all 
honesty? That what is between us isn’t love, but friendship at best. This doesn’t seem a very promising basis for 
a new start, does it? It might do very well as a starting point for the renewal of our friendship, but nothing more. 

And, honestly, even this might prove to be an illusion. We are not yet separated. Only then will we be able to 

see what really remains.” 

Harry pondered her last words for a long while, then nodded. “You seem to be right again, Hermione.” He 

closed his eyes and leaned back. “Gods, I’m tired.  Just one more thing: When do you think you’ll go?” 

She slowly scrambled to her feet and rose from the floor- now she, too, felt the weariness in all her limbs, like 

they were made of lead. “That’s mostly up to you. I ‘d like to stay for a little while, until I’ll figure out where to 
go-“ 

“What?” was his surprised reply, “I thought you were going to live with… er, him!” 



“I’m afraid he might not yet like the idea,” she said, picking up her shoes and jacket, “I’ll have to discuss it with 
him and that’s something I dread, to tell you the truth. And definitely not something I want to think of right 

now. I really need some sleep.” 

Both yawned, stretched and then climbed the stairs, to separate on the landing, heading into opposite directions 

towards their respective rooms, as they had done for many, many years. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 26 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

No letters had been exchanged between them since their outing to Milan and Rita Skeeter hadn’t published 
anything about them in the Daily Prophet, Severus thought, as he paced the entrance hall of Snape Manor, in 

considerably higher spirits than he had been during his last stay. While the former wasn’t exactly bad news, the 
latter could certainly be categorized under ‘good news’. Hopefully Hermione would show up. He wasn’t 
entirely sure how she had taken his refusal to go any further. And it preoccupied him even more how she would 

take today’s- if he had the strength to resist her today, that was. 

He had arrived in the afternoon- after all, it was Saturday, so he could allow himself this luxury- to give further 

instructions to the House Elves who, as far as he could tell, were pleased out of their wits to have not one, but 

two persons to serve, at least for a few hours. Snape Manor, which had been carefully dusted and cleaned by 

Giacomo and Puccini (Snape’s grandmother had been Italian, hence their names) for nearly twenty years, now 
looked definitely homely: There were flowers all over the house, fires were crackling in all the fireplaces, the 

chandeliers now contained lit candles, and a faint scent of superb food was wafting through the large building. 

They hadn’t agreed on an exact time for her to arrive and Snape simply presumed he would see her at the same 
hour as at their last meeting. After thorough deliberation as to the choice of clothes, he had settled for robes. He 

was reluctant to wear them, but finally Sirius won him over with the irrefutable argument that erections were far 

better disguised by robes than by trousers. 

It was half past seven now and he was looking at his watch for the tenth time in five minutes, calling himself an 

idiot, but unable to do otherwise. 

On the wall opposite the fireplace where Hermione was going to arrive hung a life-size painting of his parents. 

He stopped his pacing to look at the two persons he had once feared, then despised. One day, he thought, he 

would have to take it down and replace it with something less gloomy. Not that he hated them anymore. But his 

father’s stern look evoked too many painful memories. He had lived to see his son turned spy and Voldemort 

defeated for the first time, but had been spared witnessing the Dark Lord’s second rise to power. His mother had 
not been so fortunate. Snape shuddered at the thought of how painful her death must have been- Voldemort’s 
henchmen had taken her after the Graduation Day massacre and tortured her to death. They had lost her son, so 

she was the one to pay. 

“You look very much like him,” a soft voice said from behind him, while two arms found their way round his 

waist. Her head came to rest between his shoulder blades. 



He took her hands and brought them up to his lips, kissing the palms. “Is that what you call manners, to sneak 

up behind me and scare the living daylights out of me?” he asked. “Who are you, anyway?” 

“Whoever you want me to be.” Her vice was a little husky and he didn’t have to be Sybil Trelawney to predict 
that, tonight, he would need a great amount of self-discipline to avoid going beyond the point of no return. He 

let go of her hands and reached behind himself, to feel whether she was in wizard or Muggle attire. No, these 

were definitely robes, made of heavy silk. He turned round to find her smiling, arms still stretched out towards 

him. 

“No,” he said, in a vain attempt at sternness, “Not like this, Spikes!” 

The rapid succession of delight and puzzlement on her face was adorable, he thought. 

“I-I beg your pardon?” 

“Tell me, Spikes, how tall exactly are you?” 

“I… uh, five feet five, I think. Is that of major importance?” 

“Of course it is. I happen to be six feet two, which makes kissing while standing  extremely uncomfortable-“ 

her face lightened up considerably- “and I think I already told you that you would have to sit on my lap next 

time. What an exceedingly poor memory in so young a woman!” 

He turned round and went towards the drawing room. “Well, are you coming or do I have to use Accio?” 

Hermione found herself pleasantly reminded of his old professorial self and followed him. He was already 

sitting in a chair by the fireplace, impatiently tapping the armrest. She went over to him and sat down on his 

knees. 

No, he thought, this hadn’t been one of his best ideas. Especially as she shifted a little to find a comfortable 
position. And shifted again, as though she was very conscious of the effect these movements had on him. A 

look at her face told him that she was conscious of it. Her malicious smile more than confirmed his suspicions. 

But to hold her like this felt… glorious, there was no other word. To protect and possess… 

After a very thorough first kiss, she said: “Harry knows.” 

This unexpected news made him jump so violently that she nearly fell off his lap. 

“He knows? What? Everything? How-“ It was difficult indeed to speak with two tongues in his mouth, and 

somehow articulate speech was rapidly becoming the very last item on his list of priorities. 

“He knows that there’s someone else and that, sooner or later, I’m going to leave him.” 

“But you didn’t yet tell him for whom?” 

Her hands were playing with his hair, caressing his ears in the process, in a seemingly accidental way. 

“Answer my question, Spikes!” 

“No, I didn’t yet inform him of your identity. But I can assure you that it was difficult enough even without 
mentioning that particular detail.” 



He cocked a questioning eyebrow, and she told him about the scene with Harry the other night. He didn’t 
interrupt her, but when she arrived at the part where Harry had brought up the subject of her leaving and going 

to live with, ‘the other man’, she hesitated. She didn’t want to force Severus into anything he wasn’t yet ready 
to offer. He, on the other hand, did not only notice the hitch in the flow of her narration, but also felt her body 

stiffen infinitesimally.  She was wearing her hair loose today, and he ran his hands through the thick curls. 

“So,” he prompted, “did he just accept that you were cheating on him and invite you to stay in the same house 

with him for as long as you wanted?” 

‘Damn,’ she thought, ‘I should have thought of that before.’ Lying was difficult for her in any case, although 

she had been doing it quite a lot lately, but lying to him, while keeping such close physical contact, was nearly 

impossible.  It was the House Elf to save her, appearing with a ‘crack’. 

“Yes, Puccini?” Severus snapped, a little impatiently. Those elves certainly had a habit of showing up when you 

wanted them least! 

Puccini, noticing that he had chosen the wrong moment to make his appearance, became a little nervous and his 

ears started to twitch. “Sorry, Master Severus,” he squeaked, his voice even higher than usual from the 

uneasiness he felt, “sorry to disturb you, but dinner is ready!” 

Severus gave him a curt nod and turned his attention back to the woman sitting on his knees and giggling 

uncontrollably. “May I inquire after the reason for your hilarity?” he asked with raised eyebrows, rising from 

the chair and thus putting her back on her feet rather unceremoniously. 

Hermione wiped a tear of mirth from her eye and, still giggling, she said: “What’s the elf’s name?” 

“His name, oh insufferable creature, is Puccini. My paternal grandmother was Italian, you see.” This 

explanation did nothing to subdue Hermione’s amusement.  “The other one-“ Now she was laughing. 

“Don’t tell me it’s Verdi,” she panted, “Sorry, Severus, I don’t know what’s coming over me, this is just so 
funny…” 

She leaned against him and clung to his shoulders, for fear her legs might not hold her any longer. Closing his 

arms around her, he rested his chin on the top of her head and waited, in patient amusement, for her to stop 

laughing. And she had better stop soon, for the movement of her muscles was giving his lower regions an 

overall massage, causing pleasant, but unwelcome physical reactions. 

“It is Giacomo,” he said sternly, “and now kindly stop laughing immediately or you won’t have any dessert!” 

This sobered her a little, but only to make her aware of the effect she was having on him. Blushing, but 

delighted, she pressed herself against him and muttered: “Do we really have to go and have dinner right now?” 

He lowered his head a little, so that he could flick his tongue over her ear. 

“Yes, my dear, that’s exactly what we will do now. I am starving.” 

“I’m not,” she replied, shivering at the sensation of his caress. 

“Fine,” he clipped, “So you’ll just sit and watch.” 

“I could feed you…” 



“If this was meant to remind me of my advanced age, may I assure you that I’m still capable of eating on my 
own.” 

“Spoilsport!” she said, pulling away from him. “And don’t say stupid things about your age all the time, it is 
highly annoying.” 

Hand in hand, they proceeded towards the dining room, where one end of a table that could easily sit twenty 

persons was set for two. He had hesitated to have dinner here, but then decided that with her, it would be, if not 

easy, at least possible to face his memories. 

“Speaking of annoying habits,” he said, “you are giggling again, Spikes! Would you deign to inform me as to 

why?” 

“Oh,” she replied, sitting down on the chair he had pulled out for her, “I was just thinking that we could have 

stayed at opposite ends of the table, using Sonorus to make conversation and Arceo to pass the salt.” 

Tilting her head to look back up at him over her shoulder, she saw his expression become very distant and his 

lips form a thin line. 

“Severus, did I say something wrong?” 

Visibly trying to regain his composure, he put his hands on her shoulders. “Not really, no. It just… evoked 
some unpleasant memories.” 

Hermione understood instantly. “I’m sorry,” she said dejectedly, “I didn’t realize… but then, I didn’t know…” 

He gave her a short, reassuring squeeze. “Please don’t apologize.- There are a lot of things,” he continued, 

while sitting down opposite her, “we don’t yet know about each other.” 

Puccini reappeared, levitating a steaming soup tureen, and started to ladle soup into their plates. Taking a piece 

of bread, more to play with than to eat it, Hermione asked cautiously: “Do you think you might want to tell 

me… something… I mean, maybe just about those memories you mentioned?” She was becoming so nervous 

that the tablecloth on her side was already covered in breadcrumbs. 

Severus, who had been about to dip his spoon into his plate, put it down. ‘Oh Gods,’ she thought, ‘and now he’ll 
ask me to kindly stay off his lawn.’ Another piece of bread was mercilessly reduced to minuscule pieces, but 

she just wanted to avoid his look while he shoved her out of his territory. When he hadn’t said anything for a 
rather long time, she began to feel a little ridiculous, sitting with her head down and producing breadcrumbs. So 

she looked up. He was looking at her, his expression serious, but not angry. On the contrary, a little smile was 

tugging at the corner of his mouth. 

“Glad you decided to rejoin me. If you need more breadcrumbs, I might tell Puccini, he would be glad to bring 

you a basketful.” She bit her lip. “Or would you prefer him to strew them over the table, to spare you the 

trouble?” Now she was smiling again. “Hermione, may I just clear an important matter?” 

‘Fine,’ she thought, ‘how nice! First he cheers me up and then he tells me to stay the hell out of his past. Just to 

make a better show of it!’ She nodded, already fighting back tears. 

“Thank you. Now, may I ask you a question first?” Another imperceptible nod. 

“Are you serious about this relationship?” 



The tears stubbornly demanded to be shed, but she still managed to keep them down. It prevented her from 

speaking, though, for her throat was feeling so tight. So she only nodded, again. 

“Hermione, if you don’t mind my saying so, this is turning into a déjà vu. This is no potions class, it is a dinner 

for two. Apart from the fact that during class, Neville was the one to have his mouth clamped shut like an 

oyster, not you. So, do you think you might give me an answer?” 

“Yes.” 

“Yes, what? Yes, you might give me an answer or yes, you are serious?” 

“Yes, I’m serious.” 

“Good to hear it. So am I. I want this to be a relationship of equals, damn the age difference. And unless I’m 
very much mistaken, an adult relationship worthy of this name also means that fundamental issues are not to be 

kept a secret. Do you agree?” 

She nodded, beginning to feel relief flooding her, but not yet daring to allow it to take over completely. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” he remarked dryly. “To conclude: I don’t want to have any secrets from you, Hermione, 

and I hope that you feel the same way. If you desire to ask me about something, please do. Maybe sometimes I 

might not yet be ready to tell you, but in that case I will say so.- Why are you crying now?” he asked in 

bewilderment. 

“Because I’m relieved, that’s why, you moron!” 

Seeing that she was fumbling for a handkerchief, he handed her his over the table. 

“Are there any more invectives you might like to hurl at me? No? Fine, then maybe we can start eating before 

this soup gets stone cold.” 

She was aghast at the things he told her about his childhood and the compassion she felt for him nearly made 

her sick. It wasn’t easy for him, either, she could see that. Over the main course, though, they changed the 
subject of their conversation and when the dessert arrived, they were both laughing over Sirius’s attempts to 
keep his little escapades secret from a headmaster nearly as omniscient as Dumbledore. 

“Strawberries!” Hermione exclaimed, “Where do you get them at this time of year, Puccini?” 

“I is Giacomo, madam, we is twins.” 

“Oh, I see. So where do you get them, Giacomo?” 

“We is growing them in the greenhouse outside, madam, we puts light and heat charms on them and they grows 

just fine. Does you prefer ice cream or clotted cream, madam?” 

“Clotted cream, thank you.- Severus, if you continue to feed me like this, I’ll be fat in less than no time!” 

“I beg your pardon? I… I was not listening…” Of course he hadn’t been listening, he thought, as he was far too 
busy fighting the effects of seeing Hermione licking the cream off a strawberry. His suffering lasted a good deal 

longer and was ended only by the arrival of their coffee. 



When they had finished it, he asked her: “Would you like to see the library?” Her expression was that of a four 

year-old looking at a Christmas tree. “I thought you would like the idea. Come on, I’ll show you.” 

This time, he didn’t only take her hand, but put his arm round her shoulder. It was lovely, he thought, that she 
was so short. He liked it a lot when she was looking up to him, like she was doing now. He bent down to kiss 

her lightly.  “You’re adorable, Spikes. Now let’s go, otherwise we might end up just standing here and kissing.” 

The library was enormous. Not as vast as the one at Hogwarts, but impressive all the same. Against one of its 

windows was a large desk with two chairs, and Hermione could very well imagine how pleasant it must be to sit 

here and work for hours on end. She realized that she was aching to resume a pastime which so many years ago 

had been her favourite. 

“De Draconum Speciebus Libri Quatuor!” she exclaimed, pulling out her wand and summoning the tome which 

was so heavy that she tumbled backwards from its impact. Severus caught her. 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “that’s quite a rarity. And the Codex Monacensis to boot.  I’ve seen the Oenipontanus as 
well, the text is better, but the illuminations of the Monacensis are of such beauty…” She put the volume on the 

desk and bent over it, looking rapturously at the illustrations. The colours were as fresh and bright as if they had 

been applied yesterday, each miniature a masterpiece, every single scale depicted with painstaking accuracy. 

Severus was standing beside her, looking over her shoulder, half to enjoy the beauty of the illustration, half to 

savour the expression of delight on her face. She turned her head to look at him, opened her mouth to say 

something, and found herself being kissed passionately. Turning round completely, she faced him and pulled 

him closer. His hands were in her hair, steadying her head, while he continued to explore her mouth. She felt 

herself pushed against the edge of the table, then lifted up to sit on the wooden surface. Sighing with pleasure, 

she parted her thighs so that he could stand closer to her. 

His self-restraint was rapidly fading away as their bodies touched. Without breaking the contact between their 

lips, he leaned forward to lay her flat on the table, cushioning her head with his left hand, while his right went 

down between them to unclasp her robes. Hermione was shivering with anticipation and closed her eyes to 

better concentrate on the sensation of his hands undoing the clasps one by one, until he had reached the last one 

and her robes fell apart. He broke the kiss and she reached up to draw him close again, but all her hands grabbed 

was thin air. She opened her eyes to see him standing a few feet away from the desk, with such an expression of 

horror on his face that she momentarily forgot her own frustration. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 27 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

He saw her get up from the desk as if through a thick fog, and her voice, when she said his name, seemed to be 

muffled by a heavy velvet curtain. She didn’t bother to close the clasps of her robe but just wrapped it around 
herself and came towards him. A wave of nausea was threatening to overpower him, and all he could do was 

hold out his hands to fend her off. 

Hermione was torn between humiliation and genuine concern, for it seemed impossible to her that he might be 

simply rejecting her. This was something far more dangerous, something serious, and she had no idea what it 



might be. So she pulled her robes around her and slowly walked towards him, trying to read in his face what on 

earth might have caused this violent reaction. His attitude, though, was that of an animal cornered by a predator. 

He flung out his hands, palms facing her, eyes widening in horror. 

“Severus,” she said, in the calmest tone of voice she could muster, “Severus, tell me, what happened? Are you 

ill? You’re looking as pale as death!” 

He only shook his head and receded further when she tried to get near him. 

“Severus, please, talk to me! Can I do something to help you, can I-“ 

“Just go!” he managed to choke, “Please go, I… I can’t… please, just leave me alone!” 

Now anger was getting the upper hand. “You can’t just send me away like this! This is serious, I have a right to 
know what the hell is going on!” 

He continued to back away, until he stood with his back to the wall, unable to increase the distance between 

them any more. It would be unfair, she thought, to take advantage of the situation and simply force him to let 

her near him, so she stopped. Noticing that she didn’t advance any further, he let his hands sink down flat 
against the wall and closed his eyes. 

“Please,” he muttered, “if you really want to help me, go away.” 

Hermione stood for some moments, rooted to the spot, and then decided it was better to do as he had asked her 

to. Whatever it was making him act this way, she obviously couldn’t do anything about it right now. For the 

second time this evening, she fought back her tears, returned to the desk to put on her shoes, and went towards 

the door, buttoning up her robes. Without looking back, she left the room. When she stood in front of the 

fireplace, the tin of Floo powder already in her hands, she realized that she would not be able to go home in her 

present state of mind. Harry might come back any moment, and neither did she want to have her husband 

comfort her because she had trouble with her lover, nor did she feel like hiding her rage and frustration behind a 

calm façade, spending the rest of the evening on her own without anybody to share her emotions with. 

After having reflected briefly, she threw a tiny amount of Floo powder into the flames and said: “Sirius Black’s 
study!” 

Almost instantly, Sirius’s head appeared on the grate. “Hey, Mione, nice to see you. Shouldn’t you, uh, be with 
Severus?” 

“I’m at his house. Could I come round for a moment? Sorry to disturb you, but this is quite an emergency!” 

He looked very preoccupied. “Of course, just come!” And he broke the connection. 

Not more than perhaps ten seconds had passed between her departure from Snape Manor and her arrival in 

Sirius’s study, but when she stepped out of his fireplace, she was already crying so hard that her sobs nearly 

suffocated her. 

Sirius had barely had the time to pin a sheet of parchment onto the outside of his door to warn off Agrippina 

Wilcox. He had simply written “DON’T!!!” and hoped that three exclamation marks would be sufficient to 

deter her from entering. He was closing the door when Hermione stumbled out of the fireplace, completely 

dissolved into tears. He asked her what had happened, but soon saw that he would have to wait some time for an 

answer, as she was shaken by sobs so violent that she could hardly breathe, let alone speak. 



So he decided to let her have her cry out and simply took her over to the couch, sat down and pulled her down 

beside him. She shook off her shoes, put her legs up too and leaned against him with her back, for a little dose 

of human warmth and comfort. After a while the first violent attack seemed to ebb away a little and so he tried 

again to ask her what had happened to make her so miserable. Her words were barely understandable, but he 

figured out more or less what had happened. 

When she had finished her account, he got up to fetch her a glass of water and some brandy for them both. She 

gulped down the water but refused the brandy. 

“Now drink it, Mione, be a good girl, it will calm you!” 

“I’ve been a good girl long enough and a fat lot of good it did me!” 

“One more time won’t kill you, though. Mione, I can also force-feed you some calming potion, but it won’t 
taste half as good, so you’d better be reasonable and drink the brandy.” 

Obediently, she grabbed the glass and took a first sip. Sirius returned to his former position beside her on the 

couch. 

“Couldn’t you… I mean, couldn’t you go to him?” she asked timidly. 

“I don’t think it would be a good idea, sweetheart. He didn’t want to tell you, do you really think he’d share it 
with me?” 

He heaved a deep, shuddering sigh. “Well… if it just was some… some male problem…” 

“You aren’t suggesting he’s impotent, are you?” Hermione merely shook her head. 

“You see. And I doubt he’d discuss that with me, let alone anything of a more serious nature. I suppose you 

wouldn’t try to just go back?” 

“No!” she spat violently, “Certainly not. I can only take so much humiliation for one evening, thank you very 

much.” 

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” he said soothingly, stroking her head, “But then the only possible solution that comes to 

my mind is to wait until he comes to terms with himself.” 

Her voice was very small when she asked: “And what if he doesn’t?” 

Without being entirely convinced of what he was saying, Sirius replied: “I’m sure he will, Mione. He’s come 
out of worse trouble and he will manage to find his way out this time as well. Don’t fret about it too much. Give 
him a little time. You’ll see, in three days, when we are going to have our next dinner at the Manor, the storm 
will already have blown itself out. We’ll be four at the table, so you won’t feel too awkward at the beginning. 
And afterwards, you’ll see that you’ll be reconciled in no time. Hmm?” And he fondly squeezed her shoulders. 

  

-----*****----- 

  



“Master Severus? Is everything all right? Is you ill? Does you want anything?” 

He had no idea of how long he had been sitting there. When Hermione left, he had just let go- his legs didn’t 
carry him anymore and he just slid down the wall where he remained, hunched into a tight bundle of despair. 

“Giacomo? What’s the time?” 

“It is nearly one a.m., Master Severus, you is been sitting here for nearly three hours and so we thinks-“ 

A gesture of his hand silenced the elf. “Yes, I… I wasn’t feeling too well.  Anyway, there’s no need to worry. 

You can go to sleep, both of you. I don’t need you anymore.” 

The elf gave him a doubtful look, but then decided that probably the master knew best what he what was good 

for him. “Good night, Master Severus!” 

No, he thought grimly, this was definitely not going to be a good night, for more than one reason. His past had 

pounced on him like a large, ugly bird of prey. He had hurt the woman he loved, maybe irremediably so. And 

he had not been able to share any of this with her. Yes, it would have been difficult, but not impossible. But he 

had rejected her, in every sense of the word. First her body, then her help and then her totally justified demand 

to tell her. 

When he covered his face with his hands, he noticed that he must have been crying, he could feel the salty 

remainders of his tears on his cheeks. How could he face her ever again? Where was she now? Had she gone 

home? Somewhere else?  Was she feeling as lonely as he right now? Gods, how he wanted to hold her in his 

arms. But maybe she wouldn’t even want him to. It would be absurd, turning for comfort to the very person 
who had hurt her so deeply. 

“What can I do?” he muttered to himself, “Tell me, somebody, anybody, what can I do?” 

He could just kill himself, he thought, just break a glass and cut his wrists, as he had already tried to do, long 

ago. Tempting as it was, he dismissed the thought. It would only cause her more grief. Maybe she would even 

feel guilty.  He decided to take another easy path, not less cowardly, but at least it wouldn’t cost him his life. 
Awkwardly, he got up- his legs were stiff from sitting in an uncomfortable position for hours - went into the 

dining room and got himself a bottle of brandy. It was nearly full. He put it to his lips and began to drink, in 

long, greedy gulps. When he took it from his lips, it was nearly empty. The alcohol hit his brain with the force 

of a Bludger. He fell, first to his knees and then sideways. The bottle rolled away from his limp hand, soaking 

the carpet with the last remainders of amber liquid, continued to roll from the carpet onto the floor, clinking 

merrily until it hit the wall where it remained still. He didn’t hear the noise. Severus Snape was already fast 
asleep. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

They had talked for a long time. Hermione had cried again, less violently, but more desperately, and after that, 

they had continued talking. In a way, Sirius was grateful to his friend for having bungled it all so completely, 

because in those few hours, he had learned more about his godson’s life than he had during the last four years. 

When Hermione was so tired that she could barely speak anymore, he had sent her home via Floo. Then he had 

suffered a pang of preoccupation because of Severus and immediately travelled to Snape Manor. The 



preoccupation had turned into very real panic when he found his friend, lying motionlessly in the dining room, 

the carpet underneath him bearing dark stains. 

To his great relief, after checking his pulse, he had realized that the other wizard was only heavily drugged with 

brandy, levitated him onto the couch in the drawing room and covered him with a blanket. He knew that this 

was all he could do for Severus, at least for the moment. Maybe the terrible hangover he was going to have the 

next day would teach him a lesson- which lesson he wasn’t sure, though. Following a sudden inspiration, he 
searched for the kitchen, found a bucket and put it next to the couch. He added a jug of water and a glass. 

Having thus discharged his duty as a friend, he returned to Hogwarts, fervently praying to every known and 

unknown deity that they might spare him the painful experience of ever falling in love. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 28 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

At half past seven p.m. on 16 October,  Sirius Black and Alastor Moody stepped out of the fireplace at the 

Minister’s Manor. Both men were looking more than slightly embarrassed, when they saw Hermione already 
standing there, looking pale and strained. The look of disappointment on her face made Sirius’s heart ache with 

compassion. 

She greeted Moody with a handshake and asked him: “Mr. Moody, would you mind very much if I spoke with 

Sirius for a moment? It’s something very… private.” 

Given the seriousness of the matter, Sirius had used some discretion this time and so the old Auror knew that 

something had gone terribly wrong between Snape and Hermione, without being familiar with the details. 

“’Course I don’t mind,” he growled, “You go and talk as long as you need to.” 

Twitchy led him into the salon where they had had their aperitif last time, and Hermione preceded Sirius into a 

small, cosy room called the Chess Chamber.  Sirius found it quite charming, but also a little irritating to the eye, 

for the only colours used for its decoration were black and white. Paradoxically, the chess table standing near 

the window provided the only difference, for its squares and figures were red and green. 

He didn’t have much time to admire his surroundings, because Hermione had not yet closed the door 
completely, when she said: “So he didn’t come.” 

The distress in her voice and posture was so overwhelming that Sirius wanted to pull her into a comforting hug, 

but she held him off. “No, Sirius, please don’t.  I can hardly keep myself from losing countenance. If you take 

me into your arms, I won’t be able to keep it together.” He nodded in understanding. “Did he say anything? 

Explain? At least to you? Did he get my letter?” 

“Yes, he got your letter and after reading it, he seemed to feel even worse. But he wouldn’t say a single word to 

me about what happened. He’s closed the shutters, Hermione. But just to reassure you, and maybe to give you 
some hope, I wrote to Albus yesterday and asked him to come to Hogwarts. He’s with Severus presently and 
maybe…” 



“Yes, maybe,” she echoed, sadly, “But if that letter wasn’t enough to make him change his mind…” 

“It was the most beautiful love letter I’ve ever seen in my life,” Sirius said, “If that means something to you. 

He… he allowed me to read it, I hope you don’t mind.” 

“No,” she smiled, “I don’t think I do mind. Poor Sirius, you’re not very happy with your role as a confidant for 
both of us, are you?” 

He gave her one of his trademark schoolboy grins, the kind which made most women swoon in ecstasy. “Let’s 
say that I consider it both an honour and a highly interesting lesson about what to absolutely avoid if you want 

to have a satisfactory relationship.” 

Hermione punched him playfully and then they went back to Alastor Moody who was having an in-depth 

discussion with Twitchy about the best way of polishing his wooden leg. 

They went into the dining room and after they had sat down- the fourth setting had already been removed and 

the remaining three rearranged- Sirius produced a thick role of parchment from his robes and gave it to 

Hermione. 

“Here’s the result of our research, madam,” he said, inclining his head in mock humility. 

“Thank you, Sirius. And Alastor, of course. That reminds me that I have invited two persons to join us- they 

will arrive after dinner, because they were already engaged otherwise tonight.” Seeing their surprised looks, she 

continued: “You didn’t think that I made you do this-“ she indicated the parchment- “just for fun, did you? You 

will see that your efforts served a very noble cause. It is to be hoped, we will succeed.” 

Over dinner, she told them the story of Dennis Creevey’s attempt at blackmail and how she had decided to help 
him. “I’m really sorry to have left you in the dark about the purpose of this research, but I wasn’t quite sure 
whether you would have accepted it, had you known who it was for.” Neither Moody nor Sirius looked too 

pleased. “You see? I knew you wouldn’t like the idea. But on the other hand, try to give the matter some 
objective thought. I am not saying that Colin was innocent, but he was thrown into that horrible prison without 

even a trial. At age seventeen! I wonder how he could survive for so long.” 

“Yeah,” Moody said slowly, “Honestly, that’s exactly why I don’t like the idea.” 

“Now come on, Mad-Eye, I was in there for twelve years and survived, and I wasn’t a Death Eater. Although 
I’m sure that the boy was guilty, there’s always the possibility that he realized what he had done and I can 
assure you that these aren’t happy thoughts.” 

They were already sitting in the Empire Salon when Twitchy announced the arrival of Dennis Creevey. The 

young man entered the room, looking very insecure and extremely upset. Not only would this meeting be an 

important step towards the liberation of his brother, but Hermione had also told him that she would inform 

Black and Moody about his failed attempt at blackmail, not to denigrate him in their eyes, but to show them 

how desperate he had been. She had assured him, though, that Rita Skeeter would not be let in on this particular 

detail. 

Dennis was shaking hands with Moody, when Twitchy came in again to inform them of  the reporter’s arrival. 
She had not yet finished speaking, when she was literally swept aside by a whirl of bright lilac. 

“Dear friends!” Rita exclaimed, while the elf scrambled to her feet, “What a pleasure to see you! Mr. Black, 

how delightful!” 



Sirius gave her an extra-friendly smile, complete with conspiratorial wink. 

“Rita! Dazzling as always!” 

His compliment was acknowledged with a giggle and she turned her attention to Hermione. “Mrs. Potter, sorry, 

I should have greeted you first, how awkward of me! But our Mr. Black here just caught my eye. Thank you for 

the invitation. And Alastor Moody!” she continued, after having given Hermione’s hand a perfunctory squeeze, 
“Why, you have been eluding me and my colleagues for years!” 

“Yeah, and believe me, it was better for your health!” he replied, reluctantly shaking her hand. 

“And this charming young man would be…?” 

“This young man is Dennis Creevey, my husband’s assistant.” 

Rita slapped her forehead dramatically, but not very hard, making both Sirius and Moody wish she had allowed 

them to do it for her. “Of course, I don’t know what’s happening to my memory! We have met several times, 
but you are always so silent, Mr. Creevey.” 

“Well, I’m supposed to be,” he answered, “it’s part of my job description.” 

The reporter gave a shrill, fake laugh. “How very witty, Mr.-… wait a moment,” she said, belying her former 

comment about her memory, “Creevey… Creevey… are you related to the boy who had crucial importance in 

the-“ 

“Yes, Mrs. Skeeter,” Hermione interrupted her, “that’s exactly why I invited you to join us tonight.” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

Dumbledore left around midnight, and Severus was thoroughly exhausted after their long conversation. When 

his old mentor had shown up at his private quarters, his first reaction had been helpless fury - not with the 

former headmaster, but with Sirius. Now, when he was alone again, he was not so sure anymore that he really 

wanted to put a series of very nasty hexes on Black. He had done the right thing, and acted like a loyal friend. 

With a deep sigh, Severus went to the fireplace where Dumbledore had disappeared only minutes ago. The 

mantelpiece showed an intricate pattern of carved snakes and he tapped the eye of one of them with his wand, 

saying “Serpensegretum!” Noiselessly, the left part of the mantelpiece slid aside and revealed a secret 

compartment, containing a single object. It was an empty, flat stone basin, made of black marble. Severus took 

it out from its hiding place, closed the compartment with a flick of his wand and carried the basin over to a 

table. 

For a long time, he just stood and looked at the object, as if trying to make himself familiar with it. His hands 

moved over the smooth surface. “I would never have dreamed of using you,” he finally addressed the basin, 

“And even less considering who gave you to me.” 

“A little present for your initiation,” Lucius drawled. 



“Thank you, Lucius, what-“ 

“Never seen a pensieve, dear boy?” he smirked. 

“Yes, but-“ 

“Oh, it can be very useful to, er, relive some of your more pleasant exploits, you know? Sometimes, they just 

pass too quickly, and you might want to savour them more leisurely.” 

‘You perverse bastard,’ Severus thought, ‘you really did that with your own pensieve, it was always full to the 

brim. And sometimes you invited some fellow perverts to share your memories with you. Well, it is a certain 

satisfaction to use mine now for a purpose you wouldn’t have approved o when you graced me with this little 
present.’ 

He sat down and took his wand. Another deep sigh, to push away the memories of Lucius Malfoy. 

Then, he put the tip of his wand to his temple and began. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

It was still dark when Hermione woke up with a start. A glance at her watch told her that it was half past five. 

Then she heard the noise- probably the same that had jerked her out of deep sleep. Looking round to identify its 

source, she saw two large shadows moving at one of the windows. Owls? How strange, at this time of night… 
And they were carrying something huge, it seemed to be a parcel…Hermione got out of bed and padded across 
her bedroom to open the window. The two birds, which she now identified as Eagle Owls, hooted and swept 

past her into the room to deposit their burden on her bed. They allowed her to briefly stroke their heads and then 

took off immediately- a little fast even for this strong species, Hermione thought. 

Curiously, she examined the parcel and finally decided that she wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep anyway, so 
she might as well open it. Inside, there was a box and, on top of it, a small roll of parchment. She undid it and 

read: 

My love, 

  

What I did to you the other night at my house was unforgivable. If you are still interested in learning what 

brought about my reaction, use the enclosed. I do not expect you to forgive me, but maybe you will at least 

understand. 

Yours, 

Severus 

  



“Severus,” she whispered, tears already running down her cheeks, “How could you think… Of course I want to 
know!” And she opened the box, to find a black stone basin, filled with a silvery liquid that looked like 

mercury. “A pensieve!” she muttered, “How amazing!” 

Carefully, she lifted the heavy object, went over to the couch, sat down and deposited the basin on the low table 

before her. “Now let’s see,” she said resolutely and touched the liquid with a fingertip. 

She landed on a soft surface, which she identified as grass. It was night, and rain was pouring down heavily. 

Being immaterial inside Severus’s memories, she could not feel, but only hear it. When her eyes had adjusted to 

the almost complete darkness, she saw a black shadow standing a couple of yards from her.  Hermione got to 

her feet and went over to him. The tall figure wore a long cloak, its hood pulled up, so that his face was nearly 

invisible. His right hand held a wand, and from his left was dangling an object she couldn’t identify at first. It 
gave off a faint, steely glow. When he playfully twisted it, she realized that it was a mask. A Death Eater mask. 

She had seen them on her graduation day and would never forget how they looked. Now she began to shudder 

involuntarily and asked herself whether she would be able to witness what would probably be awaiting her. Her 

musings were interrupted by another Death Eater who walked straight through her. It was a very strange feeling 

indeed. 

“Severus?” the newcomer asked. 

“Yes!” answered the other figure. Hermione swallowed. So this was he, waiting for his accomplices. 

They arrived, one by one, until there were seven of them. The last one had his hood down when he joined the 

others, and she recognized Lucius Malfoy. “One, two, three, four, five, six,” he counted, “we are complete. 

Compliments for being so punctual, gentlemen. Masks on, s’il vous plaît ! » They all followed his command. 

“Now, there should be four people in the house,” Hermione turned round to look into the direction his finger 

indicated and noticed a house, rather a cottage, which she hadn’t seen before, because all her interest had been 
concentrated on Severus and the others. “Two adults and two children. Hillary, you and I are going to take care 

of McDermott himself, Weston and Abraham, you may amuse yourself with the children. Nott and Goyle, you 

stand guard outside, and our dear Severus will have the pleasure of taking care of Mrs. McDermott. You 

remember our Lord’s instructions, Severus?” 

“Yes, Lucius.” Did she detect the faintest trace of disgust in his voice? Maybe she was wrong. Hermione 

followed the group towards the cottage. 

Two of the men remained outside, as Malfoy had ordered them to do. Then began the worst nightmare she had 

ever had. Only it had once been reality. 

With a flash of red light from his wand, Malfoy blasted the door into smithereens. She heard children scream 

and the noise of wood falling on wood.  Probably somebody had knocked over their chairs, she thought. The 

Death Eaters entered, wands ready. A door at the left side of the entrance corridor was flung open. The man 

who had appeared in its frame didn’t stand a chance. He was instantly disarmed and stunned by Malfoy. Behind 

him appeared a woman who desperately tried to prevent two small children from following her. Thus her 

attention was momentarily diverted from the aggressors, and she was an easy target for Severus, who stunned 

her as well. 

The children were watching, in wide-eyed horror, as their parents slumped to the floor one after the other. 

Weston and Abraham ruthlessly grabbed them by their arms and dragged them into a corner of what Hermione, 

following the five men, identified as the McDermotts’ sitting room. The children had been playing Exploding 

Snap. The cards were scattered all over the floor. A broken glass was lying on a side table by the fireplace, the 

wine still trickling down on the carpet. Mrs. McDermott had obviously been knitting a navy blue sweater. 



“What a lovely family evening!” Malfoy said, “Such a pity we had to interrupt it!” 

The older of the two children, a blonde girl, began to scream. The Death Eater holding her silenced her with a 

brutal punch into the face. Hermione felt like throwing up; she had distinctly heard the crack of breaking bones. 

The limp body of Mr. McDermott was placed on an armchair and bound to it with ropes conjured by the Death 

Eater next to Malfoy. Hermione supposed it had to be Hillary. “Enervate!” Malfoy said, pointing his wand at 

the man who instantly opened his eyes and tried to free himself, pulling at the ropes and twisting in the chair, 

but of course to no avail. 

Malfoy crouched down before him, sitting on his heels, his masked face looking up at the prisoner. “Now, 

McDermott,” he said in that lazy, silky voice, “You know which information we want. And, of course, you 

know the procedure. You give it to us- your family dies a quick, merciful death. You withhold it- we torture 

them. Understood? Fine. Now, out with it!” 

McDermott’s face was flushed scarlet and his breath came in ragged gasps.  “You’ll torture us anyway, 
Malfoy,” he panted, “As you said, I know the procedure.” 

Still crouching before him on the floor, Malfoy said mockingly: “Are you implying that I’m a liar? Really, 
McDermott, you should know better!” 

He stood up and turned round. “Number seven, your turn, if you please. The table should grant him a nice 

panoramic view.” 

Number seven turned out to be Severus and Hermione went towards him, drawn by curiosity and disgust. She 

was standing beside him when he flung the still unconscious young woman- she had to be about Hermione’s 
age and had long, light brown hair- ruthlessly onto a table, lifted her arms over her head and bound them to the 

wooden surface. Then he turned her head so that she would be looking at her husband once she opened her eyes, 

fixed it into that position with another spell and muttered “Enervate!” 

Her eyes flew open and met those of her husband. He opened his mouth to say something, but was instantly 

gagged by Malfoy. “The children,” she choked, “Please take away the children!” 

“They won’t be traumatized, if that is what you are worrying about,” said Hillary, “Where there is no childhood, 

there is no childhood trauma.” 

His comment was rewarded by the chuckles of  Weston and Abraham. Now she started to scream. Severus 

pointed his wand at her to silence her, but Malfoy interfered: “No, let her scream, it might eventually persuade 

her loving husband to tell us what we need to know. Now get on with it, number seven, we don’t want to stay 
here all night.” 

Severus nodded, and with a single quick movement, ripped open her robes and let them fall open. When he 

forced her thighs apart to stand between them and Hermione heard the noise of her slip being torn, she could 

bear it no more. She had seen enough to understand. With a supreme effort of concentration, she jerked herself 

out of his memory and fell back onto the couch, covered in cold sweat and feeling worse than she ever had in 

her life. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 29 



By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Hermione got up from the bathroom floor. She had reached the toilet bowl just in time to throw up all that was 

left in her stomach. Now her head was pounding, her eyes swollen and watering and her throat and nose were 

burned by gastric acid. She rinsed her mouth, cleaned her teeth and then drank some water. It didn’t come back 
up. With shaking knees, she returned to her living room and poured herself a brandy. One tentative sip- it 

burned, but tranquillised her stomach. Still trembling all over, she sat back down on the couch and stared at the 

pensieve. Somehow, she felt that she owed it to Severus to go back into his memories and live them with him, 

till the inevitably bitter end. What she had witnessed had only been the beginning. And her stomach was empty 

anyway. She touched the liquid again. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

After her nightly talk with Harry, Hermione was practically exempt from her official duties and could decide 

freely whether she wanted to accompany him on his various invitations. Due to her crisis with Severus, she had 

felt no inclination for small talk at all and thus cancelled every appointment for the next few days. Harry had 

seen it with surprise, but not commented on it.  Twitchy therefore didn’t see any necessity of waking her up, but 
when she had not received any sign whatsoever of her mistress until ten o’clock in the morning after the dinner, 
she went to her rooms to check on her, just to make sure. The elf’s oversensitive nose was hit by the reek of 
vomit when she opened the door. She saw Hermione lying on the couch, very pale, but obviously alive and 

asleep. Her slumber didn’t appear to be peaceful, though, she tossed and muttered unintelligible words. On the 

table near her, Twitchy saw a strange black object. It looked like a very sinister fruit bowl, all black and 

forbidding. Hopping onto the table, she saw that it was filled not with fruit, but with a shimmering liquid. An 

empty glass stood there as well. It smelled of brandy. Had the elf’s nose not had the form of a squashed tomato, 
she would have wrinkled it. Elves neither liked nor tolerated alcohol. 

With a sideways glance at her mistress, she went over to the cabinet on the other side of the room, and checked 

on the brandy bottle. It contained nearly as much liquid as it had the last time she’d seen it. So Hermione hadn’t 
drunk herself into a coma, Twitchy thought with relief. She wouldn’t have been surprised, considering how 
distressed the young woman had been these last days. And she knew enough about human habits to at least 

allow for that possibility. Not that she would have known what to do in case Hermione had tried to drown her 

grief in alcohol, but she was glad that she didn’t have to give that problem any thought.  Silently, the elf began 

to fulfil her daily duties. When she had changed the bed sheets and done a little dusting, she went into the 

bathroom, where she had hardly started to work, when she heard Hermione call for her.  “Good morning, 

mistress Hermione,” she squeaked, peering at the blotchy face and red eyes with concern. 

“I sincerely doubt that,” Hermione said with a weak smile. “Twitchy, would you please bring up some breakfast 

for me? I don’t want to go down now. But nothing much, just some toast and tea.” 

This request increased the elf’s worries, because usually, Hermione rather enjoyed a copious breakfast and 
preferred to cut down on lunch and dinner instead. “Is you ill, Mistress Hermione?” 

“No, I’m not ill. I suppose I ate a little too much yesterday at dinner and wasn’t feeling too well during the 
night.” 



Not quite satisfied with this answer, but unable to fight her elfish nature and ask for a more credible 

explanation, Twitchy curtsied and disappeared.  Within five minutes, the meagre breakfast was set on the table 

and Hermione asked to be left alone for the whole morning, unless there was something very important to be 

brought to her attention. “And no visitors, Twitchy, except for Mr. Black and Headmaster Snape.” Not that she 

really believed he would come to see her, but then you never knew… She took a bite of toast and a sip of tea, 
pleased with the grateful reaction of her stomach. She felt bad enough as it was, no need to make it worse by 

vomiting. Feeling gradually better, at least physically, she gazed out of the window. The weather definitely 

matched her mood: It was a foggy morning, grey and dull, the trees had already lost half of their leaves and 

were reaching out towards the sky with dead, black branches. The crows had come back for the winter, filling 

the air with their hoarse cries. For a long while, Hermione observed one of them strutting back and forth on the 

balustrade of the terrace.  When it finally took flight, she wished she could do the same, just take off and fly, 

mindlessly, weightlessly, with no other concern than to find food and shelter. 

When the bird had vanished into the bleary mist, her eyes returned to the pensieve. She had stayed inside 

Severus’s memories for many hours. In fact, she had just barely fallen asleep when Twitchy came in. The rustle 

of the bed sheets had woken her up and she was grateful, because her dreams had been anything but pleasant. 

Hardly a surprise, after what she had witnessed before.  She had finished the first memory she had found, seeing 

the young woman raped under the horrified gaze of her husband and children. Raped by a young man whose 

expression she was unable to see, for it was hidden by the mask he wore, but whose body language had been 

enough to make her suspect he didn’t feel any pleasure in the act. He had avoided physical contact as much as 
possible. His hands had been clutching the surface of the table, not the body spread before him. What she had 

seen, though, because the mask was covering only half of his face, was his mouth. While the other Death Eaters 

sneered- Malfoy had even been licking his lips- he had been biting his lower lip, so hard that it was bleeding 

when he was finished. 

She had seen him when he had returned home: He had barely taken the time to close and lock the door to his 

flat and immediately run to the bathroom, where he was violently sick. Then he had taken a shower, scrubbing 

his skin so hard that it was all raw and red. And all the time, he had been muttering, like a mantra: “You’re 
doing this for him, Severus, you’re doing this for him, only five more months and it will be over, you’re doing 
this for him.” She had witnessed other, similar “missions”; obviously, Malfoy- or the Dark Lord- had perceived 

only too well what would be the most difficult task for their promising new recruit, and thus the most worthy 

sacrifice for his master.  Nearly always, he was the one who had to deal with their female victims. 

‘So now at least I understand,’ she thought. ‘But how are we going to overcome this inhibition? I hope it was 

only the fact that I was lying on that bloody table that triggered the flashback. Fortunately they had a 

predilection for tables. So maybe if we make it to the bed next time, if there is a next time…’ 

Hermione was munching on another piece of toast when Twitchy reappeared.  “I is sorry to disturb you, 

Mistress Hermione, but you says when it’s important…” She held out a copy of the Daily Prophet to her. “I 

thinks that you wants to read it.” 

Of course she wanted to read it. Only she had completely forgotten about Skeeter, Dennis and the whole 

business. Severus’s gift- at least that was the way she felt about it- had claimed her full attention. However, the 

distraction the newspaper would provide was welcome and she opened it. Her expectations had been more than 

fulfilled. 

WIZARDING LAW- JUSTICE OR CRIME AGAINST HUMANITY? 

By Rita Skeeter, London 

During the last four years, we have witnessed a steady improvement of the British Wizarding Legal System, due 

to the unremitting efforts of the Minister of Magic, Harry Potter. Thanks to the indefatigable idealism of this 



outstanding wizard, the British Wizarding Community now has a constitution that safeguards human rights. 

Many a voice had been raised against the “disgraceful emulation of Muggle trivialities”, but we would like to 

remind our readers that the Daily Prophet was among the first to recognize the merit of the young minister’s 
new ideas. 

It is therefore not only our right, but our duty to draw the Minister’s attention to a case that undoubtedly 

deserves thorough investigation and which might, in the end, even lead to a further amelioration of our legal 

system.  Most, if not all, of our readers will recall the dreadful date of 26 June 1998, a day that will forever be 

part of our collective memory under the sad name of “Graduation Day Massacre”. This horrendous event would 

never have been possible without the support of one person inside Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and 

Wizardry: Colin Creevey, then seventeen years old, a Muggle born wizard and outstanding student of said 

school, had yielded to the temptations You-Know-Who’s satanically suggestive powers had so alluringly 
pictured to his young and still malleable mind. In strict obedience to his Dark Master, he deactivated the anti-

Apparition wards protecting the school, and thus granted easy access to the Death Eaters who sowed death and 

desperation among teachers, students and their parents. 

It is, if not justifiable, so at least understandable that Creevey, the only culprit the Ministry was able to lay 

hands upon at that time, was imprisoned at Azkaban without further delay. Those were desperate times 

requiring desperate measures, if only to set an example and possibly deter other young people from following so 

sad an example. 

Many years have passed since You-Know-Who was successfully defeated, and Colin Creevey, now a young 

man of thirty-three years, is still languishing in Azkaban.  We met Dennis Creevey, his younger brother by two 

years, at the semi-detached flat in Islington he shares with his mother and father. “Of course I would prefer to 

live among wizards,” Dennis says, his startling blue eyes brimmed with unshed tears, “But my parents are old 

and can’t leave them. They need the part of my income I give them every month.” 

The Creeveys’ home conveys an impression of dignified poverty. “We don’t have much, but we have Dennis,” 

declares Mr. Creevey, a former milkman who is now in his late seventies. For sixteen long years, the Creeveys 

have been lighting a candle every evening, for a son they believe to have died in an accident. Only Dennis bears 

the double weight of knowing the truth and sharing his parents’ grief. 

He shows us a pile of parchments he keeps hidden from his parents’ eyes. “These are the requests I filed with 

the ministry. But I guess that, with the years, I just lost my strength somewhere along the way.” One corner of 

the family’s living room has been turned into a sanctuary for their lost son. One of the most touching souvenirs 
is a picture he drew when he was five or six years old: Father, mother and the two small boys together in a 

garden of multicoloured, exotic flowers. “It could have been like this,” declares Mrs. Creevey, unable to hold 

back her tears, “But destiny has taken away our first-born.” With trembling hands, she takes a small box which 

Colin had adorned with rhinestones as a Mother’s Day present, and shows the photos it contains, pictures from 
happier times, when their horizon was not yet overshadowed by dark clouds. 

For these simple people, who are carrying their burden with such exemplary courage, getting back their son 

Colin would be the fulfilment of all their dreams. But will the Ministry allow such happiness? Will it be 

possible? We asked the opinion of Dr. h. c. Wassilij Rakonovitch Oblomov, corresponding member of L.O.S.T 

(League for Outlawed Sociopaths and Terrorists). “The sum of evil in the world is always the same,” he 

responded, ”So you can just as well set him free.” 

Dennis Creevey, who is presently personal assistant to Minister Potter, a youth who has to be admired not only 

for his unyielding courage, but also for his discretion, declares: “I have never mentioned the affair to the 

Minister, because he lost his best friend in the massacre and I didn’t have the courage to remind him of an event 
that brought so much sadness into his life.” Noble as such compunctions may be, the Daily Prophet has no 



doubts about the essential righteousness of a brother’s demand and lends its powerful voice to a helpless young 
man. 

We are sure that, if Dennis Creevey had overcome his understandable scruples, Minister Potter would not have 

rested until the competent institutions had considered, if not followed, his assistant’s request.  Sixteen years 

have gone by, a long time indeed, but it is not too late: Today, the younger Mr. Creevey will file yet another, 

hopefully the last and successful, demand with the Ministry. He will not claim anything undue. His only, 

desperate plea will be to reconsider a decision which, long ago, might have seemed plausible. Today, in a new 

era of democracy and justice, inhuman methods can no longer be justified. We trust in Harry Potter’s ability to 
recognize human tragedy and the deficiencies of an otherwise laudable system. We trust in justice. And we 

hope it may be granted to Colin Creevey. 

Hermione read the article twice. It was pathetic, almost insufferably so. But if there was one thing Rita Skeeter 

knew, it was how to convince her readers. She might have written sentimental crap, but it would serve the 

purpose. And, most importantly, she had kept her promise not to attack Harry. Maybe other heads would roll, 

but in a way they would also deserve it. Now all they could do was wait for the Ministry’s reaction. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 30 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Rita Skeeter might be a demagogue, a populist, and whatever flattering epithets her colleagues, who claimed to 

have more professional ethics, might think she deserved, but she certainly knew how to manipulate her readers. 

So well, in fact, that from the tone her article was written in, even the dullest Ministry official could not but 

acknowledge that, unless they reacted in record time, the public opinion would be in uproar. The minister called 

all his Heads of Departments in for an emergency meeting in the afternoon of the same day, also including 

Dennis Creevey who was in a state of extreme nervous agitation.  It was a heated debate. Although most of the 

participants agreed that something had indeed to be done about the “Creevey Case”, there were those who 

absolutely refused to be forced into taking action by a newspaper article, especially if it had been written by 

“Skeeter the Plague”. They attacked Dennis furiously and were restrained from having him taken away to keep 

his brother company only by the objections of their more reasonable colleagues, who argued that, after so many 

years of unsuccessful requests, the young man couldn’t very well be blamed if he resorted to more desperate 
measures. 

At long last they reached a majority decision- Harry would have preferred it to be unanimous, but given the 

seriousness of the conflict, this was clearly utopian- to set the following Friday, 19 October, as the date for a 

hearing.  Thereupon, the ministry began to boil with feverish activity. A press communiqué had to be prepared- 

in the most cautious of terms, of course- a jury had to be appointed, and, most importantly, the witnesses had to 

be invited.  Thus, Hermione got a tangible result of her efforts under the form of an official letter, brought to her 

by a Ministry owl late in the evening. Her presence was asked for on 19 October, at eleven a.m., to give 

evidence concerning the events of 26 June, 1998. It was signed by her husband.  If she had not been so 

downcast because of her problems with Severus, the summons would certainly have elicited a more enthusiastic 

reaction than the weary smile that did not do much to brighten her expression. 

During the entire day, she had been unable to detach her mind from Severus, but her thoughts had been 

obstinately moving in circles. She had written him a love letter, and he had sent her the pensieve. It had only 



contained his Death Eater memories of rape, violence and despair. She had expected to find something else.  To 

be exact, after her first ‘visit’ she had anticipated to coming on an episode showing the failure of a former 

relationship with another woman, brought about by the same hideous images that their unfortunate encounter at 

his house had forced back into his mind. Not that she would have been overjoyed- like most women, she 

cherished the thought of being unique- but it would have been reasonable. After all, he wasn’t a young man 
anymore. To show it to her would have been logical, had there been anything. But there wasn’t. Which led her 
to the inevitable conclusion that his only sexual experience, if one could really call it thus, had been that of 

inflicting pain and humiliation upon women.  

Hermione didn’t doubt for a single moment that with her, he would be completely different. She knew that he 
wouldn’t hurt her. But he obviously doubted that.  Kissing and touching apparently didn’t fall into that category, 
because it had never been part of his nefarious actions as a Death Eater. No unpleasant associations as far as 

snogging was concerned. Hermione sighed. The only remotely positive aspect was that at least he seemed to 

have lost his disgust for physical contact. 

But what could be the next step she took? Of course, she would have liked nothing better than to go straight to 

Hogwarts by Floo and talk to him. At first, this had seemed the logical thing to do, but when she began to 

picture the scene, thinking of what exactly she was going to say to him, she cringed at the mere thought. To 

show pity was out of the question. Compassion- he would think himself unworthy of it. Or, worse, he might 

resort to his old ways and cruelly rebuff her. But it was equally impossible to pretend that nothing had 

happened. They were both hurt and needed to come to terms with their respective experiences, possibly 

together. She briefly considered the idea of writing him another letter. But the risk of further misunderstandings 

would be increased by a written message. All the additional factors that made direct verbal communication so 

much easier- tone of voice, looks, posture- would be lost, and he might easily interpret her words differently 

from what she meant to convey.  No talking, no letter. What else? Hermione felt that she had arrived at a dead 

end. 

She was aware of being dangerously close to wallowing in self-pity, when the Ministry owl arrived. So there 

was at least something she had not bungled. She would do her best to testify in Colin’s favour. Maybe there 
would be others to do the same. Grateful for the distraction, she let her thoughts wander.  Dumbledore would be 

there, no doubt, probably also McGonagall, his former Head of House. Some of his friends, maybe… The 
Weasleys! Of course, she would have to see the Weasleys. A tight knot began to form in her stomach. Sirius 

and… of course, they had to invite Severus! Nobody but he could give any reliable evidence as far as the other 

side, the Dark Side, was concerned. Ex-Death Eater and war hero. He would undoubtedly be there. 

Hermione realized that she probably wouldn’t get much sleep during the following nights. Too many painful 
memories, safely stored away until now, were going to be stirred up from where they had been sleeping more or 

less peacefully for over fifteen years. 

At best, it would be a cathartic experience. At worst… well, it was better not to think of the worst case, for now. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

The weather had by no means improved by 19 October, and the twenty or so people who had to appear before 

the jury later in the morning woke up, looked out of their windows and decided that it would be much better 

indeed if they could simply stay in bed. They all had one thing in common: They dreaded the hours to come, for 

different reasons, but with equal intensity. 



It would have been the ideal day for a funeral, not too cold, but quite chilly, the wind not strong enough to steal 

people’s hats, but sufficiently persistent to chill them to the bone. A constant drizzle seemed to penetrate even 
the thickest fabric. It was the kind of misty rain that didn’t wash away the dirt, but absorbed it in its minuscule 
droplets, transported it into every pore and clung to hair and clothes, so that after a short walk people felt the 

overwhelming desire to take a hot shower and have garment thoroughly cleaned, the kind of weather that turned 

a good mood into a bad one and a bad one into gloomy misery. Everything seemed grey, as if wind and drizzle 

had leached the colour out of the whole world. 

Hermione’s feeling of foreboding when she had received the summons had not betrayed her: She had barely 
slept for the last three nights. In the evening that had preceded the hearing, she had had a short talk with Sirius 

via Floo. It had done nothing to soothe her frayed nerves. 

“How is he?” 

“You don’t want to know, Mione.” 

“Of course I do, otherwise I wouldn’t have asked. Tell me, Sirius!” 

“Well… Yesterday was the first time in years that I’ve seen him coming to breakfast unshaven. There aren’t 
any students who could possibly remember him as he was… well, back in the old times, but the faculty still 
remembers.  It’s nearly as bad as it was then.” 

“Did he mention… me?” 

“Mione, he doesn’t ‘mention’! He just lashes out at everybody!” 

“He… what?” 

“Not physically! Verbally. He simply wants to hurt whoever is unfortunate enough to cross his path.” 

“Will he… will he be there tomorrow?” 

“’Course he will, sweetheart, that’s part of the reason why he’s being such an insufferable git right now.” 

She would willingly have accepted the plague or some other terminal illness that might have provided a 

reasonable excuse for staying away from the hearing, but Hermione was in perfect health when she awoke. 

Only her head hurt from the lack of sleep. Twitchy forced some breakfast into her, then she dressed shakily and, 

when it was impossible to delay her departure any further, she Apparated to Politic Alley. 

Had she planned to arrive in perfect synchrony with Arthur, Molly and Ginny Weasley, she couldn’t have done 
any better. 

The older Weasleys had not changed much over the years. The fact that Arthur had been Minister of Magic for 

over ten years hadn’t made him less absent-minded or more able to stand up to his wife, and Molly was still 

fussing over her daughter, who was now thirty-three and clearly embarrassed by her mother’s overprotective 
behaviour. Hermione arrived just in time to see Mrs. Weasley snap at her husband, who remained silent at the 

rebuff he had obviously received, and thereafter wet her index finger with her tongue to clean Ginny’s nose of 
some imaginary speck of dirt. 



Scraping up all her courage, Hermione put on her best smile and walked towards the small group. Mrs. Weasley 

saw her, muttered something to her beloved ones and hurriedly herded them off, towards the entrance of the 

Ministry building. 

Hermione’s heart fell. So many years had passed and still… She thought that she  saw a glimmer of 

apprehension in Ginny’s eyes, something familiar, some spark of warmth. But Molly’s youngest child was as 
intent as ever on sparing her mother whatever emotional stress greeting Hermione might cause her. And so 

Hermione could only watch their backs, as they slowly climbed the stairs leading towards the forbidding-

looking entrance door. 

While she was still trying to get over the disappointment, an enormous weight crashed down on her shoulder, 

nearly knocking her over. “Oy, lassie, where’ve yeh bin?” she heard a well-known, booming voice. 

“Hagrid!” Tears shot into her eyes and she turned round, only to be lifted two feet above the ground and 

crushed to the half-giant’s chest. “Hagrid, I’m… I’m so sorry, I never came to visit you…” 

“That’s okay, sweetness, yeh got other things ter do! My, but yer beautiful!” 

“Put her down, Hagrid, or do you think that this is the appropriate way of treating the Minister’s wife?” 

“Professor Dumbledore…” Now she was unable to hold back her tears. Dumbledore didn’t seem to have aged 
the least bit. On the contrary, he was looking younger than  when she had seen him for the first time- it seemed 

a lifetime ago.  Retirement was obviously having a very rejuvenating effect on him. 

“Miss… Mrs. Potter! What a pleasure to see you again!” It was incredible, she thought, but his presence had 

lost nothing of its calming effect. She felt instantly better when he pulled her into a gentle embrace. While she 

was briefly resting her head on the venerable wizard’s shoulder, she saw, out of the corner of her eye, that the 

‘delegation’ from Hogwarts was arriving. First Sirius, then McGonagall and at last… Severus. 

“Just go and greet him,” Dumbledore said to her, his voice so low that only she could hear it, “You’ll see, 
everything will set itself right. Give him a little time. But be confident.” 

“I’m afraid…” she muttered. 

“So is he, my child, so is he.” 

Sirius had hugged her and McGonagall had shaken her hand, giving her a half-sad, half-compassionate look that 

made her squirm. Severus had been the last of the three she had greeted. A handshake, not cold, not even 

distant, but… numb.  Devoid of feeling. 

She had told them to go on inside, that she would follow in a few minutes. The truth was that she knew she 

would suffocate if she entered the Ministry building, or any closed space for that matter, right now, without 

having a little time to regain her composure. 

She had been so careful in avoiding everything and everybody to do with the past, the past meaning everything 

that had occurred before Ron’s death and all the consequences it had brought about. And today… Today it had 
all come back, with a force, a suggestive impact she would never have thought possible, not even in her worst 

nightmare. 

This was how Adam and Eve had felt after they had been expelled, she thought, remembering one of her 

favourite childhood legends. Inexorably exiled from Paradise by Michael, the fiery archangel, brandishing his 



sword. As long as they were in there, taking everything that they had been given for granted, they didn’t even 
feel particularly happy. But to be outside, lonely, outcasts, bound to fret for themselves when they could have 

had it all… Yes, now and only now she understood that it hadn’t meant freedom, but bitter regret and the desire 
to go back in time, to make things unhappen. She would readily have traded ten years of her life for one single 

month at Hogwarts now. 

After some minutes, Hermione rose from the bottom step she had been sitting on under the disapproving gaze of 

the Law Enforcement Wizards standing guard. She straightened her robes and climbed the stairs towards the 

entrance. ‘From purgatory to hell,’ she thought, when she stepped through the enormous bronze doors. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 31 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

In the four years that Harry had been performing his duties as Minister of Magic, Hermione had not seen much 

of the Ministry itself. Sarcastic as they had been, her words to Sirius about being a mere piece of decoration had 

more or less expressed the truth: She was expected to accompany her husband to all kinds of social events, but 

in his very own realm her presence was not desired, except for ceremonies like awarding orders or medals to 

outstanding members of the wizarding community.  

These kind of functions took place in the various representation halls, chambers and salons of the Ministry, 

which were the only part of the building Hermione actually knew. The place where she was being led right now 

by a stern-looking Law Enforcement Wizard, who had been waiting for her in the Entrance Hall, was located in 

the lower regions of the Ministry. Had the building been a castle like Hogwarts, it would probably have been 

called a dungeon. After they had descended lots of stairs and hurried along seemingly interminable corridors, 

her escort came to a halt in front of a rather small and inconspicuous wooden door.  With a slight bow, he held 

it open for her and let her walk past him into the room where the hearing was going to take place.  It was a 

large, circular and very gloomy hall, with a vaulted ceiling that reminded Hermione of the Pantheon she had 

seen in Rome. Along a ridge that circled the whole room, about one foot under the line where the wall met the 

ceiling, brackets of cast iron were holding torches that cast a gloomy light over the assembly. A few candles 

were floating above the long table, covered in crimson velvet, at which the members of the jury were seated. 

The candlelight did nothing to brighten the atmosphere, though. At a small desk beside the jury’s table sat a 
young witch, quill in hand, whose duty it obviously was to write down the minutes of the hearing. In front of the 

jury’s table, on chairs that had been arranged in a half-circle, the witnesses were sitting, and behind them, on 

slightly ascending rows of high and broad stone steps, like those of a Greek arena, about thirty people were 

scattered, seated on crimson cushions embroidered with the Ministry emblem. Hermione presumed that some of 

them were reporters and the rest Ministry officials. 

It was cold, but Hermione supposed that, with the burning torches and the number of people gathered there, the 

temperature would be rising very soon, although not even tropical heat would have been able to counteract the 

room’s inherent atmosphere of forbidding sternness, which seemed to be oozing from the bare stone walls. It 

was not only the chilliness, or the flickering light of the torches, though, that made the little hairs on her neck 

stand on end. At first, she could not put her finger on it, but when she sat down on the chair reserved for her, she 

realized that the room smelled of fear. It had to be a mixture of the sweat and stale breath and the Gods only 

knew what other effluvia of human bodies subjected to panic and fear. For a short moment, she had the vision 



of a long procession crossing the room, men and women- all those who had been interrogated, tried and 

sentenced in here- chained together and looking at her out of huge, terrified eyes. 

The oppressive vision left her as abruptly as it had invaded her mind, and she looked at the five people sitting at 

the jury’s table. Harry was there, in the middle, looking stern and composed. At his right, she recognized Willis, 
the Head of the Magical Law Enforcement. His right-hand neighbour was Vincent Anderley, Head of the Auror 

Supervision Committee. Smiling at her from Harry’s left side, she detected Lynda Varshavski, Head of the 
Department of Criminal Law, who was engaged in a whispered conversation with Julius Fromp, the Governor 

of Azkaban. In the ghostly light of the torches and candles, their faces were looking eerily old and lined. 

Only then she became aware who was sitting at her right. It was Severus. His face was completely immobile, a 

mask of steely composure, and had not a muscle at his jaw been twitching irregularly, she would even have 

believed his calmness to be genuine. 

The low buzz of voices filling the room stopped immediately when Harry rose from his chair. The heads of 

those who had been looking at their neighbours turned round to face the jury. When the minister spoke, a 

strange acoustic phenomenon made his words rebound from the circular walls and vaulted ceiling, to reach the 

ear both multiplied and muffled at the same time.  “Ladies and gentlemen, as you all know, we are here today to 

reconsider a decision this Ministry took sixteen years ago and which, at least in the eyes of some of our fellow 

wizards,” his eyes darted across the room and Hermione, following his line of view, saw Rita Skeeter, smiling 

smugly at everybody, “represents a crime against humanity. Before the prisoner is brought in, please verify 

whether all the witnesses have complied with the summons they received.” He gave the young witch a short nod 

and sat down again.  She rose and took a sheet of parchment from her desk. When she started to read out the 

names, she had to clear her throat and her hands were trembling.  “Black, Sirius. Teacher of Charms at 

Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry.” 

“Present.” Hermione looked past her left neighbour Alastor Moody at her friend and saw that he, too, was pale 

and taut. No wonder, she thought. If she, with her ordinary human sense of smell, was aware of the reek of fear, 

the enhanced olfactory capacities of the Animagus must give him a lot more trouble.  “Creevey, Dennis. 

Employee of the Ministry of Magic and Personal Assistant to the Minister.” 

“Present.” She had not seen the young man for a couple of days, but he seemed to have aged at least ten years in 

the meantime. A thin film of perspiration was covering his face. 

“Dumbledore, Albus. Retired Headmaster of Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry.” 

“Present.” 

“Hagrid, Rubeus. Keeper of Keys and Gamekeeper at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry.” 

“Yeah.” 

A smile flickered over Dumbledore’s face, and the young witch, obviously puzzled, said in a voice that was 

both hoarse and squeaky: “M-mister Hagrid, you have to say ‘present’. otherwise your name doesn’t gleam on 
the list.” Hagrid blushed, embarrassed to be in the centre of attention, and said: “Er… well, then… pres’nt.” 

“McGonagall, Minerva. Deputy Headmistress of Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry, Head of the 

House of Gryffindor.” 

“Present.” 



“Moody, Alastor. Rector of the Aurors’ Academy in Cardiff.” 

“Present,” he growled. 

“Potter, Hermione.” 

Just ‘Potter, Hermione’. She was nothing, she thought bitterly, nothing at all. 

“Present.” 

“Snape, Severus. Headmaster of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry.” “Present.” His voice was 

barely more than a whisper, but apparently enough to satisfy the witch. 

“Weasley, Arthur. Former Minister of Magic.” 

“Present.” 

“Weasley, Molly.” 

Another nothing, Hermione thought grimly. It seemed to be a quality Ministers’ wives had in common. 
“Present.” 

“Weasley, Virginia. Assistant to the Executive Director of Gringott’s Bank.” “Present.” So that was what Ginny 

did for a living. But then, she had always been a smart young woman whose greatest desire was to rid herself of 

the Weasleys’ trademark poverty. 

The young witch nodded to Harry, thus confirming that all the witnesses had shown up, and sat down. Harry 

rose again. If it had not been so tragic an occasion, Hermione thought, the constant rising and sitting down 

before her would have been amusing. It reminded her of  the Muggle puppet theatre her parents had taken her to 

sometimes when she was little.  “Bring in the prisoner.” 

When she had been inside Severus’s memories, Hermione had been dreading that some of the images would 
remain impressed on her mind forever. When Colin Creevey was brought in, she dreaded nothing of the sort. 

She knew, with inexorable certainty, that she would never forget this sight as long as she lived. 

The guards accompanying him were ordinary Law Enforcement Wizards, not Dementors. But the Ministry 

could have chosen small children for this task without risking endangering the public. For what was entering the 

room, more carried by its escorts than walking on its own, could scarcely be called a human being anymore. It 

was a husk, an empty shell that had accidentally taken on human form. Sixteen years under the constant 

influence of the Dementors had leached all life out of Colin Creevey, so that he was only one step away from 

the only thing they could still do to him, having his soul sucked out by them.  But the difference had to be 

minimal, Hermione thought, shuddering.  

At thirty-three years old, Creevey was practically bald. A few thin wisps of mousy hair were left here and there 

on his skull. His face was that of an old man at the last stage of a terminal illness. He had lost his teeth. His 

mouth stood slightly open, letting a thin thread of saliva trickle over his chin. But his eyes were by far the worst. 

They had once been brown, Hermione remembered, but by now their colour had somewhat faded to a muddy 

yellow-beige. What was truly horrible, though, was their expression, or rather the lack thereof. Two murky 

patches that didn’t look at anything or anybody, they seemed flat, like two oval pieces of paper splashed with 
mud and glued to his face.  She felt panic rise within herself, and a strong urge to jump up and scream, or smash 

some heavy object to the floor, just to hear it shatter, just to make sure that she still had a voice, or that the laws 



of physics were still intact.  The husk was guided to a chair Hermione hadn’t noticed previously, and deposited 
there. The cords that immediately shot out from the armrests, back and legs, to wind around his torso and limbs, 

did not seem to bind, but to mercifully hold him upright. His head though, lacking support, lolled immediately 

backwards, the sightless eyes and toothless mouth gaping towards the ceiling like some cruel parody of a visit 

to the dentist’s. 

During the couple of minutes that had passed since Colin Creevey had been brought in, the silence had been 

total, almost unnaturally so. When the guards stepped back and left the room, it was broken by the sobs of 

Dennis Creevey.  Harry gave him a stern look and cleared his throat meaningfully- Hermione thought that now, 

she was beginning to hate her husband- but when Dennis’s outburst didn’t subside, he addressed him rather 
sharply: “Mr Creevey, please try to control yourself, we are wasting time.” 

‘You bastard,’ she thought, ‘You utter, utter bastard. I’ll be damned if I as much as let you speak to me ever 
again. You were compassionate once, and kind.’ Hagrid’s expression betrayed that he was having similar 

thoughts, and Dumbledore’s lips had become a thin white line.  Dennis nodded, trying to muffle his sobs behind 

his clenched fists. 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen, we are going to hear the members of the jury first.  They will give us their 

opinions on the matter. I suggest that afterwards, there be a short interval and then, we will listen to the 

witnesses.” He sat down and, one by one, the four jury members rose to deliver long and complex expositions 

of their respective points of view. Hermione knew that Harry was seeking her eyes, but stared straight at the 

wall behind him. She would have given anything to be able to hold Severus’s hand, but he was sitting beside 
her, bolt upright and visibly tense, fixed on some imaginary point far beyond the opposite wall. 

Finally, the first part was over. The jury rose and exited the room, the buzz of voices started again, and 

Hermione turned right to at least try and speak to Severus, but he had already risen from his seat and was now 

standing with Dumbledore and McGonagall, listening to his predecessor’s words with a grave look on his face. 
For ten minutes, the whole duration of the interval, he did not look at her once. 

-----*****----- 

After making her deposition, Hermione sat down again. It had been ridiculous, she thought. They had asked her 

questions about Colin’s conduct and circle of friends at Hogwarts, and whether she had ever suspected that he 
might eventually change sides. She had given precise, succinct answers, sticking to the truth- not that there had 

been much to tell anyway. 

Now it was Severus’s turn and she realized, with increasing apprehension, that his testimony was by far the 
most important of all. For until now, no consistent proof had yet been given that Colin Creevey had been a 

Death Eater. He had enabled the Dark Lord and his henchmen to Apparate inside the grounds of Hogwarts, but 

he had been so very young then that this could also have been the task he had been assigned to prove himself 

worthy of joining Voldemort’s ranks.  Before his master’s downfall, it would have been relatively easy to prove 
by way of his Dark Mark. But when Voldemort had died, not only Harry’s scar, but also the Dark Marks of all 
the Death Eaters had vanished in the very same moment.  His name was called out and Severus stood up very 

slowly, as if he were lifting an enormous weight. 

“Headmaster Snape,” Harry’s voice resounded through the silence, “Tell us whether, while you were acting as a 

spy within Voldemort’s ranks, you have ever had reason to suspect that Colin Creevey was one of the Death 

Eaters.” “No,” he answered, and the audience heaved a collective sigh. “But our faces were always covered by 

masks, and the Alteravoce spell used to disguise our voices.” 

“Could you be more specific, Headmaster? What are you trying to tell the jury?” For a moment, Snape’s 
shoulders slumped and he looked down on the floor. Then he pulled himself up again and said: “I am telling the 



jury that, even if Headmaster Dumbledore had been one of the Death Eaters, I would not possibly have 

recognized him. It was part of Voldemort’s strategy to-“ 

“Thank you, that will be enough.” 

Snape sat back down and hid his face in his hands, elbows resting on his knees.  The look the Minister shot him 

told clearly that he considered this an undignified pose. He said nothing, though, and called his own 

predecessor’s name. 

Arthur Weasley gave a long and painstakingly sophisticated explanation of the fact that he, when he had been 

appointed Minister of Magic, had not deemed it necessary to consider the possibility of pardoning Azkaban 

convicts. Molly Weasley’s testimony was tearful and, as Hermione thought, rather embarrassing.  Ginny, under 

the watchful eyes of her mother, obviously tried to reconcile her wish to spare Molly’s feelings and her innate 

Gryffindor honesty, which did not allow her to denigrate a former fellow student when there was nothing 

negative to be found but for the wrong choice he had made.  During all this time, the body that contained the 

remainders of Colin Creevey’s former self had not moved once. His head had stayed in the same reclined 

position, mouth gaping, eyes wide open, staring at a ceiling he probably did not even see consciously. 
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After the second part of the hearing, the jury retired for consultation. The witnesses and spectators had to stay 

within the Ministry building in order to be notified immediately when a decision had been taken. This time, 

Hermione stepped out into the corridor. It was a little airier than the courtroom, and from time to time she could 

at least feel a slight current of air. 

Dumbledore, McGonagall and Severus stood together again, but Sirius approached Hermione and pulled her 

into a niche of the corridor, about ten yards away from the main group of people that was milling around at the 

entrance door. 

“Mione, please don’t take offence, but you-“ 

“Look terrible, I know,” she finished the sentence for him. “It was all a bit much, these last days, you know? 

And to see Creevey…” 

“Yes, I suppose that it would get to everybody. I’ve seen this and worse during my holiday in Azkaban. At least 
he’s silent.” 

She nodded. “What about Severus? This seems to be incredibly hard on him. The decision appears to depend on 

what he had to say, to a large extent.” 

They both looked over to the group of three and caught Dumbledore’s eye. He gave them a brief smile and 
turned back to Severus, putting his hand on the younger wizard’s arm. 



“It’s all a farce, if you ask me,” Sirius growled, visibly angry. “Look who they invited! None of his former 

housemates, except for Ginny Weasley. Although I have to say that she did a very fine job indeed. Just imagine, 

with that hysterical old-“ 

“Now, now, Sirius, don’t judge Molly too harshly. She lost a child, I suppose that you never really get over such 

an experience.” 

“Yes, but who did kill her child, after all? I’m not defending Creevey, mind you, but the one who killed him 
was Voldemort! He might have been an accomplice, or an enabler, or whatever you want to call him, maybe he 

would even have killed Ron, if he had had the occasion. But the point is that he didn’t. This is all a show they 
put on and I bet you the whole castle of Hogwarts, complete with ghosts, that they never had the intention to 

change a single iota about Creevey’s condition.” 

He was fuming now, and Hermione understood him only too well. “I suppose you’re right,” she said with a 

sigh, “And I don’t want to imagine how Severus must feel. They practically made him dig Colin’s grave.” 

“That’s what they are best at: manipulating,” he spat. “Oh, look, there’s his brother!” 

Dennis was coming out of the trial room, his face wet with tears, his look fixed on the floor. Then he lifted his 

head to gaze at his surroundings, as if he were astonished to be standing where he was. His look fell on Snape, 

and for a moment, his face contracted into an expression of hate so strong that Hermione shuddered and let her 

eyes wander to Severus, anxious whether he had seen it.  But he was still turning his back to the younger 

Creevey and when her gaze returned to Dennis, he was looking desperate again. 

“Poor boy,” she said sympathetically, “This was surely the closest he’s ever come to a success. If he fails today, 
he has to wait for another ten years and then Colin probably won’t be alive anymore.” 

  

The consultation had been conspicuously short, for this interval hadn’t lasted much longer than the previous 
one, when they were already called in again.  Everybody took their seats, then the door through which Creevey 

had been brought in opened, and the jury re-entered the room in solemn procession. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Harry began, adjusting his glasses, “Upon a short, but thorough discussion, the jury 

has decided as follows: The evidence against Colin Creevey is the same as it was sixteen years ago, and no 

further proofs have been found in his favour. It has-“ he silenced the audience, from which a murmur of protest 

had been rising, “It has furthermore been made clear, by the testimony of Headmaster Severus Snape, that there 

cannot be any certainty of Mr. Creevey’s not having been a Death Eater. Silence please!” he shouted, for the 

indignant comments from the public had become even louder. “The fact that his actions were those of a Death 

Eater and the impossibility of proving that he was not, have prevailed upon the jury to decide that he is guilty of 

having joined Voldemort’s army.” 

Now, the room was in complete uproar. Sirius shot out of his chair. “Innocent until proven guilty, Harry!” he 

yelled, “That’s how it works, not the other way round! Have you gone mad? Have you all completely lost your 
minds, you bunch of bureaucrats?” 

Seeing that he could no longer control the turmoil without using magic, Harry touched his throat with his wand 

and shouted “SILENCE!” again. The magnified sound of his voice, booming through the relatively small room, 

finally had the desired effect. When the quiet had returned, Harry touched his throat again, muttering “Finite 

incantatem!” and continued in his normal voice: “Mr. Black, please leave this courtroom at once.” 



Sirius’s look of deep hurt was the second thing in a very short time Hermione was sure she would never forget. 
He got up, looking every inch a tired and bitter man, and slowly left the room. 

“The jury is conscious of the evidence being circumstantial,” Harry resumed his speech, “But the main reason 

for confirming the verdict is that this,” and he tapped the table with his index finger, “is not about one single 

murder, in which case we might even have considered pardoning Mr. Creevey. This,” and he repeated the 

gesture, “is about the security of this whole wizarding community.” He made a short pause for effect. “About 

ourselves and our children.” 

“Oh, stop fussing, for Merlin’s sake,” Moody growled, “Who do you think you’re feeding this heap of 
bullshit?” 

Harry, who had heard, but not understood him, raised an eyebrow in his direction. 

“Voldemort,” he continued, “was revived once, with the aid of one willing servant. Just one.” The murmurs rose 

again, but this time they didn’t sound like protest. It was assent. “No member of this jury and, I am sure, no one 

in this room,” here he looked pointedly at Moody who gazed back, completely unperturbed, until the Minister 

averted his eyes, “No one could possibly be willing to take upon him- or herself the responsibility of giving 

Lord Voldemort a third chance.  Even if the probability is infinitesimal, it is still too much. Therefore, our 

verdict is that Colin Creevey will remain in Azkaban. A written verdict will be owled to his brother shortly.” 

No applause, no spoken word followed this announcement. The room remained still and the rustling of the 

jury’s robes while they left the premises was clearly audible. Everybody jumped in shock when Dennis Creevey 
rose, his face full of the same hate Hermione had seen before, and shouted: “You bastard!” 

Everybody’s eyes searched for the person he was addressing. It was Snape. 

“You dirty Slytherin traitor, this is your fault! Why did you have to say that? Why couldn’t you have just said 

‘yes’ instead of ‘no’? Why?” 

The silence was now so thick that Hermione could hardly breathe. 

“Because it is the truth,” Snape answered. 

“The truth? You say that? You? The man who has been lying to everybody for years? You dirty hypocrite!” 

In the silence that ensued, once again, Hermione heard a noise she had not heard for many, many years. A 

strange, metallic ‘click’. It reminded her of her preferred guilty pleasure when she had been home, at her 
parents’. Watching her favourite detective serial… “Hunter”, yes , that had been the title… they had the most 
wonderful showdowns, Hunter never missed his… 

She threw herself at Severus, more to knock him down than to shield him, but that was what she did. She felt 

something hit her back with enormous force, felt herself propelled forward by the impact, added to the 

momentum of her own movement, saw how she tumbled to the floor together with Severus- “Slow motion 

again!” she thought and wanted to giggle, but all that came out was a gush of blood, and then there was simply 

blackness. 

  

-----*****----- 



  

Due to the iron-cast rule that, to enter the Ministry building, all visitors had to leave their wands at the entrance 

and the wizards’ ignorance of Muggle fire weapons, Dennis Creevey had enough time to shoot his brother, 

before being crushed to the floor by Hagrid’s full weight. Much too late, the Law Enforcement wizards entered 
the scene of crime that was now a chaos of shouting, running and screaming for help. Dennis Creevey had 

surprised them all. 

Severus Snape was lying on the floor, feeling that his right arm and shoulder were probably broken in more than 

one place, and becoming slowly aware of the weight on top of him and of his robes being soaked by a warm 

liquid. He tried to struggle to his feet, but was unable to. Through the haze of pain and shock that was dimming 

his view, he was vaguely aware of Dumbledore and Moody kneeling down beside him. Moody lifted the weight 

off him. It was a strange bundle of grey fabric and it was definitely dirty… there was a large, dark patch on it 

that seemed to grow rapidly… 

Sirius burst into the room, ruthlessly pushing aside whoever was in his way, and Severus caught some tidbits of 

the hurried exchange he had with Dumbledore… 

“Apparate… Hogwarts… too late… goddamned, fucking wards… hope…Floo… Poppy… 

Mione…” 

Mione? 

“Hermione…?” he said. 

“Shh, Severus, she’ll be okay,” Sirius said, in a strangely thick voice, crouching down beside him. “Don’t 
worry, Sev, she’ll be okay.” And he patted his shoulder to soothe him. Unfortunately it was the broken one. 

Severus gave a loud moan and fell back onto the floor. 

“Sorry, Sev,” Sirius said to his unconscious friend, looking extremely sheepish, “I didn’t mean to… well, but at 
least you’re unconscious now, so you can’t fret over Mione… Hagrid!” he called over to the giant who stood 

there, sobbing like a child, “Hagrid, come on, do something useful! Pick up our Headmaster, he’s too heavy for 
me. You won’t fit into the fireplace, though. What the hell…” 

In the end, Snape’s unconscious form was draped over Sirius’s shoulder, Hagrid covered them both with the 
Headmaster’s cloak, and Sirius Apparated to the gates of Hogwarts, conjured a stretcher and took him straight 
to the Hospital Wing where Poppy Pomfrey and Moody were already expecting him with grim looks on their 

faces. 
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"Minister.“ 



"Headmaster.“ 

The atmosphere in the hospital wing was chilly, less because of lack of heating, but owing to Severus’s and 

Harry’s overformal greeting. They didn’t even shake hands, for Snape’s right arm was still secured in a sling. A 
slight bow of the head, nothing else. 

Harry approached the bed Hermione was lying in, quiet, pale and looking oddly small. 

“How…is she?” he asked. 

“She is stable now. But I think that you should ask Madam Pomfrey for the details, as I was unconscious while 

she was working on Hermione.” Harry’s eyebrows shot up. Snape had called her by her first name? Well, 
maybe the shock… He was distracted from this thought by the entrance of a very tired-looking Madam 

Pomfrey. 

“Harry!” she called, “What a pleasure to see you!” Scuttling towards him, she held out her arms- she had 

always had a soft spot for him when he still was a clumsy student, always getting himself into trouble and put 

under her care with the most outlandish injuries, some of which were better not inquired after. Harry’s 
outstretched hand blocked both her movement and her enthusiasm. 

“Nice to see you again, Madam Pomfrey,” he said, shaking her hand. “Now, what can you tell me on behalf of 

my wife?” 

She exchanged a glance with Snape who was standing behind Harry, shrugging and rolling his eyes. 

“Hermione… well, we managed to get that bullet out of her lung.” 

What was described so nonchalantly now, by one single phrase, had been verging on tragedy three hours ago. 

“How is she?” Sirius asked, leaving Snape on his stretcher and trying to get past Moody and Pomfrey, “I want 

to see her, damn you!” 

“She’s dying, and all I can do is stop the bleeding, but that won’t help for long,” was Madam Pomfrey’s 
desperate reply, “You should have taken her to a Muggle hospital, they are far better acquainted with this kind 

of injury…” 

It was the first time Sirius had ever seen the matron in tears of desperation.  “What’s the problem?” he asked 

impatiently. 

“Goddamn bullet’s the problem,” Moody growled, “It’s stuck in her lung and we can’t get it out. Lung’s filled 
with blood, so she’ll either suffocate or die from cardiac arrest.” 

A low moan resounded from the stretcher behind Sirius. “Yes, old boy, it’s okay, we’ll deal with you soon!” 

Sirius shouted, “But right now Hermione is more important than your stupid arm!” 

“Shrink it!” 

“What?” 

“I said, shrink. It. Shrink the bullet and then pull it out by Accio!”, Snape panted, trying to prop himself up on 

his left elbow.  



“But…but,” Madam Pomfrey was not so sure it would work. “But it is impossible to aim correctly, I could 

shrink some vital-“ 

“Then let Moody do it, you bloody moron!” Snape shouted, “He’s got that eye, he can see the bullet, for 

heaven’s sake, and aim properly.” He coughed, then winced and spit blood. Obviously he had also broken some 

ribs.  

When he looked up again, after the pain had ebbed away a little, he saw Moody, Sirius and Poppy already 

standing round Hermione’s bed. Moody had drawn his wand and was obviously concentrating very hard. 
“Microficio!”, he muttered, and then “Accio! -It worked, Merlin help us, it worked!” He turned round and 

limped towards Severus, showing him a small object on his flat palm. Meanwhile, Poppy was back in her 

element, and they could hear her pronounce healing spells, making tutting sounds and clicking her tongue in 

between. After about twenty minutes, she had finished.  “Severus?” 

He had closed his eyes, in order to better concentrate on the pain raging through his right side and possibly 

block it out. His lids snapped open. “Yes? What… Is she…” 

Never in his life had he felt greater relief than when he saw her smile.  “The only problem we’ve got now is the 
loss of blood. I’ve already given her a dose of Sanguiplenus Potion, but I don’t need to tell you that it has to be 
used very cautiously. So it will be one step at a time. I suppose that in two or three days, the blood volume 

should be back to normal. I’ve healed the lung and the muscles the bullet had torn. Fortunately, it passed 

between her ribs, otherwise I’d have had to deal with splinters in the tissue of her lungs. As things were, it was a 
rather clean job. And now,” she smiled at Severus, “let’s look after you, Headmaster, you aren’t looking too 
well, either.” 

“So I suppose,” Harry said stiffly, “that I have to thank you for saving my wife’s life, Headmaster.” 

Severus swallowed. Harry’s gratitude was not what he wished for in this very moment. “I’d rather suggest,” he 

replied, “that you equally thank Alastor, Black and our Poppy here. Without the contribution of every single of 

us, Hermione would be dead now. Not to mention that she saved my life in the first place.” 

Harry nodded gravely. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. Would it be possible for me to return tonight, in order to 

thank you, all of you, correctly? I have an important meeting scheduled in-“ he looked at his watch- “well, five 

minutes ago. They will understand, given the circumstances.” 

Severus would have given half the galleons stored in his Gringott’s vault, for having a camera ready right now 
to immortalize Poppy’s expression. “You… you surely can cancel that meeting,” she gasped, when she had 

recovered from the shock Harry’s words had caused her. “I mean this… this is your wife lying here-“ 

“No need to state the blatantly obvious, Madam Pomfrey,” the minister replied sharply, “But I trust she is in 

good hands, and she is sleeping. So I can just as well fulfil my duties and return later on. Good afternoon.” He 

gave them both a brief nod and left the Hospital Wing. 

Poppy slumped down on a chair. “Severus, could you kindly pinch my arm?” 

With a sneer, he obliged. 

“Ouch! Thank you, though. So I’m not dreaming. Severus, what happened to that boy? I mean, he is… he 

was…” The Headmaster sat down beside her. ‘Damn maturity,’ he thought, ‘and to bloody hell with trying to be 
fair! Of course the fault can’t only be his, she probably had her part in ruining that marriage, too. Which doesn’t 
cancel the fact that he is a stupid, stuffy, insupportable prick who has a wonderful wife and leaves her alone 

here, unconscious… well, not that I mind that part...’ Aloud, he said: 



“He’s just another victim.” 

The matron looked at him with narrowed eyes. “Care to explain?” 

“Of course,” he said with a quick smile, “You see, he was forced into the role of the saviour far too early. First, 

he accepted it, then he got used to it, and, in the end, it became an obsession with him. As soon as Voldemort 

wasn’t a threat anymore, he had to search for another playground. And I daresay he found it.” 

“But she’s his wife,” she objected, “How could he? How could he just leave her here and go? Call me a 

sentimental old woman, but this isn’t how things should be. He should be sitting here right now, holding her 

hand and stroking her hair, telling her that he loves her, even if she can’t hear it, but then who knows, maybe-“ 

“You know what, Poppy,” Severus said, as lightly as he could, hoping to sound convincing, “I’ll step in for the 
moment. You go and have some tea, you must be exhausted.” 

“Are you sure?” she asked doubtfully, “It wasn’t an easy day for you either, Headmaster. And you’re injured-“ 

“I will be fine, don’t worry. If you really want to do me a favour, send up Dobby with some tea and 
sandwiches.” 

The matron nodded and left the room. He pulled a chair near Hermione’s bed, sat down and took her right hand 
into his left. It was cold and limp. In a sudden rush of panic, he checked her pulse. It was flat, but regular. 

Entwining his finger with hers, he bent forward until his head rested on their joined hands.  “Don’t you ever 
frighten me like that again,” he muttered and kissed her fingertips, “I’m too old for this kind of game.” 

-----*****----- 

As he had announced, Harry returned to Hogwarts in the evening, to have dinner together with Sirius, Snape 

and Moody in the Headmaster’s private quarters.  Madam Pomfrey, on whose presence the Minister had 

insisted, had excused herself for obvious reasons. 

“And if Hermione isn’t enough for him to justify my absence,” she had told Severus, “I won’t hesitate to poison 
half of the faculty in order to fill my hospital. I won’t sit at the same table with that obnoxious brat.” This had 

highly amused the Headmaster and when His Excellency arrived, he found the three men grinning broadly, but 

of course he attributed this to their relief at the improvement of Hermione’s condition. 

The dinner was a very strained affair. Moody excused himself as soon as he could, pretending that he had been 

neglecting his duties for a whole day, so that returning to Cardiff was imperative. This had certainly been the 

right thing to tell Harry. He thanked the old Auror once again, made yet another compliment about his excellent 

way of leading the Aurors’ Academy, and, with a last wink towards Sirius and Severus, Moody stepped into the 

fireplace and was gone. 

His departure had the effect of further dampening a conversation that had already been languishing. Harry 

didn’t seem to notice it, but the other two wizards were squirming in their chairs. When Sirius thought that he 

absolutely couldn’t stand it any more, somebody knocked at the door.  Voldemort himself could have entered 

the room, and he would have been welcomed with open arms and offered a glass of brandy. But it was a dark-

haired, very pretty girl whose robes didn’t quite succeed in hiding the curves that lay beneath. Sirius went 
slightly nervous. 



“Miss Wilcox,” Severus said, a lot more warmly than he would usually have reacted to such an intrusion into 

his private chambers, “What is the matter?” And, with a sideways glance at Sirius, “I trust what you have to say 

is important?” 

Large blue eyes gave him an innocent look. “Of course, Headmaster, otherwise I would never have dared to 

intrude upon you. Oh, Minister, good evening, sorry, I didn’t realize…” 

Sirius rolled his eyes in despair. “Miss Wilcox,” he said, getting up from his armchair, “I suggest that you tell 

me whatever it was you needed to tell the Headmaster. As you see, he has an important guest, so please do not 

disturb any further. With your permission, Headmaster,” he said, turning to Severus, who nodded his assent, 

barely able to bite back a grin.  

“Of course, Professor Black, and… er, thank you for… handling this.” After a handshake with Harry and a 

chirped “Good night” from Agrippina, Sirius herded her out. Severus was sure that he had never envied his 

friend more than just now. For this was the ideal moment, the best time to tell Harry, although he had no idea 

about how to begin. Hesitantly, he swirled his brandy around in the tumbler, trying to find something, anything, 

suitable to start with.  “Minister,” he said finally, “There is an important matter I have to discuss with you.” 

Harry took off his glasses and put them on the table. “Of course, of course, Headmaster. You know that, after a 

dinner like this, you could talk me into anything.” 

Severus smiled politely. “Well, yes, I… uh, suppose so. Although in this particular case… It is about Herm-

…your wife, Minister, I-“ 

“Oh, I see, I see. No problem at all, Headmaster, as soon as she can be safely moved, I’ll have her taken to St. 
Mungo’s. I would never dream of taking advantage of your facilities longer than necessary. It would be highly 
incorrect.” 

Severus shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “That was not exactly what I meant to say. It is rather, er, personal.” 

Harry raised his eyebrows. “Personal? I cannot see how… Oh, of course,” and comprehension began to dawn 

on his face, “I understand. Has she been badgering you about giving a lecture for one of the associations she 

presides? Yes,” he sighed dramatically, “that is definitely one of her more tiresome hobbies. She can be 

incredibly insistent about it. Not that I blame her, she has always been quite…uh, stubborn when it came to her 
convictions. But of course I will talk to her about this matter. You have enough on your shoulders with running 

this school, no need to increase your burden.” 

This was definitely getting out of hand, Severus thought. Every try was a miss, and he was getting discouraged. 

“I would hardly call that personal, Minister, and may I assure you that I am more than able to defend myself, in 

case it should be necessary. No, the fact is that I am very… interested in Hermione.” He paused briefly to 

formulate his next phrase. Harry immediately took advantage of it to interrupt him. 

“No,” he said firmly. Severus gave him an astonished look. “You have to understand, Headmaster,” and he put 

his glasses on again, “that I cannot allow this. I am the Minister of Magic and have to draw certain lines.” 

Severus straightened his shoulders, thinking that calling him an obnoxious brat had been far too benign- but 

then, this had been Poppy. He certainly wasn’t about to ask Potter’s authorization to have an affair with his 
wife! 

“Listen, Minister, I certainly did not mean to ask your permission-“ 

“Now really, Headmaster, even if it were only part-time.” 



Severus nearly dropped his glass. “But-“ 

“The answer is no and no it will remain. You have to consider,” he continued on a more reconciliatory tone, 

“that this school is, at least partly, under my authority. Consider for a moment that there might be disciplinary 

problems with Hermione. You cannot exclude such a possibility. It happens with teachers, all the time. You 

would have to bring the affair before the Board of Governors and”, he raised his index finger, “before the 

Ministry, which, finally, means myself.” 

Severus was overcome by such a strong urge to roll on the floor, screaming with laughter, that he had to cover 

his face with his hands, hoping that his shoulders wouldn’t shake with suppressed mirth.  “Oh, come now, 

Headmaster, there is absolutely no need for dramatic gestures.  The reputation of this school is so high that you 

will have ten teachers waiting for the job, probably better qualified than she is. Really, this cannot be a 

catastrophe.” He shook his head in disapproval.  

“Potter!” Severus said, slowly raising his head, “What I’m trying to tell you is that I’m in love with your wife!” 

The two men looked at each other in silence. “You,” Harry said finally. “You are-“ 

“In love with Hermione. Yes. We… we have been seeing each other for about a month.” 

Harry nodded slowly. “So… you were the one she told me about last week. She didn’t want to say who it was, 
though. Which is, I daresay, understandable. I-I really don’t know what to say, Headmaster, this is a most 
unusual situation, I would not hesitate to call it absurd, even. As you said before, you surely are not going to ask 

my permission, are you?” Snape shook his head. “So, what do you expect? My benediction? Absolution?” 

“If I wanted to be blessed or absolved, I would have gone to speak with the Pope. What I intended to ask you 

was how we are going to handle this situation.  Will you let her go?” 

The gold-rimmed spectacles made their way to the table once more. “Go where?” 

“Wherever she pleases, I suppose. Now that she has more or less returned to her old self…” He fell silent, 

thinking of the Hermione he had seen at the Celebration and of the woman who had saved his life today. “Tell 

me one thing, Potter: How did you manage to screw up your marriage so royally?” It was probably fortunate 

that Madam Pomfrey’s head appeared in the fireplace in that very moment. “Severus?” 

“Yes?” He got up from his chair. “What is it? Is she-“ 

“She is awake and… she, uh-“ The matron was not quite sure how to convey the message that Hermione had 

asked for Severus instead of her husband.  

Harry gave him a weary smile. “It’s all right, Snape. You go, I’ll wait here.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes. Yes, I’m sure.” 

Severus’s right foot was already resting on the grate, when suddenly and for the first time, he felt a pang of 

guilt. Stepping back from the fireplace, he turned round.  “Thank you, Harry.” 

Harry only raised his hand to silence him. 



 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 34 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Hermione had never felt so strange in her whole life. As a child, she had loved gooseberries and, to her 

mother’s never-ending indignation, had always eaten, or rather half-eaten them in the same way: with her front 

teeth—back then, they had still been rather beaver-ish—she had pierced a tiny hole into the skin, sucked out the 

pulp, and thrown away the empty husk. It was hairy, and sour. She strongly disliked it. 

‘Somehow,’ she mused, ‘the gooseberries must have succeeded in taking their belated revenge on me. They 

caught me, sucked me empty, and threw away the rest.  This is exactly how they must have felt, poor things.’ 

At the thought of the sour fruits, her mouth filled with saliva. She tried to swallow it, choked and coughed. It 

hurt, not in her chest, but a little deeper and more towards her back. When she removed her hand from her 

mouth, it was sprayed with tiny red specks. ‘Strawberries?’ she wondered, ‘I thought we were speaking of 
gooseberries…’ But she had eaten strawberries… not so long ago… only she couldn’t remember where. It had 
been definitely pleasant, though. Oh, and there had been clotted cream, too. She coughed again, and heard the 

sound of footsteps hurrying towards her. A friendly, smiling face was floating above her. 

“Hermione? Can you hear me?” 

“Madam… Pomfrey…?” she asked tentatively. 

The matron was beaming. “Yes, my dear, it’s Madam Pomfrey. How are you feeling?” 

“I… I don’t know. My back hurts. When I’m coughing, that is. Oh, and I have to clean my teeth after the 

strawberries.” 

An anxious expression crossed the friendly face. “Strawberries? Now what made you think—” 

Hermione showed her hand. “When I coughed,” she explained. 

“Oh, that. No, these are the last remainders of blood coming out. You had quite a lot of it in your lungs, you 

know.” 

Wrinkling her forehead in concentration, Hermione tried to process the information. “Blood? Did we screw up 

again?” Suddenly, a pang of fear. “Did Harry and Ron… are they okay?” 

“Harry and… oh dear, oh dear!” the matron muttered. “I think you should go back to sleep for a while, my 

dear.” 

Hermione didn’t object, for she felt very tired indeed. So she swallowed the potion she was given, more 
carefully this time, because she didn’t want to choke on it again. Coughing was not something she fancied right 

now. Her eyes closed immediately, and, less than a minute later, her chest rose and fell in quiet slumber. 

Madam Pomfrey watched her, wagging her head doubtfully. She had seen amnesia as an after-effect of heavy 



stress often enough to be only mildly worried. Probably, it wouldn’t last long. Maybe Hermione would already 
be back to reality when she woke up next time. Let her subconscious take care of that… 

  

  

The garden was breathtakingly beautiful. Hermione stood and watched in wonder. 

It was something between the English and the French style—orderly wilderness.  Islands of wild flowers 

scattered in a carefully trimmed lawn, small ponds with water lilies and croaking frogs, trees that had to be at 

least a thousand years old, so thick were their trunks. She wandered through this paradise, noticing that it was 

immense, but enclosed by high walls. From time to time, she got a glimpse of them. 

Two children came running towards her, shrieking in delight, stumbling and falling, getting up again, rolling on 

the soft lawn. Her children. Her beloved boys. Hermione held out her arms towards them, crouching low to sit 

on her heels, so that she could catch them when they threw themselves into her arms.  One of them had curly 

red hair and his face was so freckled that it was difficult to see the white skin underneath. The other one, 

looking a little more serious, was gazing at her out of intense green eyes. When she tried to smooth his unruly 

black hair with her hand, he smiled. They didn’t talk to her, but the black-haired boy took her hand and 

obviously wanted to pull her over to one of the centennial trees. She got up and followed him, still holding his 

hand, the other boy walking along behind them. She turned round to him repeatedly, holding out her free hand 

and motioning him to take it, but he just shook his head in the negative, smiling at her. The tree towards which 

she was being led looked very strange. Instead of leaves, strands of some long, silver-white material were 

growing out of its branches, dangling and swaying softly in the wind. For a while, they remained seated in its 

shadow, idly enjoying the warm breeze caressing their faces. 

There were more children in the garden than just her sons, she noticed. Boys and girls, some of whom she 

knew, others only vaguely familiar to her. They were playing with various objects: she distinguished white 

feathers, floating above the ground. Some of them had miniature books that obviously weren’t meant for 
reading, for they were jumping and hopping in the grass, executing a strange dance the choreography of which 

she couldn’t decipher. Other children had small cauldrons, and she even saw one of them leading a unicorn by a 
bright red leash. 

One of the children broke away from the group, obviously attracted by something the others hadn’t seen. It went 
towards a group of bushes, behind which Hermione could see another piece of the garden wall. The child—it 

was a small boy with light brown hair—slightly tilted his head, as if he were listening to somebody.  Then he 

turned round, gave her an odd smile, turned back to the wall, sat down in the grass and began to poke at one of 

the bricks with his short, chubby finger. The others didn’t notice that their companion had found another 

occupation and stayed where they were, playing their games. Hermione closed her eyes gain. Suddenly, she felt 

a twinge of anxiety, and, reopening her eyes, she saw that the small boy had succeeded in loosening the brick 

and was about to pull it out. 

She knew instinctively that this must not happen. If he took out this particular brick, the whole wall would come 

down with a thundering crash, to reveal the horrors lying behind… She got to her feet and ran towards the child, 
trying to scream “No! No!”, but the words wouldn’t leave her throat, and when she had finally arrived it was too 
late. Instead of the brick, there was a hole from the inside of which she could hear a faint hiss. Too terrified to 

move, for she knew that she knew what was inside there—or rather outside—but somehow her mind didn’t 
allow the knowledge to fully surface, she stood rooted to the spot and saw how an enormous black snake slowly 

slithered out of the hole and glided over the lawn towards her children. Too horrified to scream, she struggled to 

follow the reptile but couldn’t. It slid nearer and nearer her children. ‘Now it will strike,’ she thought, but it 
didn’t. It paused at the bottom of the strange tree and lifted its head. Then, with a graceful movement, it began 



to coil itself around the trunk and climb it. The red-haired boy stepped forward. He obviously didn’t want the 
snake to get up there, he touched it – and then it struck. She felt as if somebody had stabbed her right into the 

heart. Her eyes met those of her child. Until now, there had not been a single noise, but now the boy opened his 

mouth and screamed. “Hermione!”… 

“Hermione, wake up! Oh, I should have given her the Dreamless Sleep potion, how could I have been so 

stupid!” 

She opened her eyes and saw the same friendly face that had been there before. 

“Madam Pomfrey, is Severus alive?” 

The look of relief on the matron’s face was considerable. She nodded. 

“Could I see him?” 

  

-----*****----- 

  

When Madam Pomfrey had informed the Headmaster about Hermione having woken up, she had expected 

Harry, whom she had seen sitting together with Snape, to step out of the fireplace in her office. She was 

therefore astonished, to say the least, to see the Headmaster emerge from the flames. Where was Harry? She 

preferred, though, not to ask questions—time had taught her that most of them answered themselves if you were 

patient enough to wait. Snape gave her a small nod, snatched the potions vials she had ready on her desk to 

administer them to her patient, and walked straight past her to her patient’s bed. 

When he kissed Hermione very softly on the forehead, seemingly oblivious of another person being present, 

Madam Pomfrey’s astonishment increased considerably. And she could barely suppress a shriek of surprise 
when Snape sat down on the edge of the bed, took Hermione’s hand and kissed each of her fingertips. 

She decided that she didn’t really want to see more, although she was piqued by curiosity to learn how those 
two had managed to become involved in what seemed more than just friendship. So she closed the office door 

and tried hard to persuade herself that looking through keyholes was a very sordid thing to do.  She would 

simply go out there after fifteen minutes, to claim that the injured young woman needed rest—which of course 

wouldn’t prevent her from moving without a sound and surprising them. Smiling to herself, the matron sat 

down at her desk and began to write her daily report. 

  

Severus stroked her hair. “You have been crying, haven’t you?” 

“I had a terrible dream. I feel better now, though. What’s the matter with your arm?” 

“Oh, that,” he said carelessly. “I injured it when you knocked me to the floor.  But Poppy healed it instantly, 

after she had brought you back from the realm of the dead.” Hermione raised a questioning eyebrow and he told 

her how they had succeeded in extracting the bullet. “You lost a lot of blood, though, so you’ll have to stay here 
for quite a long time.” 



“I think I should rather go to St. Mungo’s.” 

He looked alarmed. “Are you mad? It won’t be safe to move you for at least four or five days. And 

afterwards…” His voice trailed off and he started to play with her hair. “I think that the air is much healthier 

here than in London or even down in Dover—What is it?” he asked, seeing a shadow of sadness cross her face, 

“You don’t have to—” 

“I think we can discuss that later. No, I’m just a little sad that he… Harry, I mean, didn’t even bother to stay 
here with me.” 

Today was obviously Severus Snape Temptation Day, he thought grimly. As in the afternoon to Poppy, he 

would have had a great deal of things to say about Harry, not a single of them to his advantage. But on the other 

hand, it would be much better if Hermione said them herself. Therefore, he observed carefully, “Mmh, I 

suppose he knew you were in good care, here with us. And you were unconscious, so to stay here with you 

wouldn’t have made much sense…” 

Her eyes widened. “Don’t be so bloody logical, Severus. What did you do? Go back to your office or stay here 
with me?” 

Oh, the satisfaction of having calculated right… “Well, of course I stayed here with you, but—” 

“There is no ‘but’, Severus. He left, that’s what counts. I wonder when he will deign to come and see me!” 

She was getting agitated which, considering her still insufficient blood volume, was something to be avoided at 

any cost. “Now, now,” he crooned, continuing to stroke her head, “Don’t let it get to you. He’s waiting at my 
office. We had dinner together, Mad-Eye, Sirius, he and I. The saviours’ dinner, so to say. Afterwards we… er, 
talked and when Poppy called, he decided to let me go to see you. A terribly Gryffindor-ish gesture, if you ask 

me. But of course he is eager to come here. I’ll return and tell him that—” 

Hermione’s ashen-looking face began to show nervous red blotches and her breathing became ragged. “I… I 
don’t want to see him!” she panted, “Don’t you dare to send him here!” She wanted to say more, but was 

interrupted by a fit of coughing. Madam Pomfrey poked her head out of the office door, looking 

anxious.  Severus waved her back inside and returned his attention to Hermione. 

“Now you’ll take your potions, Spikes, and have a good night’s sleep. There’s also a bit of Sanguiplenus, so 
you’ll feel less exhausted tomorrow.” 

Obediently, she drank down the medicines, not without wrinkling her nose. The Sanguiplenus tasted as vile as it 

smelled. Weak as she was, the effect set in immediately and her eyes were already rolling back in her head 

when she asked: 

“Will you stay here?” 

“Of course I’ll stay here. I just have to go back to my rooms and say goodbye to Harry, then I’ll return—” He 

stopped. No need to continue—she was already fast asleep. 

Smiling at himself, for he would probably never lose the meticulousness that had become second nature to him, 

he picked up the empty vials and handed them to Madam Pomfrey. The matron’s face betrayed such curiosity 
that he wondered whether her straight, white hair wouldn’t eventually curl into a lot of small question marks. 
Nevertheless, he was in no mood now to answer questions that might even be justified, but were too tiresome to 

be dealt with at this moment, and so he just gave her a glare that would have made a sphinx reconsider whether 



she really wanted to ask questions before she let him pass. Poppy was an ordinary witch. Therefore she cringed 

slightly and thanked her intuition for having prevented her from indulging her curiosity when he had arrived. 

“Do you think you could put up another bed for me?” he asked as if it were the most natural thing in the world. 

“I would like to stay with her, but am too tired to spend the night in a chair.” 

Poppy only nodded in bewilderment and gazed after him as he disappeared in a swirl of green flames. Then she 

went out into the ward to check on Hermione, who was looking much better after the second dose of 

Sanguiplenus and breathing quietly. 

  

-----*****----- 

  

“How is she?” Harry asked, and added “Took you long enough.” 

Somehow, Hermione’s extreme weakness and her genuine worry because of Harry’s conspicuous absence had 
considerably lessened Severus’s tolerance for her pompous husband. That brat was jealous! He had neglected 

her for years, used her as an exceptionally handsome piece of decoration, and now he was jealous! This was 

enough to make his feeling of guilt vanish into thin air. It had not been nagging him too much, if truth be told, 

but now it was completely gone. 

“You won’t believe it, Potter,” he snarled, “but I actually talked to her. I know it takes a lot of time that can be 

put to better use, but it was actually worth the while.” 

With these words, he poured himself another brandy and sat down. Harry remained where he was, still standing. 

For a long time, he only glared at Snape, which left the latter utterly unimpressed. Finally he said, “I want to see 

her.” 

“I am terribly sorry, but that does not seem to be possible.” Amazing how easy it was to bring him to the boiling 

point, Snape thought. Harry was visibly seething, but tried to restrain himself. 

“Would you care to explain why?” 

“Most willingly. Please sit down. Another drink?” It was difficult not to sneer at the young man. If he sat down, 

he lost his advantage of towering over him. If he didn’t, it would be a very childish reaction. He sat down. 
Severus filled a tumbler and handed it over. Then, he leant back in exaggerated laziness and crossed his legs. 

“Well?” 

“Oh, sorry. Of course, you wanted an explanation. Actually, there are two of them. First, she just took a 

sleeping potion and is currently under its effect.  Second, she was… well, a little upset because you preferred to 
attend a meeting instead of staying at her bedside. A valid motive for being angry, I might say, if a little 

sentimental.” 

“Why did you tell her?” Harry asked furiously. 

“Because she asked me, Potter. Or did you think I needed to denigrate you to your wife? You are making a very 

fine job of it yourself.” 



“You… you steal my wife and then you have the guts to—” 

“I didn’t ‘steal’ her, Potter. She is not an object. And you certainly don’t own her,” he replied sharply. “And, 

just in case you need some balm for your tormented soul, Minister, we haven’t even slept together… yet.” From 

hooded eyes, he watched as Harry grew more furious by the second. Just one more arrow, artfully poisoned, and 

then he would leave it… “All we did was kiss. And, er… a bit of touching.” 

Harry’s tumbler came down on the table with a crash and promptly shattered into a thousand pieces. “You… 
you need not describe every detail of that sordid affair!” he hissed, “What did you do? Slip her some Love 

Potion? She’s been refusing me for years, and there you come—” 

“Well,” Snape drawled, “you definitely need to change the intonation. She has not been refusing you, she has 

been refusing you. The difference should be… understandable, I suppose.” 

Harry’s face went scarlet. “So it’s all about… about sex!” he spit, “Well, just imagine how long that will last!” 

“Your house affiliation becomes painfully obvious when you are trying to convince me that kissing is a 

synonym for sex, Potter.” He thought that the minister was going to explode right on the spot. ‘Okay,’ he 
thought, ‘enough is enough. It’s too easy, anyway. Next to no fun.’ Aloud, he said, “It is about love, Potter. I 

love her. And I fervently hope that my feelings are returned with the same intensity. There, now you are really 

shocked, aren’t you? And now, if you permit, I would like to go to bed. I am very tired and my shoulder still 

hurts.” 

Unable to utter a single word, Harry stood up and left the room. Severus chuckled. No, to bait Potter was 

nothing to be proud of. But it had definitely felt good. He went to make his evening toilette and put on his 

nightwear. Some minutes later, he emerged from the bathroom, a dressing gown over his pyjamas, tossed some 

Floo powder into the dying flames in his fireplace and called: 

“Hospital Wing!” 

He grinned when he saw that Poppy had put his bed so close to Hermione’s that they touched. Fortunately, they 
were the only occupants of the ward, so it didn’t matter. And it would be nice to wake up so close to her. With a 
happy sigh, he undid the belt of his dressing gown, lay down and rolled over to face her. “Good night, my love,” 

he muttered and pressed a feather-soft kiss on her lips. She stirred slightly in her sleep and smiled. 

‘If everything goes well, that’s what I’ll have every day of my life,’ he thought and smiled, too, before he fell 

asleep. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 35 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Friday 19 October had been a field day for Rita Skeeter, Snape thought, when he gave the front page of next 

day’s Daily Prophet a perfunctory look. He wondered whether there hadn’t been a Dementor among her 
ancestors, as it was so obvious that the woman practically fed on other people’s adrenaline. Despite his original 
intention to return to the Hospital Wing as quickly as possible after having showered and dressed, he sat down 



for a moment to peruse the newspaper more thoroughly. If Skeeter’s outpourings were likely to upset Hermione, 

he would either have to try and keep her from reading them, or at least prepare her carefully for what was 

awaiting her. 

Apart from her horrendous style, the description of the events seemed to be fairly exact- not that any 

exaggeration was needed, he thought grimly. And of course, she was clearly on the Ministry’s side. Seeing how 
the reasons Harry had given for the final verdict had convinced the audience, she had obviously thought it wiser 

to join the majority. Her fervent defence of the pitiable young man languishing in Azkaban seemed to be long 

forgotten. She had even dug out some tatty, retired mediwizard- Severus vaguely recalled that the man had been 

working at St. Mungo’s many years ago, and fired because of his hair-raising theories. Something like the 

tendency to commit crimes of whatever kind being hereditary, which had led him to publicly demand that the 

Ministry imprison not only the perpetrators, but also all their blood relatives. Or something along these lines. 

His memories were proved to be exact by what Skeeter had quoted: 

“Had the Ministry heeded the results of my research, both brothers and the parents would have been brought to 

Azkaban and today’s tragedy would never have happened. The tendency toward violence is innate and 

hereditary. It is high time for the authorities to recognize this sad truth.” Severus had a brief vision of a violent 

Muggle milkman, viciously throwing milk bottles at innocent housewives in dressing gowns and fluffy slippers. 

He chuckled. When he reached the bottom of the page, the smile was wiped from his face. Of course, that horrid 

woman had found it impossible not to write the following: 

“It did not escape our attention, though, that Hermione Potter, the Minister’s wife, had been intentionally placed 

at the side of Severus Snape, the Headmaster of Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry.” 

‘You slanderous bitch,’ he thought, ‘you know that we were seated in alphabetical order!’ 

“For the whole duration of the hearing, tender looks were exchanged between the war hero and the stunningly 

beautiful young woman, who more than once turned her head to admire his aristocratic profile. Might there be- 

or even have been?- something more than mutual esteem between the former Potions Master and his star 

student? Will the fact that Hermione Potter saved his life finally bring the supercilious wizard to recognize the 

expression in her adoring eyes for what it truly is? Rumour has it that lately, things have not been going as they 

should between Their Excellencies. Mrs. Potter’s conspicuous absence from several important social events in 
the recent past seems to confirm these suspicions.” 

That really was what they needed, Severus thought. Not only had she hinted at the possibility that he and 

Hermione had been having an affair while she was still at school, she had also implied that he would return her 

feelings only because he owed her his life. No, this certainly would do nothing to cheer her up. 

Severus tried in vain to charm the page, in order to replace this last paragraph with an advertisement for 

Dickinson’s Dragon Hide Gloves- “Dickinson Hides your hands from Harm”- but of course it didn’t work. The 
newspaper was fake-proof. So he decided to leave it in his rooms for the moment, in the hope that Hermione 

would not require to read it. 

When he arrived at the Hospital Wing, through the door this time, Madam Pomfrey was carefully leading her 

patient back to her bed, where she propped her up against a heap of cushions. “She insisted on having a shower 

and washing her hair,” the matron said disapprovingly, while she tucked the duvet around Hermione’s legs, thus 
completely immobilizing her. “I only allowed it because she promised she would eat some breakfast 

afterwards.- Uh, good morning, Headmaster!” 

“Good morning, Poppy. I think breakfast would definitely be a good idea, I could use some myself. Would you 

be so kind as to-“ 



“Of course, Headmaster, I’ll see to it myself,” she replied, giving him a sly grin. “I’ll be back in… ten 
minutes?” 

Hermione giggled and Severus shot both women an indignant stare. “Is there something you know and I don’t? 
What-“ 

“Calm down, Severus,” Madam Pomfrey said, putting a soothing hand on his arm. “I won’t tell anybody, but 
take some advice: If you want to keep something secret, you shouldn’t make it too obvious.” 

“I am glad to see that age has blessed you with wisdom,” he replied, in a vain attempt at being dignified. Now 

both women giggled. 

“Am I being so obvious?” he asked, sitting down at the edge of Hermione’s bed after Poppy had left, not 

without reminding him that this was a Hospital and that they should behave accordingly. 

“It seems that she came in to look after me in the night and found us sleeping arm in arm.” 

“Oh,” he said, “Well, that seems… uh, obvious enough, yes. What a pity I don’t remember it.” 

She smiled. “Nor do I. All I know is that I slept better than I had in a very long time. Your presence seems to be 

very comforting. How is your shoulder?” 

“As good as new. But to something more important: How are you? Both physically and emotionally.” She held 

out her arms, giving him an encouraging smile. “Does that mean you still want me to touch you? Or didn’t you 
look into the pensieve?” She didn’t answer. Her arms were still stretched towards him, and the smile persisted. 

“If that means that you did look, did forgive me for how I treated you the last time and still want me to hold 

you, I’m a luckier man than I thought.” Very carefully, he took her into his arms, feeling with delight how she 

cuddled into him. 

“I won’t break if you hold me properly,” she said after a while, her voice muffled, because she had buried her 

head in his shoulder. He shifted closer to her and strengthened his grip. “Do I remember correctly that you had 

some men’s talk yesterday night with Harry? My memory is a bit fuzzy, so I don’t know whether I dreamed it 
or-“ 

“I sincerely doubt whether even you could dream up such a conversation,” he replied, “And yes, your memory 

is correct. We talked.” 

“Is it classified information or do you think I might be informed about the details, esteemed headmaster? After 

all, I’m concerned as well.” 

“Of course, but it wasn’t… I mean, it wasn’t really pleasant.” 

“Believe it or not, I would not have expected it to be.” So he reproduced last night’s scene rather faithfully. 

“You really said that? You implied that Gryffindors don’t have a clue about sex? And where, pray, does that 
leave me?” 

“It leaves you sitting in a bed in the Hospital Wing. And, honestly, I was talking more about Gryffindor men.” 

She lifted her head and looked at him quizzically. “Does that mean that Slytherins are sexier?” 



“Exactly,” he replied dryly, forcing her head back down onto his shoulder. “But this hardly seems to be an 

appropriate topic of discussion for the moment.  You’ll have to take what I said at face value.” 

“I think I might like to verify it, though, sooner or later. You won’t reject me next time, will you?” she said, 

lifting her head again. “You don’t think that you’ll hurt me, I hope.” 

“N-no,” he answered, “And neither did I think so the other day at my house. It was  that déjà vu, that feeling of 

completely dominating you, the sensation that I could do with you whatever I wanted. You were lying on that 

table like…” 

“Like one of your victims. I understand. So, do you think that, if the situation was different, you would be able 

to… uh, to go on?” 

“I hope so. But please, Hermione, believe me that I didn’t reject you. I just… stepped back because the situation 
was so dreadfully similar.” 

She nodded, trying to formulate her next question in a way that would procure the answer she wanted, but 

without hurting him. “Did you… always step back?” she asked. 

“What do you mean? You must have seen that I never-“ 

“No,” she interrupted him, “That’s not what I intended. I meant afterwards, with other women. Did you always 

step back?” 

He sighed and she could feel the growing tension in his body. “I… there never was… Gods, this is 
embarrassing. Let’s say that, apart from my rather ghastly practical experience, I possess a very sound 
theoretical knowledge.” 

“Latin poetry?” 

“Mhm, and not only Latin. Not only poetry, for that matter. You?” 

She giggled into his shoulder. “Let’s say I’m a bit more on the practical side, but mind you, ‘practical’ doesn’t 
imply ‘practice’. At least not in my case.” 

“So,” he said, kissing her left ear, “you agree with me that this is going to be a disaster?” 

She gave him a last squeeze and then leaned back into her pillows, looking a little flushed. Obviously, the 

Sanguiplenus potion was having its effect. “Of course,” she said, her eyes twinkling, “but one we might try to 

avoid. What with some more talking and enlisting the help of some kinky Roman fellow-“ 

“And a little guidance kindly offered by Spikes…” 

“Breakfast!” Madam Pomfrey cheerily announced, opening the door and motioning in a bed-table she had 

levitated. “Hermione, the minister has arrived. He wanted to see you immediately, but Minerva persuaded him 

to have breakfast in the Great Hall first.” She put the table on the bed and cast a doubtful look at her patient. 

“Now, I don’t know, should I fend him off, pretending you need rest? Or do you prefer to confront him right 
away?” 



Hermione thought for a moment. “No,” she said finally, “I think I want to get through with that business once 

and for all. Better now than later. If it gets too tough, you can always dart in from your office and throw him 

out.” 

The matron nodded energetically. “You better be sure. How much do I give you two? Half an hour?” Both 

nodded. “Fine, then. I’ll go down and have breakfast myself, and then return together with His Excellency.” 

Hermione was not really hungry. Not that she had been before, but now the dread of an imminent discussion 

with Harry was enough to make her stomach contract and refuse to be fed. Severus was adamant, though. “Did I 

ever tell you that I am not really attracted by thin women?” he asked, holding a piece of toast to her mouth. She 

opened it to protest and he deftly shoved in the toast, making her glare at him indignantly. While she was busy 

chewing, he said “Just in case your future ex-husband is sufficiently oblivious of your delicate condition to 

confront you with today’s Daily Prophet, I’d like you to know that Skeeter has outdone herself. She made some 
very nasty remarks about you and me.” 

Hermione, who had just been swallowing her piece of toast, choked, coughed and pulled a face. “Ouch, that still 

smarts a bit. What in Merlin’s name did she write?” Avoiding her eyes, he told her and, to his relief, she 

laughed.  “Aristocratic profile, indeed! Looks as if she finds you attractive.” He merely snorted. “Nice touch, 

though,” she observed after taking a sip of tea, “to imply we had something going when I was still at school. 

Teenager crush turned into true, self-sacrificing love. That’s just like her.” 

He peered at her over the brim of his cup. “Doesn’t it… upset you?” 

Her fingers wrapped tightly around her teacup in an attempt to get some warmth into herself before what she 

expected to be a very chilling discussion with Harry, she said “No, not really. I’m far too conscious of our real 

problems, Severus, to bother with those somebody like Skeeter tries to create. But to be honest, the thought of 

the talk I’m going to have with Harry rather upsets me.  As far as I can judge the situation, it will be our last, 

and last talks are never easy.” She held out her cup for him to refill it. 

He obliged and scrutinized her face attentively. “What happened? Last time we saw each other, much as I hate 

to remember it, well, at least the last part of it…” He lost his thread and paused for a moment. “What I meant to 

say was, last time you gave me the impression that you had come to a kind of understanding.  That you could 

stay at the Manor for as long as you wanted or rather needed-“ She interrupted him by shaking her head 

violently. “I see. You don’t want to stay. Not that I dislike the thought, but why?” 

She put down her cup and leaned back into the pillows. “It is rather complicated, but I’ll try to explain. How 
much time do we have?” 

Severus checked his watch. “Twenty minutes. Are you finished? Fine, then I’ll put away the table.” He sat back 

down and took her hand. “Now tell me.” 

“If only I knew where to begin…” 

“The fall of the Byzantine Empire is always a safe point of departure…” She slapped his hand. “Oh, well, if that 

is too late, then maybe you could try the Goblin revolution of 1138?” Slap. “Uh, the foundation of Rome? 

Ouch, you’re supposed to be weak!” But at least she laughed, he thought, and kissed the palm of the hand that 

had hit him, which made her flush slightly. He kissed the tip of her index finger and flicked his tongue over it. 

The flush spread over her neck and the small amount of cleavage uncovered by a very chaste nightdress.  When 

he caught the soft skin between thumb and index finger with his lips and then gently nibbled at it, she gasped. 

“Severus, you are not being helpful.” 



“Oh,” he said lightly, releasing her hand, “and there I was, thinking it might help you to concentrate. Not to 

mention that you’re not supposed to have enough blood to become aroused yet.” 

“Headmaster, you’re being an obnoxious bastard.” 

He bowed his head in mock-reverence. “Madam, never before did it occur to me that being called such dreadful 

names by such a sweet pair of lips could give me such pleasure.” Every ‘such’ had been punctuated by his head 

bending lower.  Coming up again, he asked “Now, are you going to explain?” 

“I really need to concentrate,” she said, trying to look innocent. 

“Indeed. Let’s see. Would this help?” He gently cupped her left breast and stroked it with his thumb. Hermione 

reclined her head and looked at him with half-closed eyes. When he gave a light squeeze, she shuddered. 

Reminding himself firmly that she still was weak, he pulled back his hand, earning himself an angry stare. 

“Now let’s be sensible, Spikes. You are in no condition to-“ 

“I know,” she interrupted him ruefully, “don’t be bloody patronizing. What I wanted to say is that, so far, I 
haven’t been hating Harry. I just… accepted him for what he was. More or less indifferently. I had seen him 
gradually turn into the stuffed shirt he’s now. Not that the signs weren’t there, much earlier. I remember when 
we started to date, so many years ago, he was always going on about selflessness and the duties he had towards 

mankind, but back then I was convinced that it was merely an after-effect of the Great Deed and of the too 

many interviews that had gotten to his head. But this was him. His personality had not changed, it had been 

uncovered. Only I didn’t realize that until it was too late.” 

“Well,” he said thoughtfully, “you know, I think that pretty much the same happened to all four of us. Those 

Rituals of Light we had to undergo somehow brought out the best in us.” 

“The best? Are you joking? He’s turned into such a-“ 

He raised his hand to interrupt her. “Look, Spikes, this is really difficult for me. I would have many things to 

say about… Potter, most of them not to his favour. But please understand that I cannot discuss this subject with 
you. I don’t want to influence you, or rather, to push you further into a direction. I want this decision to be 

hundred percent yours.” 

Hermione looked at him with furrowed brows. “Is there a way to cancel out the effects of that ritual?” she asked 

finally. “Because I have the distinct impression that it has turned a Slytherin into a Gryiffindor and a Gryffindor 

into St. Francis of Assisi.” 

He chuckled. “I wasn’t saying this as a man of honour, I just want to avoid to have things thrown into my face 
as soon as we’ll have our first row. - Oh,” he said, glancing at his watch, “it’s time for me to go. Good luck, 

spiky Spikes, till later.” He kissed her forehead and went towards Madam Pomfrey’s office, preferring a travel 
by Floo to a hazardous encounter in the corridors with the minister. 

He hadn’t left a second too early. Hermione barely had the time to choose a comfortable position and rearrange 

the duvet around her legs, when the door opened and an anxious looking Madam Pomfrey let the minister into 

the room. As soon as the matron saw that the coast was clear, her expression brightened and she retired into her 

office with a last conspiratorial wink at Hermione. 

Harry stalked across the room, pulled a chair to the bedside and sat down. He was looking extremely angry. 

“I talked to Rita Skeeter,” was all he said. 



Hermione gritted her teeth, but was firmly decided to remain calm- as long as possible, anyway. “Good morning 

to you too, Harry, and thank you, I’m feeling a lot better.” 

“Yes, I… supposed as much. You are looking… fine. As I was saying, I talked to Rita Skeeter today.” 

“The bullet went into my lungs, not into my brain,” was her sarcastic reply. “No need to say things twice, I 

understood you perfectly the first time.” 

“In fact, I was hoping for a reaction.” 

“Oh, I see. Here you go: So what?” 

“You don’t have anything to say, do you?” 

“If you are alluding to the aspersions she cast on Severus and me, no, I don’t.” 

“I was rather alluding at the interesting story she told me as to who had tipped her off regarding Dennis’s 
petition.” 

This was going in an unexpected and, she thought, not very pleasant direction. 

“And what exactly did she say?” 

“She told me about the intriguing meeting with you, Alastor, Sirius and Dennis at the Manor. Is it true that you 

unleashed that bloodhound in human shape on me and the Ministry? Is it true that it was you who provided 

Dennis with twenty feet of parchment containing a thorough comparative research about the British wizarding 

and Muggle law systems? And if it is true, would you deign to tell me why?” 

Regretting that she had eaten anything for breakfast, Hermione did some quick thinking. Dennis was lost 

anyway, so she could tell him about the blackmail. The rest of the story would have to be left out. 

“He blackmailed you? And instead of coming to me instantly, you decided to help him? Are you completely out 

of your mind, Hermione?” Instead of an answer, she just shrugged. It made him even more furious. “You 

brought about a tragedy, and everything you can think of is to just shrug it off?” 

“And how was I to know that it would turn into a tragedy? Had you and the whole jury not been so biased right 

from the beginning… But may I tell you something, Harry? I’m neither interested nor obliged to give you any 
answers anymore. I recognize that involving Skeeter might not have been the wisest decision. I even apologize 

for it. On the other hand, would you even have considered Dennis’s request, had it not been supported by the 
press? No answer? So I consider that makes us quits. And moreover, it doesn’t matter anymore. After what I 
saw in that courtroom, I don’t want to go back to live with you anymore. Not even for three weeks and not even 

if my only alternative is to move back in with my mother. I’d rather work as a Muggle secretary than continue 
this phoney existence for one more day. I can’t and I won’t. This is my chance to get out.  You are free to put all 

the blame on me- what Skeeter wrote gives you free rein to put all the blame on me. Adultery, malicious 

abandonment, whatever you want.” 

During this monologue, she had grown more and more upset and was now leaning back into the cushions, 

coughing. Harry was visibly worried and did not know what to do. At last, he replied “Well, maybe I 

overestimated your state of health. I should not have begun this discussion. However, I take it that your decision 

is final and that a separation is inevitable. I accept it and will take the necessary measures. Good bye, 

Hermione.” 



He rose stiffly from his chair, turned round and strode quickly out of the Hospital Wing. Hermione stared after 

him, suddenly feeling simultaneously empty and full of sadness. So that was the way in which a fourteen-year 

marriage ended? Without as much as ‘good luck’ or ‘have a nice life’ or at least ‘go to hell, you bitch’? Just 
plain, simple nothing? She buried her face in her hands and began to cry silently. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 36 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Madam Pomfrey had found Hermione still crying and agitated. After feeling her pulse, the matron had insisted 

that she take some calming potion. She still didn’t look well, though, less for her swollen eyes and blotchy face 

than for her ashen complexion and empty look. 

“Should I fetch Severus?” Madam Pomfrey ventured. 

“No, thank you, I’d prefer to stay alone for a while.” 

The matron nodded. “That’s understandable. And you’ll have your wish granted, because I must move you to a 

private room anyway. It’s Quidditch this afternoon, and you wouldn’t want to share the ward with a bunch of 
excited, injured teenagers, would you?” 

“No, I don’t think so. A private room would be fine.” 

So Hermione was cautiously levitated and taken over to a smaller chamber that lay on the other side of Madam 

Pomfrey’s office, accessible only from there. Had it not been for the white bed sheets, which were an exception 
at Hogwarts where everything, from the curtains to the pillowcases, bore the house colours, nothing would have 

betrayed that it was a hospital room. It was situated in one corner of the Aesculapius Tower, and thus very well-

lit. There were not only large lancet windows in two of the walls, but the corner formed by these two walls 

protruded towards the outside, so that there was a bay window where you could sit at vertiginous height and 

overlook the grounds from the Forbidden Forest on the one side to the lake on the other. 

Hermione had never been to this part of the Hospital Wing, but now she realized that the Aesculapius Tower 

had to belong to the oldest parts of the castle, to which various extensions had been made over the centuries, 

clearly identifiable by their styles. The lancet windows and the fireplace, which was so huge that it would have 

been easy to roast a whole piece of cattle over the fire, had definitely been built shortly after the times of the 

Four Founders. The fireplace especially fascinated Hermione. Obviously, the tower had always served medical 

purposes, because the frame and mantelpiece of the fireplace- they were not made of marble, as the ones in the 

more recent parts of the castle, but of  what she thought must be granite- were beautifully carved with images 

from the myth of Asclepius. 

There was his mother Coronis burning on the stake her own lover Apollo had thrown her on, because she had 

been unfaithful to him. Apollo, who snatched the unborn child out of the dying woman’s womb. Apollo again, 
giving the baby to Chiron, the centaur, to be educated and taught the art of healing. A goddess whom Hermione 

supposed to be Athena because of the owl riding on her shoulder handing the adolescent Asclepius what looked 

like a small bottle or vial. The Healer dropping liquid into the mouth of an apparently dead man who then 

returned to life. Zeus, the father of the gods, hurling a thunderbolt at the Healer. And finally, Asclepius being 



transformed into a constellation.  The images were enchanted to move, and among them, moving freely between 

the episodes, were snakes, playfully slithering through the scenes or coiling around physician’s staffs. 

Hermione stood, watching in awe, until Madam Pomfrey urged her to lie down.  Suddenly, she was feeling very 

tired and grateful for the calm and peace her private chamber provided. 

Fortunately, the next visits she received were far more comforting than her last- McGonagall stayed with her for 

some minutes, and Dumbledore came to say goodbye before his departure back home. 

In the afternoon, Sirius dropped by to have tea with her. He attempted to cheer her up, but she could feel that he 

wasn’t really cheerful himself, although he tried to hide that behind his usual buoyant behaviour. During a 
pause in their conversation, when he refilled her cup of tea and put some clotted cream on a scone he had 

decided to make her eat, she scrutinized him more closely and saw that his eyes were a little red. 

“Sirius?” she said calmly. He looked at her, the teapot still in his hand, ready to refill his own cup. “What’s the 
matter with you? I mean really. You don’t look really well.” 

The teapot made a relatively rough landing on the side table. “Nothing,” he replied, noncommittally, “I had a 

rather heavy day today. Seventh year Ravenclaws as last afternoon class and I can tell you, they are pretty hard 

to handle. Too smart for their own good, if you ask me, especially Bob-“ 

“Sirius. I asked you a question and I’d like an honest answer. It’s about Harry, isn’t it?” He suddenly got very 

interested in the contents of his cup. “You can tell me, you know?”  

“You’re sick, Mione, and not to be annoyed with trifles like-“ 

“If you continue like this, Mr. Black, I’ll probably get very angry and upset, which is something you should 
avoid at any cost. Ask Madam Pomfrey, she’ll confirm it.” 

“It’s just that… I shouldn’t be upset about this, you know. After all, I’ve known for years. It isn’t as if it had hit 
me out of the blue…” Despite his words, his voice was sounding strangely hoarse. Hermione put her hand over 

his.  “Don’t do that, Mione, it’s going to cost me what little restraint I’ve left.” 

Now his eyes were becoming a tad too bright. 

“Sirius, I was there. I saw how he treated you, for heaven’s sake! Do you really think I didn’t notice how much 
it hurt you? He hurt me often enough, I know what he can do to you! It’s worse than any insult. I should 
know…” Her voice trailed off. 

They sat for a while without talking, then Sirius broke the silence. “I know that you’ll think I’m an idiot, but I’d 
like to apologize to you.” 

“What for?” she asked, genuinely surprised. 

“For always having underestimated you. For having seen Harry, and him alone. You… were just there. I liked 
you, sure, but I never realized just who you were. Harry’s friend, yes, and then Harry’s wife, but I never saw 
you as Hermione. That was a big mistake, and one I regret. We could have been friends.” 

“I think this is still a possibility. We can catch up.” 

“Yes, certainly. Only I feel that you might misinterpret it.” 



She laughed. “Oh, Sirius! I know your reputation with women. But that doesn’t mean that the two of us can’t be 
friends. There are thousands to make passes at, you’ll be able to renounce-“ 

“No, no!” he cut her off. “Sorry to interrupt you, but that’s not what I meant.  What I wanted to say was that you 

might… well, think of yourself as… as a stopgap. Now that I’ve lost Harry. The problem is that the two events 
just coincided: Losing him and discovering you.” 

“Don’t be an idiot,” she said tersely, “I would never think such a thing of you. You’re not that kind of person. 

And I’ll tell you what: the same could be said about me. What makes you so sure I don’t need a friend? When 
you look at it, you’ll see that I’m as lonely as you are-“ 

“Oh, but you have Severus,” he interrupted. 

“First, I don’t have Severus,” she ticked the points off her fingers, “ And second, he’s your friend as well. Third, 
he may one day be my lover, but that’s not the same as a friend. No, no, Sirius. I’m sure that destiny brought us 
together. There simply is no way past it.” 

  

Sirius had been gone for about half an hour, when Severus knocked at her door. 

He was looking extremely guilty. 

“Spikes, I’m so sorry to have neglected you. But there was Bowman- you know, the chairman of the Board of 

Governors, whom I couldn’t very well throw out, especially as he had a very interesting idea for some 

fundraising for the school. He has one of the worst cases of logorrhoea I’ve ever seen in my life- can you 

imagine that not even my sarcasm could stop him? Of course, he stayed so long that I had to invite him to lunch, 

and then there was the Quidditch match, Slytherin versus Hufflepuff, so I had to be there…” 

When he had finally finished his monologue of contrition, Hermione laughed.  “Severus, I didn’t say anything. 
In fact, I quite enjoyed my privacy here and a little while ago, Sirius had tea with me. So don’t worry.” 

He gave her a doubtful look. “Is this some cunning feminine manoeuvre? Shouldn’t I rather go back to my 
rooms to change into  sackcloth and rub some ashes into my hair?” 

“No, I’m completely honest with you. No need for either ashes or flagellation. Although you might look rather 

sexy wearing sackcloth, come to think of it.” 

He went over to sit on the bed. “Now tell me about your talk with Potter.” 

She gave him a brief account of the scene. It left him rather grim-looking. “I could kill that Skeeter woman,” he 

finally said through gritted teeth. 

“Severus, when it comes to putting the blame on somebody, you are better at sidestepping your own part of it 

than Harry was at dodging Bludgers. Skeeter or no Skeeter, the fact remains that I haven’t been too loyal 
towards Harry, even if I had my good reasons and don’t suffer from an exceedingly bad conscience.  But 

consider that I neither told him about our initial qui pro quo, nor of the episode in Milan. He was bound to be 

angry. Anyway, if we hadn’t done anything, there wouldn’t have been anything for her to tell Harry.” 



He scowled at her. “Speaking of being turned into saints… Do near-death experiences always have that 

angelicizing effect on you? In which case I might want to protect you from eventual repetitions, for it could 

become too much. To avoid the unpleasant word ‘insupportable’.” 

“I don’t feel particularly angelic. But let’s change the subject: Greek mythology. Can you tell me more about 
the legend represented here on the frame of the fireplace? I guessed it’s about Asclepius, but I can’t identify all 
the episodes. Is this Pallas Athene? And what does she give to him? It looks like a vial…” 

“Are you saying that you are ignorant one of the greatest mysteries of wizarding history? The arcane myth of 

the Draught of Life? Didn’t Binns… well, I suppose you slept through most of his lessons.” 

“I never slept during Binns’s lessons,” she replied tartly, “I always used them for doing my homework. But I 

have to admit that I don’t have the faintest idea about that myth.” 

“I could tell you during dinner, if you’d like. I asked Poppy, and she authorized me to invite you to have dinner 
at my quarters, on condition that you feel well enough. Do you?” 

“I think so, yes. Although the idea of having dinner with you, wearing this white monstrosity, is not exactly 

what I’d imagine for a diner à deux.” 

“May I take care of this?” And he transfigured the plain white linen nightdress into a beautiful light blue 

nightgown with matching negligee. “Here you go. By the way, the ministry sent your wand together with ours 

yesterday afternoon. So I can give you yours back right now in my quarters. What?” She was looking at him 

with raised eyebrows. “Oh, of course!” And he transformed her white socks into matching slippers, also of light 

blue satin. “Are you ready? Fine. I’ll precede you, though, so I can catch you, just in case you stumble.” 

She took a pinch of Floo powder from the tin he offered her, and when he had disappeared after calling 

“Headmaster’s quarters”, she repeated the procedure.  Floo travel was something she had never become quite 

used to- maybe you had to have done it all your life, from when you were a child, in order not to mind, she 

thought- and it was certainly not advisable when you still had weak knees.  She was grateful therefore that he 

was waiting there, arms already outstretched, and caught her when she tumbled out of his fireplace. The satin of 

her negligee was very thin, and so she felt his hands much nearer to her skin than she had the other two times- 

the velvet of the dress she had worn in Milan had been rather heavy, and last time at his house, her robe had 

barely fallen apart before he had ‘stepped back’. 

He was apparently thinking along the same lines, because he kept holding her for much longer than would have 

been necessary to merely stabilize her. In fact, his right hand, moving down her back in slow circles, was doing 

its best to destabilize her once again. When he kissed her, she was grateful for his other arm still holding her 

firmly. 

“Dinner?” he asked when they had finally broken the kiss for sheer lack of air. 

She nodded, smiling, and looked around. The room was a large half-circle, with four windows, now covered by 

heavy, dark green curtains, interrupting the curved part of the wall at regular intervals. From between them, 

right in the middle of the wall, a painting immediately attracted her attention. It was the portrait of a black-

haired woman, smiling mysteriously, from time to time brushing a long, curly strand of hair back behind her 

right ear, and then returning to gaze calmly at the observer. 

“This… this is the…” Hermione stammered. 

“Yes, the Mona Lisa. The magical and, if I may say so, also the better version.  It has been in my family for 

hundreds and hundreds of years; in fact, Leonardo is one of my grandmother’s ancestors.” He watched her 



smiling as she approached the portrait, to stand and look in awe. “She doesn’t speak, though, and neither is she 
able to leave the painting. In Leonardo’s times, the Movipictura Potion had not yet been discovered, or rather, 
he was the first to develop a preliminary version and experiment with mixing it into the colours.” 

The look of amazement, incredulity and concentrated thought on Hermione’s face when she turned to him, 
obviously formulating a question, made a rush of affection surge within him, and he quickly covered the 

distance between them and took her into his arms again. She fended him off, though, and he let go, smiling at 

the expression he recognized from many years ago, when she was brooding over some complicated potions 

recipe. 

“I don’t understand, though,” she murmured, more to herself than to him, “The Movipictura isn’t that 
complicated. Leonardo was such a great wizard, so why…” 

“It becomes painfully obvious, Spikes, that you didn’t pay full attention in Herbology,” he teased, “or else you 

would know that the main ingredient, namely the Velliconium Barbaricum, also called Running Beetleroot, has 

its origin in North America and was brought to Europe only in the sixteenth century. Leonardo had to use 

Mandrake, but with a very limited effect.” As soon as the words had left his mouth, he already wished he could 

take them back. How could he have been so thoughtless? Tactless, to be exact. Unfeeling. When he knew 

exactly- he had heard it from herself more than once- how much she now regretted having wasted her talent. 

And he, insensitive idiot, had nothing better to do than rub salt into the wound at the very first occasion. 

She had thought the evening would be perfect. The way he had transfigured that ridiculous nightdress and the 

kiss upon her arrival here had done nothing to contradict her expectations. It was useless to try and admonish 

herself that it was she who had forgotten about the Running Beetleroot. Rationally, she knew that. But it had 

been a jarring note in what she had desired to be only harmony.  “Oh,” she said, “Of course, I forgot that. So 

why did he paint two of them, anyway?” 

“Because the lady in question wasn’t a witch. Therefore, the Muggle version went to her, and the moving one 
remained in his possession.” 

She nodded, apparently satisfied, and followed him over to the table. “Did Dumbledore have these rooms before 

you?” she asked, sitting down on the chair he had pulled out for her. 

Severus was glad for the change of topic she had offered. “Yes, these have always been the Headmaster’s 
quarters right from the beginning. It takes a little time to adjust to living in circular rooms, and of course every 

Headmaster makes small changes, particularly regarding the colours, but on the whole they have remained the 

same. The office is one floor down.” 

Hermione realized that she was starving. Since breakfast on the previous morning, she had had one piece of 

toast and a bite of the scone Sirius had very nearly force-fed her. When she asked for a second helping of the 

consommé that appeared instantly in her soup bowl, Severus said, “You seem to be well on your way towards 

complete recovery, I am pleased to see it.” 

She nodded. “Yes, being hungry is always a good sign. Now tell me about that potion, I’m dying to know 
more.” 

“Which potion? The Movipictura?” 

“No, the mysterious potion Athene gave Asclepius. Why is it called the Draught of Life?” 

He had hoped she would forget about that. It rang a very unpleasant bell and forced memories back on him 

which he would have preferred to remain buried deep down, so far down that they couldn’t even come back to 



haunt his dreams. Damn her, why did she have to ask, and then repeat the question? No, he corrected himself, 

why did he have to answer in the way he had? ‘One of the greatest mysteries of wizarding history’, indeed! 
Served him right for showing off. 

“It is called the Draught of Life because it allegedly had the ability to resurrect people from the dead. It is a 

legend, though, and reported only in one single source.” 

“Where?” asked Hermione, while eying her plate of chicken fricassee with rice and boiled vegetables 

expectantly. 

“Apollodorus,” he replied, “And I can tell you that he isn’t one of the most reliable authors. Do you like the 
chicken? I thought that we should have a light meal. Maybe a glass of wine?” 

She nodded and swallowed hastily, impatient to ask the next question. “So what exactly did Apollodorus 

write?” 

He sighed. Of course she would never let herself be distracted once she had taken an interest. “Well, apart from 

the usual exaggerated and, I may add, basically uninteresting stuff, there is one interesting bit: According to the 

legend, Athena gave Asclepius a potion, the main ingredient of which was blood of the Gorgon Medusa. Now,” 

and he brandished his fork, “it seems that Medusa’s blood was a somewhat tricky substance. Depending on 

whether you took it from the left or the right side of her body, it was either a deadly poison or could bring the 

dead back to life.” 

Hermione took a careful sip of wine and pondered this information. “There seems to be a little problem, 

though,” she said finally, “Which left or right side? I mean, facing the Gorgon or standing behind her? If you 

face her, you’re turned into stone… so that leaves the other alternative, but still…” 

“Exactly,” he said, refilling his glass, “And that is only one of many problems.  The discussion whether the 

blood had to be taken from the Medusa after she was dead or while she was still alive, the question which right 

side was the right one- pardon the pun… Whenever the subject was raised, it caused dissent and even the most 

venerable Potions Masters didn’t refrain from brawling or hurling books at each other at international 
conferences.” 

“Excuse me, but is there something you forgot to mention? For according to what you told me, this would be a 

problem for historians, but never for Potions Masters. The only known Medusa was, after all, slain by Perseus, 

wasn’t she?” 

‘There we are,’ he thought, ‘Bravo again, Severus. You talked too much and now she spears you like that piece 
of carrot she’s about to eat.’ 

He shifted a little in his chair. “Yes, basically, that’s correct. But when the Medusa was killed, her sons 
Chrysaor and Pegasus sprang forth from her dead body.” 

“Chrysaor? I don’t think I know-“ 

“Chrysaor was a giant,” he interrupted her, his voice suddenly sharp. And then he had the pleasure of 

witnessing- or rather, it would have been a pleasure in different circumstances- how the puzzle pieces flew into 

place in a remarkably short time. 

“So that’s why Voldemort…” 



“Yes,” he clipped, “That’s why Voldemort. Exactly. We just never made it in time. But the possibility was 

there. Is there,” he corrected himself. 

“But, Severus, this is wonderful! Think of the possibilities! That’s, oh, that’s simply…” She had dropped her 

knife and fork on the tablecloth, careless about the sauce that now was splashed all over the blinding white, and 

about the piece of carrot which was slowly rolling across the table towards Severus. He caught it and tossed it 

back on her plate. 

“And what, pray, is so wonderful? Victims of murderers, revived and going after their killers? Those who 

committed suicide, brought back to life and doing it all over again? People resurrected from the dead because 

their heirs don’t agree with their testaments? It would be foolish, Hermione! Foolish and blasphemous, against 
whichever god or gods there are, and against life itself!” 

“And what about the innocents killed in accidents or natural disasters? What if I had been killed yesterday? 

Wouldn’t you have been glad to have such a potion and to bring me back?” 

“No,” he said slowly, visibly struggling with himself, “no, it would have been wrong in any case. Maybe I 

would even have used it, if such a potion existed, but believe me, it would have been wrong. You cannot and 

must not manipulate fate-“ 

“Now you’re sounding like Trelawney,” she spat, “It’s not about meddling with fate, it’s about setting right the 
wrong. Of course, for you that’s a touchy issue-“ 

“This,” he interrupted her in an icy tone, “was completely uncalled for, Hermione.” 

Of course he was right, she thought. It had been tactless and unnecessary. If only… “If only you weren’t so… 
so patronizing!” she blurted out, “So bloody superior! Okay, you think that fate shouldn’t be meddled with, 
that’s your point of view. But from there to claim you wouldn’t have used that potion to revive me…” Now she 

was crying. 

With a sigh, he got up, rounded the table and knelt down besides her chair. “Hermione,” he said softly, trying to 

pry her hands away from her face, “Hermione, look at me. Please, Spikes!” Reluctantly, she let him take her 

hands into his and looked at him. “Now, that’s better. Here, blow your nose. Now listen to me-“ 

“No,” she said, shaking her head violently, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said what-“ 

“I said listen. I didn’t want to talk about the subject right from the beginning, because it stirs up too many ugly 

memories. I didn’t want to discuss it, and I shouldn’t have done so. It makes me angry and I took it out on 
you.  Now, how about continuing our dinner and leaving the Draught of Life for another time, when you’ll be 
less weak and I’ll be less surprised by your choice of topic?” 

He had planned on a very gentle kiss, but it got completely out of hand. After returning to his chair, he raised 

his glass and said, grinning: “I’m beginning to understand the saying that couples should fight, if only for the 

pleasure of reconciliation.” 

 

Pygmalion 
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Considering that light meals for weak people normally were a rather insipid affair, the House Elves had outdone 

themselves tonight, Hermione thought. The consommé had been delicious, the chicken fricassee had melted in 

her mouth and the île flottante had been a masterpiece of the fluffiest beaten egg white with a hint of cinnamon 

and the most wonderful custard ever to have touched her palate. She had eaten enough to satisfy Severus’s 
critical eye and, after they had finished, they had moved over to the fireplace. He had charmed one of the 

armchairs to expand into a couch, and now they were sitting there, snuggled together and enjoying the comfort 

of warmth and companionable silence.  

With a sigh, she threw off her slippers and pulled her legs up to rest on the dark green velvet, leaning against 

him with her back- it eerily reminded her of the desperate evening she had spent with Sirius in his quarters, 

crying her eyes out. For a brief moment, she thought that Severus probably didn’t feel very comfortable in this 
position, but then chased away the thought like an annoying insect, deciding that, for once, she wouldn’t think 
of anybody else’s well-being, but exclusively of her own. 

After their unfortunate discussion about the Draught of Life, they had returned to less dangerous subjects and 

now she was determined on enjoying what the evening would bring, hoping it would be more comfort, warmth 

and possibly a large dose of necking. 

Severus relished in the sensation of her lightly-clad body against his. While nursing a brandy in his right hand 

he tried to keep his left from roaming into forbidden territory- forbidden because she had been nearly dying 

yesterday and was still supposed to be in a state of convalescence. It was difficult, though, to keep his own 

desire at bay. There was her hair, so temptingly spread out right under his nostrils, emanating that enticing scent 

of lemon and… well, Hermione. Then, the delicious weight of her body against his, the texture of the satin 
brushing over her skin, the texture of which he imagined to be even more agreeable to his touch. He took a sip 

of brandy and tried to prevent his left hand from moving, but it moved entirely on its own, without paying heed 

to the commands his brain was shouting at it. In the position they had assumed, her nightgown had crept up a 

little, showing a rather tempting pair of knees, and his left arm was circling her, the crook of his elbow only 

inches beyond her left breast- the one he had touched this morning, feeling her nipple go hard and her whole 

body shudder in anticipation- his forearm across her stomach and his hand close to her right hip. 

He decided that the smallest of movements couldn’t possibly do any harm and began to slowly stroke her hip. 
She made a noise like a cat when touched in its sleep, and he continued to caress her. Something was definitely 

amiss, though.  First he couldn’t quite identify what it was, but then he finally realized.  “Spikes,” he said, in a 

would-be stern tone of voice, “You are not wearing anything under this, are you?” 

She tilted back her head until she could look into his eyes, treating him to a weird, upside-down view of her 

face. “Of course I don’t,” she replied with a smile that, in this strange position, seemed to curl the corners of her 

mouth downwards. “I’m supposed to be languishing in a hospital bed, remember?” He put the now empty 

tumbler on the low side table and nodded gravely. Then he encircled her with his right arm as well, so that he 

was able to stroke both knickers-free hips. 

“Yes,” he replied, “but you have to agree that this is slightly… er, disturbing.” 

Her head still in the same position, she closed her eyes. “Disturbing in the sense that you have moral qualms or 

in the sense of ‘exciting’?” 

“Come to think of it, the latter.” Tentatively, he bent his fingers while still holding on to the delicate fabric, and 

promptly the gown slid a couple of inches upwards. “You see, that’s exactly what I meant to point out. It goes 
up-“ he bent his fingers again, pulling the garment further up, so that half her thighs were exposed, “and up, and 

that really, uh, worries me.” 



“Don’t worry,” she said, still wearing that smile which looked even more enigmatic from his perspective, “As 

long as you keep your hands where they are, nothing can happen. By the way, didn’t you tell me that you had 
enchanted a Muggle stereo to work in here? I think that some music would be… wonderful- sorry, I can’t think 
of a less trodden-on adjective right now.” 

He kissed the top of her head. “Of course, Your Highness. Any specific wishes as to tonight’s programme?” 

“No, I don’t think so. You choose.” 

Reluctantly, he removed his right arm from the warm curve it had been reposing on, drew his wand out of his 

sleeve and, after a brief reflection, directed it at the Hi-Fi, muttering “Delectabor The Well-Tempered Clavier!” 

After putting the wand back into the small pocket inside the sleeve where it belonged, he let his hand return to 

Hermione’s hip. “Does Bach meet Your Highness’s desires?” he whispered into her ear. The crystal-clear notes 

of the first prelude, streaming soft and seemingly endless through the room, wrapped themselves around the two 

people on the couch, weaving a tender cocoon, caressing, soothing and arousing at the same time. 

She nodded, creating a small friction where her head touched his shoulder, and he noticed in wonder that she 

was able to create new and unthought-of erogenous zones. Probably, he thought, she would make a granite 

block shiver, if she rubbed against it in that way. Suddenly, he felt rather hot. “Would you mind if I took off my 

robes?” 

“Not in the least. It’s quite hot here, so near the fire. I was already thinking of getting out of my negligee.” 

He carefully lifted her upper body and shifted her, so that she was now leaning against the back of the couch, 

got up and took off his robes. “I would strongly advise against it,” he said, “That flimsy nightgown you are 

wearing underneath might give me a lot of bad ideas.” 

“This,” she replied smiling, “was exactly what I had in mind. Come on, be a gentleman, help me out of it.” 

Severus went round the couch to stand behind her and slowly slid the garment off her shoulders. “Strange as it 

may seem,” he said while she leaned forward to allow it to glide down her back and arms, “but I always had a 

completely different, if not downright opposite, notion of what it means to be a gentleman.” 

“You may want to redefine your concepts, then. I,” she bent to the left and put her weight on her left elbow, so 

that he could pull the negligee from under her, “am perfectly satisfied with this one. And why, pray, did you 

make this a flimsy nightgown with spaghetti straps, if you are so susceptible to bad ideas?” He had put her 

negligee over the back of the other, un-transformed armchair and now turned back to her. Gods, but she was 

beautiful! The closest thing to a Greek statue he had ever seen. Her breasts rather small, but high and firm, her 

arms softly rounded, the merest hint of a not-quite-flat belly and the curve of her hips… enthralling. Mind-

blowing. Her whole body a silent, but nonetheless very effective invitation to touch, caress… He took a deep 
breath to steady and, if possible, control himself.  

When she saw the unveiled adoration in his eyes, Hermione’s heart skipped a beat. Never, ever had Harry 
looked at her like that. Not even during the early times of their relationship. There had been surprise in his gaze, 

yes, and curiosity- after all, they were both virgins- but never such raw desire mingled with admiration.  

Severus needed two more deep breaths to regain some sort of control. “I… you… you are… language fails me. 
Breathtaking. Adorable. And, Merlin help me, the most gorgeously seductive woman I’ve ever had the pleasure 
to set my eyes upon.” 

Slowly, he walked towards the couch and sat down, this time putting up his left leg against the back, and then 

pulled her towards him until she was sitting between his legs. With a contented sigh, she leaned back so that she 



came to rest fully against his chest and his… well, he preferred not to think about it too much at the moment. 
She lifted her elbows to allow his arms to sneak around her waist again and covered his hands with hers, 

smiling at the difference of their size. They were beautiful hands, she thought, absentmindedly stroking his 

fingers, hands shaped by years of treating potions ingredients. Lean, but strong, with long fingers. His fingertips 

were blunt and slightly upturned, the nails square and kept very short. A relic of former times, probably, when 

he had to cut them as much as possible, to avoid that bits and pieces of the substances he handled got stuck 

underneath. But she liked them that way. She’d never liked men with long nails. 

His right hand crept out from under hers and moved upwards, until the thumb and index finger lay around her 

throat. With the thumb remaining where it was, exerting the merest hint of pressure, the other four fingers 

slowly went up to cover the whole area between her earlobe and collarbone and then started to describe small 

circles, barely touching her skin, caressing the sensitive spot like four warm feathers. Her other ear was within 

easy reach of his lips, and he took full advantage of this, kissing and flicking his tongue over the soft skin, and 

feeling her pulse accelerate under his right hand. The weight of both their left arms on her stomach made her 

feel safe and more aroused at the same time.  It was a strange sensation and one she had never before 

experienced.  

It seemed to Severus that all his senses were concentrated in his fingertips and lips, and for a long time he was 

intent only on touching and smelling that wonderfully soft, fragrant skin and feeling her heartbeat, first with his 

right forearm and then, infinitesimally delayed, under his fingers. With delight, he noticed that her breath was 

gradually becoming heavier. He had closed his eyes and felt how her hand tried to urge his downwards from her 

hip where it had been resting. “Are you sure?” he muttered into her ear, “This doesn’t seem to be an advisable 
pastime, considering that you should be staying put in your room.” 

Instead of an answer, her hand tried to shift his more demandingly. When she started to move ever so lightly, 

his senses realized that they were needed elsewhere but only in his fingertips and hurriedly rushed back where 

they belonged, like a bunch of schoolchildren who had been guiltily spying out of their classroom door and 

darted back to their seats when they heard their teacher’s approaching footsteps. It made him aware that 
Hermione wasn’t the only one in this room who was thoroughly aroused. The Mona Lisa was still gazing 
calmly at them, so it had to be he. Another shifting movement, and he gave a low moan. It was as if his chest 

and stomach were being caressed by a single giant hand. Her derriere, which, in this particular simile, would 

have been the equivalent of the giant hand’s pulse, was doing the most terrific things to his groin and his self-
restraint. The latter yielded long enough to let him have his hand guided to her thigh, which he felt soft and 

rounded under his palm. With one quick movement, he pulled up the silky fabric of her nightgown to uncover 

several inches of creamy-white skin.  

She caught his hand again and put it firmly down, just above her knee, the gesture implying that she desired 

anything but resistance. Severus swallowed.  Hard. If he really wanted to interrupt, it was now or never. The 

battle between his superego and id was decided to the latter’s favour when Hermione moaned “Please!” and 

shifted once again. Had there been an ounce of opposition left within him, it would have evaporated at the very 

next moment, when she lifted both her arms over her and his head, to entwine her fingers behind his neck. 

“Hermione, I can’t res-“ 

“Then don’t.” 

She had been fantasizing about his hands wandering over her naked skin since she had first set eyes on him. But 

those had been mere fantasies, based on what limited experience she had. The real thing was far beyond 

anything she had been able to imagine. Maybe it was because of the intense contact of their bodies- and this was 

not even skin on skin yet!- or because of the sound of his breath in her ear. Or perhaps it was his own, palpable 

arousal that entangled itself within hers, until they became inseparable, spiralling higher and higher, like an 

incandescent DNA double helix. His hands seemed to be everywhere, sending jolts of pleasure through her 



body, sometimes softer than a breeze, so that she could barely feel them, and then again firm, cupping one 

breast in the strong, yet tender grip you use to scoop up a kitten or a puppy.  

She let go of his neck and turned round to look at him, supporting herself on her forearm that lay across his 

chest. He smiled at her. “What?” he said, “Don’t be so impatient, or else I have to cite Latin again. Though you 
might appreciate it a little more today than you did last time.” 

“Go ahead, then.” 

“Let’s see. What about ‘Crede mihi, non est veneris properanda voluptas, sed sensim tarda prolicienda mora’?” 

“Does that feel as good as it sounds?” 

“That’s what you’ll have to tell me. It means ‘Believe me, the pleasure of love must not be hurried, but 
gradually built up by delaying it as long as possible’.  From Ovid’s Ars Amatoria. What do you think?” 

“That you’ve built up something like the tower of Babylon and should do something about it lest it come down 
with a crash.” 

“This does sound promising,” he said, while gently urging her back into her previous position, “So, should we 

try to blow it up instead? Would you kindly give me a hand with the dynamite? I’m not quite sure how to 
handle it.” 

“Oh,” she said, blushing fiercely, “I’ve never… Doesn’t Ovid have to say anything that might help?” 

He snorted. “No, he’s quite generic. Unless you consider ‘When you’ve found the places where a woman loves 
to be touched, don’t let your shyness keep you from touching them’ an exact indication.” He bent his head to 

kiss her deeply, and then whispered “Show me, Hermione, guide me.” 

‘Don’t let your shyness…’ she thought, ‘That’s more easily said than done.’ To overcome this moment of 
embarrassment, she asked “Are you, uh, left- or right-handed?” 

His head was still bent down, his cheek resting on hers, and so she could feel him smile. “I flatter myself that I 

am quite dextrous with both hands, but I’m definitely better with my right.” 

Without breaking the contact between their cheeks, Hermione closed her eyes and felt for his right hand, 

annoyed with herself because she was unable to keep her own hands from trembling. She put her fingers over 

his, so that his fingertips were covered by hers, and slowly moved it between her legs. He paused for a moment 

to caress the soft curls, then submitted himself to her guidance again.  Both drew in a sharp breath when his 

fingers finally encountered the wet warmth, and their lips met again in a kiss. Tongue stroked tongue, circling 

each other in the same movement his finger, no longer in need of being directed by hers, described to caress her, 

while his left arm held her close to him. It was the same feeling of extreme arousal and deep comfort again, 

which gave her the certainty that she could simply abandon herself, without further thought.  

For Severus, the experience was equally overwhelming, for he witnessed himself giving physical pleasure to an 

extent he hadn’t thought himself capable of. It was mind-blowing to feel her stir, to hear her moan between 

kisses, and, finally, to sense how her body arched when she came, crying out his name, and then fell back 

against him, exhausted and her skin covered in a sheen of perspiration. He withdrew his hand and stroked her 

stomach, her thighs, making her shiver and sigh. When her respiration had calmed down, back to normal, he 

slowly scooted down until he was lying flat on his back, with Hermione on top of him, so that he could caress 

her back easily. It was more a thorough massage of her back, buttocks and thighs, that made her give small 



yelps of pleasure whenever he encountered a knotted muscle and kneaded it until it relaxed.  “How are you 

feeling?” he asked after a while. 

“You mean for the medical report or for your ears only?” 

“I was rather worried about the medical aspect, to tell the truth.” 

“The medical aspect is fine and the rest… Severus, it was heaven. Only I feel so selfish…” 

He gave her behind a friendly pat. “Absolutely no need to do so. The only important thing is that you enjoyed it. 

The rest will follow in due time. And I think I should tuck you in now, you must be dead tired.” Although she 

would have preferred to remain in the same position the whole night long, Hermione had to admit that he was 

right. They got up, Severus by no means less reluctantly than she. After putting on his robes over his totally 

crumpled shirt, he helped her into her dressing gown and they Flooed back to the Hospital Wing. Now that she 

was again in possession of her wand, she could retransfigure  blue satin into white linen and slippers into socks 

herself.  

“It has a certain charm, though,” Severus remarked, looking her up and down, “Especially now that I know 

exactly what’s underneath. Did I already tell you that I like it when you blush?” 

“You certainly do your best to make me blush,” she said, when he pulled the duvet over her. 

With a last kiss, he wished her good night and went over to the fireplace.  Hermione had wanted to blow him a 

kiss when he stepped into the fireplace, but as soon as he had turned away from her, she had already fallen 

asleep. 

 

Pygmalion 

Chapter 38 

By Pigwidgeon37 

 

Her hair wilder than it had been in many years, cheeks flushed, and robes billowing behind her, Hermione 

dashed along the corridors of Hogwarts. She stopped in front of the Gargoyle guarding the entrance to the 

Headmaster’s office, caught a few deep breaths, because her speedy trip had left her a little panting, and then 

said “Gillyweed”. The statue came to life, gave her an annoyed look and jumped aside to reveal the familiar 

spiral staircase. Stepping off when she had arrived at the top, Hermione raised her hand to knock at the door, 

but paused in mid-movement, because she heard the muffled sound of voices. So he was not alone. She had to 

wait. It was difficult to do, though, for she was extremely angry and had wanted to rush into his office, toss the 

letter on his desk and ask him what the hell… So she had to wait. Damn it. It was hard to make that kind of 
entrance unless you were propelled by the sheer force of inertia.  Damn it. Half the effect would be spoiled. And 

her fury certainly deserved better than a calm and composed entrance. It wasn’t easy to keep herself at the same 
adrenaline level for Merlin knew how long. Who was in there anyway? When she needed to get in? 

That, she decided, could be taken care of easily. Fighting back a sudden rush of guilt, she drew her wand, 

pointed it at the door and muttered “Diaphanus!”, and the heavy wood became as transparent as glass - only on 

her side, of course.  Severus was sitting behind his desk, looking stern and forbidding, and opposite him… that 
had to be Sirius. Beside him, two more chairs were occupied, but they had high backs and so all she could see 



were two tufts of flaming red hair.  Interesting. As she didn’t want to press her ear against the door, for it would 
have made her unable to see, she directed her wand at the unwelcome obstacle once again and said 

“Transaudio!” 

“… on earth did you think?” Severus thundered. “Somebody might have been badly hurt!” 

“We… we didn’t think…” 

“Why am I not surprised?” he said sarcastically. “So what was your intention then?” 

“We heard about her in History of Magic, Professor Binns said-“ ‘Still Binns,’ Hermione thought, ‘Instead of 
punishing them , he should award them house points for having been able to resist the urge to sleep!’ “-he said 

that Isolde the Indolent’s only merit was being such an animal lover, otherwise she was extremely lazy…” 

“May I ask you to omit these highly interesting, but nonetheless unimportant historical facts? Your explanation, 

if you please!” Now that was the Severus she had known, Hermione thought, cutting like a razor, sarcastic and 

stern. She caught herself smiling fondly, and cursed under her breath because she wanted to stay angry. 

“That was exactly what she was trying to tell, Headmaster,” a voice piped up. It had to be the other child, the 

voices were identical, and she could recognize the difference only by the faulty sibilants. Either the child had a 

speech defect, or it had lost a front tooth- hopefully a milk tooth… She was abruptly jerked out of her musings 
by Severus’s next words.  “You will kindly leave it to me, Miss Weasley, to judge what I deem important and 

what I would prefer not to hear. Five points from Gryffindor for disrespect.” 

Weasley! These had to be Mona and Lisa Weasley then, Fred Weasley and Hanna Abbot’s daughters. Ron’s 
nieces… only he had not lived to see them, they had to be …maybe twelve or thirteen now, in their second year 
probably. So the tradition of the Hogwarts Pranksters seemed to be in good hands. She smiled again, and turned 

back to watch the scene. 

“… thought it might be fun to charm her cat to jump at people when they went past the statue.” 

“Miss Weasley,” now it was Sirius’s turn, “this is not on my syllabus for second year Charms. You were 

supposed to have a look around the Prohibited Section, as all the others did, not filch books you’ll be forbidden 
to read for three more years.” 

“Not to mention the fact that the cat was still a stone cat,” Severus added, “and thus of considerable weight. 

You are very lucky, Miss Weasley and Miss Weasley, that Professor Black caught you before any serious harm 

was done. Where is the book?” 

One thin, black-clad arm advanced hesitatingly and put a small volume on the desk. Severus snatched it and put 

it into one of the desk drawers. Then he rose and began to pace the office. ‘He still knows how to achieve the 
desired effect,’ Hermione thought, amused at the absolute silence that reigned in the room, interrupted only by 
the occasional hard sound of his heels when he stepped off the carpet and on the marble tiles. The two tufts of 

red started to move when the girls began to shift uncomfortably in their chairs. They stopped moving when the 

Headmaster’s voice struck them from directly behind them. 

“In less than two months of school you have lost Gryffindor something like one hundred and fifty points.” 

“One hundred and forty-five, ecthactly,” the toothless twin chirped. 

“Silence!” he bellowed. The right tuft of hair moved slightly downwards. “You served detentions, you got extra 

homework, but none of these measures seems to be sufficient to inculcate some discipline into your rebellious 



minds.” He put one hand on each of the chairs’ backs and bent down until his head was level with the red tufts. 
When he continued, his voice was low again, but dangerously silky. “Now, Misses Weasley, you should not be 

under the illusion that their previous ineffectiveness will spare you the more traditional punishments. Fifty 

points from Gryffindor… each, of course, and two weeks of detention.” 

Hermione thought she had heard two infinitesimal sighs of relief. Severus straightened up again and returned to 

sit behind his desk. “You, Miss Mona Weasley, will serve detention with Professor Sprout, and you with 

Professor Avanessian. I am sure that both greenhouses and potions labs will greatly profit from your zealous 

work.” 

Both girls spoke in unison. “But, Sir -“ “No, please -“ 

“You will do your detentions separately. And…” another pause to enhance the effect of what he was going to 

say, “until the Christmas holidays, you-“ the left tuft nearly vanished behind the back of the chair “-will be 

temporarily accommodated in Hufflepuff, and you-“ the right tuft quivered “-in Ravenclaw.  You will have 

classes together with your fellow Gryffindors, seated separately, of course, but take your meals at the 

Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw tables respectively. For any trespass you might commit, points will be deducted from 

those houses, not from Gryffindor. That will be all, you may leave now.” 

Quick as lightning, Hermione muttered “Finite Incantatem”, thus restoring the door to its original opaque and 

soundproof state, and knocked. When she opened it, she nearly hit the two redheads, who were looking 

remarkably daunted.  Sirius, who was still sitting, probably to discuss some other matters with Severus, quickly 

rose, beaming at her. She stepped aside to let the twins walk past her and said “I can return later if I’m 
disturbing you.” 

“No,” Sirius replied, “I’ll just go down to lunch right now. I didn’t have anything urgent to talk about with 
Severus, it can wait.” 

After the door had closed behind him, Severus stood up and strode towards her with outstretched arms. 

“Hermione, my -“ 

She stepped back, shaking her head and trying hard to summon all her former anger. To her surprise, she 

succeeded rather well. Defying the surge of affection she felt upon noticing the expression of surprise and hurt 

on his face, she pulled the letter out of her pocket and held it up before his face.  “What exactly does this 

mean?” 

“If this letter is the one I believe it is, the meaning should be clear. I’m offering you the position of a Muggle 
Studies teacher here at Hogwarts. I don’t quite see the problem.” 

“Unless memory fails me,” she said icily, “this position is currently occupied by Professor Konrad Darwin. I 

will not have anybody thrown out for my sake. It’s highly unprofessional and I would have expected better of 
you.” 

He threw up his hands in a gesture of helplessness. “If you had read it thoroughly, you would have noticed the 

adjective ‘temporary’ that precedes ‘replacement’.” 

Caught by surprise, Hermione unrolled the parchment and scrutinized it. The adjective was there. “Fine,” she 

clipped, “So that means you are hiring me but you don’t know whether I’m good enough. You chuck out 
Darwin, only to employ me, although you’re not even sure about my qualifications. Did you think about poor 
Professor Darwin’s feelings even for a moment? How could you? This -“ 



“Stop!” he shouted, so sharply that she paused in mid-sentence. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to yell at you, but it 
seemed to be my only option. I talked to Konrad two weeks ago, urging him to take a sabbatical and unpdate his 

knowledge of the Muggle world. He’s been teaching this subject for more than fifty years now without 
gathering any new field experience. He doesn’t even know how Muggle libraries are supposed to work, and 

thinks that ‘joystick’ is an obscenity. I’ve been racking my brain about a replacement, but couldn’t come up 
with anything useful. And this morning, inspiration struck. You are Muggle born, you venture out into the 

Muggle world pretty often, and you’ll be in dire need of a job.  This is it. And I wouldn’t go as far as calling it 
unprofessional.” 

He was surprised, no, terrified at her reaction. He face had turned scarlet and her hands were trembling. “You’re 

offering me a job out of pity?” she hissed.  “Thank you ever so much, Headmaster, but I think I’ll be able to 
find myself some decent work without your help!” 

Forcing himself to stay calm, he replied “Just because I said you needed a job, that doesn’t mean I did it out of 

pity, Hermione. Please, try to be rational…” 

“I am being rational,” she yelled, “but I can’t think of any other motive! And if there’s one thing I absolutely 
don’t need, it’s to be pitied and to be indebted to you. So how would you like me to repay your generosity? 

What can poor little Hermione do to prove herself worthy of the great Headmaster’s pity and-“ 

“SHUT UP!” He was pacing again, but this time it wasn’t for effect. He was simply trying to prevent himself 
from lashing out at her, either verbally or physically, no matter which. Finally, he stopped behind the two chairs 

that had been occupied by the Weasley twins and grabbed their backs, his fingertips digging into the velvet 

upholstery, knuckles standing out white against his already pale skin. “Why?” he said, his voice shaking with 

anger, “Why do you have to take it that way? Why do my motives have to be vile and mean? It’s Snape, so the 
best he’s able to dig up is pity, isn’t it? Compassion?  Friendship? Love? Oh, no! Don’t even think about them!” 

He let go of the chairs and turned round to face her. “If that is what you think of me, Hermione, then please 

explain to me why you reacted like you did last night. Or have you come to the conclusion that everything I said 

and did was said and done out of pity?” 

When Hermione had pictured this scene while speeding to his office, it had been remarkably different: he had 

cringed at her righteous anger, recognized that, indeed, Professor Darwin hadn’t deserved this treatment, even 
apologized for this attempt at leading her into the temptation of disloyalty towards her old professor… And now 
she was standing here, feeling exactly as if she had tried to hit somebody with a snowball, missed, and now 

found herself buried by an avalanche. How could she, even for a moment, have forgotten who and, above all, 

how he was? He had been gentle, and caring and sometimes even the tiniest bit shy. It hadn’t been an act, 
though- for her, he was like that, but he also remained Severus Snape. Complex, proud, sensitive Severus. It 

should have been obvious that he would react that way. To have a pet panther doesn’t mean you have nothing 
more than a giant cat. He might purr and nudge you with his head, but he still remained a panther. One that 

loves you, of course, but… “Could you please repeat what you just said?” 

Severus had expected anything - tears, yelling, a door-slamming exit, but certainly not this. “I beg your pardon? 

Hermione, if you intend to make fun of me, may I advise you that this is certainly not the right moment to -“ 

“No!” she interrupted hastily, “Not the whole thing! Did I hear the word ‘love’? I’m not sure, but I think it was 
there…” 

His expression changed from irate to closed. “Yes,” he replied sharply, “it was there. You’re free to take it, 
crumple it, and throw it into the dustbin. You don’t seem to have any other use for it. And now please leave this 
office. I… I have other things to do than put up with your insults.” He turned on his heel and went back to his 

chair behind the desk, to put a tangible barrier between himself and her. He would have preferred to hide under 

it, just to shield himself from her look and, above all, her presence. 



He sat down, closed his eyes and, after some seconds had gone by without the sound of the closing door, he 

said: “I believe to have expressed myself with sufficient precision. Leave. My. Office. Now.” A feather-soft 

touch on his cheek made him flinch and open his eyes. “Now who is treating whom to a disgusting display of 

pity?” 

She took the blow, feeling that she had, if not deserved, at least provoked it.  Her hand sneaked after his head 

and caught it again, firmly this time, thumb just beside his ear, other fingers gently cupping the back of his 

head. Unable to push her away physically, he closed his eyes again, to block her out, push the look of those eyes 

out, out, out of his mind, never remember it again. 

She inched into the space between chair and desk, still keeping her hand firmly in place, and sat down on his 

knees. His whole body went rigid, the hands clenching the armrests of his chair trembling with the effort. 

“Hermione, I said go. Please, go or I cannot guarantee-“ 

Her lips on his. Her other hand, obstinately trying – successfully - to force its way between his shoulders and 

the back of the chair. Still her lips, unrelenting, her soft tongue brushing his lower lip. That small wave of warm 

scent, set free by every lightest movement she made, emanating from where she had left the top buttons of her 

robes open, the beguiling scent of her skin, that soft, firm, creamy-white… Her cheek against his now, wet with 
tears, he could feel it, it made her skin even cooler against his face, flushed with rage and hurt… “Don’t do this 
to me, Hermione, please, I beg you -“ Her lips on his ear, barely brushing, not even really touching, driving him 

crazy. And then, the merest of whispers. 

“Do you really love me, Severus?” 

He couldn’t even say it, for fear that if he as much as opened his lips, the pain might break free, making him 
scream and hurl her off his knees, against the nearest wall, crushing her, hurting her, in a futile attempt to heal 

his own wound by making her suffer. The whisper again. Repeating the question more urgently. 

“Do you love me, Severus?” 

All he could do was bend his head a fraction of an inch. 

“Really?” 

Another fraction. 

“How fortunate indeed. Or else I would have had to suffer from unrequited love.” 

Her mouth, moving back to cover his. No feathery kiss this time. Demanding. 

Trying to pry open his lips and his resistance. Pausing to form the words “I love you.” Kissing his still-closed 

eyelids. The deep line between his nostrils and mouth. “I love you.” On his mouth again. Gods help me, I 

can’t… 

His arms, when they finally closed around her, felt like two bands of steel, clamping her to his chest, nearly 

suffocating her. For a long moment, he held her like this, in a grip so strong that she feared her ribs would 

break. When he softened it, it was just to allow him to entangle one of his hands in her hair and kiss her. 

It was as if a burning match had been thrown into a pile of dry straw. The jet of flame flared up high, remained 

immobile, trembling, as if surprised by its own force, for a millisecond, and then, roaring with sheer power, 

encompassed the whole pile. Between, kisses, hands tugged at each other’s robes, the small thuds of her fabric-



coated buttons flying away into every direction echoed by the sharp ‘pling’ of his shirt buttons hitting the floor. 
Hands touched heated skin, stroking, kneading, wanting more, wanting to possess every inch of the other. 

Both panting, they paused and simultaneously drew their wands. Holding on to each other with their left hands, 

each cast their spell: Severus towards the door, to lock and soundproof it, Hermione on the chair they were 

sitting on, enlarging it slightly. Then, the wands clattered to the floor and they refocused their attention on each 

other. Another kiss, a little slower this time. She managed to slide off his knees without breaking the kiss, 

standing bent over him for a moment, and then followed his hands urging her to move close again, putting first 

her right, then her left knee into the space between his thighs and the armrests. She stayed above him long 

enough to allow him to strip her of her robes, leaving her wearing only a slip, bra and panties, while she opened 

the clasp of his belt and the fly of his trousers. Then she lowered her body until she could feel him, her 

heightened senses aware of just how thin were the two layers of satin that prevented hardness from burying 

itself in softness.  Moving a little bit lower still, she intensified the contact and started to move her hips ever so 

lightly, to create a minimal friction. He moaned, and his grip around her waist tightened.  

Hermione retired a few inches and sat down, feeling him against her stomach now.  And began moving again. 

Slightly, but restlessly, causing him to arch against her and move his hands over her back in a hungry, urgent 

succession of erratic patterns. “If you continue like this, I won’t last two seconds,” he murmured into her ear. 

Holding on to his neck with her left hand, she bent down over the armrest to snatch her wand up from the floor, 

came up again, pointed it first at her panties, then at his boxers and muttered “Disvestio!” Both garments 

vanished and rematerialized on the floor. While he undid the clasp of her bra, another hungry, impatient kiss, 

broken only for a few seconds, so that he could slide the slip and bra over her head and arms and toss them 

carelessly on the floor.  Then their mouths met again and slowly, slowly, savouring every moment, she lowered 

herself again, feeling him touching, entering and, finally, filling her.  For some time, they just stayed like that, 

eyes closed, immobile, holding each other closely, heads resting on each other’s shoulders, in total silence, 

nearly afraid to breathe, melting into each other. Only when the tension threatened to become unbearable, did 

she start to move again.  They lasted longer than they both had expected. When the fireworks had ended, 

leaving only a small, steady flame warming them from inside, Hermione reopened her eyes to meet his gaze. 

“Welcome back, Spikes.” 

“I’ve never been away from you, Severus.” 

“No,” he replied, smiling and attempting in vain to tame her hair with his right hand. “That was definitely a 

journey we undertook together.” He kissed the tip of her nose and continued: “You are aware, though, that this 

can’t be the solution of all our problems?” 

She nodded, snuggling closer to him. “I know, I know. But it works wonders as… what do they call it… peace-

enhancing measure, don’t you think so?” 

“Hunger-enhancing as well, to own the prosaic truth. Would you prefer to have lunch here or in the Great 

Hall?” 

After a brief reflection, she answered, “Downstairs, I think. I should get used to sitting at the High Table, 

shouldn’t I?” 
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